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POEMS AND SONGS 

BY 

ROBERT BURNS 


HANDSOME NELL 

TuHe — 'I am a man unmatned ' 

0 ONCE I lov’d a home lass, 

Ayt, and 1 love her sbll , 

And whilst that virtue warms my breast, 
rU love my handsome Ne^. 

As home lasses I hae seen. 

And mony inll as braw , 

But, for a modest gracefu’ mien. 

The like I never saw. > 

I • 

A borne lass, I will' confess. 

Is pleasant to the e'e ; 

But, without some better qualities. 

She’s no a lass for me. 

But Nelly’s looks are blythe and sweet. 
And what is best of a’. 

Her reputation is complete. 

And fair without a £^w. 

She dresses ay sae dean and neat. 

Both decent and gented ; 

And then there’s something in her gait 
Gars ony dress look weel. 
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A gaudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly toudi the heart ; 
But it's innocence and modesty 
That polishes the dart. 

*Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 
'Tis this enchants my soul ; 
For absolutdy m my breast 
She reigns without control. 


0 TIBBIE. I HAE SEEN THE DAY 

'Invercauld*8 Seel, or Strathspey.' 

Chorus.^ Tibbie, I hae seen the day, 

Ye wadna been sae shy , 

For laik o’ gear ye hghtly me, 

But, trowth, I care na by. 

Yestreen I met you on the moor, 

Ye spak na, but gaed by hke stoure ; 

Ye geek at me because I'm poor. 

But fient a hair care 1. 

0 Tibbie, 1 hae seen the day, etc. 

When comm’ hame on Sunday last. 

Upon the road as I cam past, 

Ye snufit and gae your head a cast — 

But trowth 1 care’t na by. 

0 Tibbie, I hae seen the day, etc. 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o' clmk, 

That ye can please me at a wink, 
Whene’er ye like to try. 

0 Tibbie, 1 hae seen the day, etc. 
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But sorrow tak bun that's sae mean, 

Altho’ his poudi o* com were dean, 

Wha follows ony saucy quean. 

That looks sae proud and high. 

0 Tibbie, I hae seen &e day, etc. 

Altho' a lad were e'er sae smart, 

X£ that he want tiie ydlow dirt. 

Ye'll cast your head amther airt, 

And answer him fu' dry. 

0 Tibbie, 1 hae seen the day, etc. 

But if he hae the name o' gear. 

Ye'll &sten to him like a bner, 

Tho* hardly he, for sense or lear. 

Be better thm the kye. 

0 Tibbie, 1 h^ seen the day, etc. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice : 

Your daddie's gear maks you sae nice ; 

The deil a ane wad ^er your price. 

Were ye as poor as I. 

O Tibbie, I hae seen the day, etc. 

There hves a lass beside yon park, 

I’d rather hae her in her sark. 

Than you wi' a' your thousand mark ; 
That gars you look sae high. 

O Tibbie, I hae seen the day, etc. 


I DEEAM’D I LAT 

I dr^i'd I lay where flowers were sprineine 
Gaily in the sunny beam ; ® ^ 

List'ning to the wild birds smging 
By a falling crystal stream : 
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Straight the ^ gien* bladr and daring ; 

the vs-ood the i\hirlvnnds rave ; 
Trees inth aged arms vrere waicmg. 

O'er the swdhng dnunhe vrave. 

Such was m}* life's decdtfol morning. 

Such the pleasures I enjoj^ed * 

But lang or noon, loud tempests storming, 
A’ my flowery bhss destroy'd 
Tho' fl^e fortune has deceiv’d me — 

She promis'd fair, and perform'd but ill. 
Of many a jo}' and hope bereaved me — 

I bear a heart shall support me stdL 


THE RUINED FARMER 

rww— 'Go from my idndoTr, Love^ da’ 

Tee sun he is sunk in the west. 

All creatures retiiM to rest, 

"WTiile here I at, all sore beset. 

With sorrow, grief, and woe : 
And it’s 0, fickle Fortime, 0 ! 

The prosperous man is asleep. 

Nor hears how the whirlwmds swe^ ; 
But Misery and I must watch 

The surly tempest blow : 

And it's 0, fickle Fortune, 0 ! 

There lies the dear partner of my breast 
Her cares for a moment at rest : 

Must I see thee, my youthful pride. 

Thus brought so i-eiy tow ! 

And it’s 0 fidde Fortune, O * 
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There he my sweet babes m her arms ; 
No amaous fear their hearts alarms ; 
But for their sake my heart does ache. 
With many a bitter throe : 
And it's O, fickle Fortune, 0 1 

I once was by Fortune carest : 

I once could rdieve the distrest : 

Now life’s poor pittance hardly earn’d. 
My fate will scarce bestow 
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O I 

No comfort, no comfort I have 1 
How welcome to me w^e the grave I 
But then my wife and children dear— 
O, whither would they go I 
And it’s O, fidde Fortune, O I 

O whither, O where ^all I turn t 
All fnendless, forsaken, forlorn ! 

For, in this world. Rest or Peace 
I never more ^all know I 
And it’s O, fidde Fortune, 0 1 


TRAGIC FRAGMENT 

Ail villain as I am — a damndd wretch, 

A hardened, stubborn, imrepentmg siimer, 

Sbll my heart melts at human wretchedness ; 
And with smcere but unavaihng agbs 
I view the hdpless children of distress : 

With tears indignant I behold the oppressor 
Rejoidng m the honest man’s destruction, 
\\mose unsubmitting heart was all his crime — 
Ev’n you, ye hapless crew I I pity you ; 

Ye, whom the seeming good th^ sm to pity ; 
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Ye poor, despised, abandoned vagabonds. 

Whom Vice, as usual, has turn'd o’er to ruin. 

Oh 1 but for fnends and mterpoang Heaven, 

I had been dnven forth like yira forlorn. 

The most detested, worthless wretch among yon I 
0 mjmed God i Thy goodness has endow'd me 
With talents passing most of my compeers. 

Which I m ]ust proportion have abusra — 

As hir surpassing other common villams 
As Thou m nati^ parts has given me more. 


THE TARBOLTON LASSES 

If ye Me up to yon hill-tap, 

Ye'll there see borne Peggy ; 

She kens her father is a laim. 

And she foisooth's a leddy. 

There’s Sophy tight, a lasde bright. 
Besides a han<^me fortune 

Wha caima wm her m a mght, 

Has httle art in courtm'. 

Gae down by Fade, and taste the ale. 
And tak a look o' Mysie ; 

She’s dour and dm, a aeil withm, 

But aiblins she may please ye. 

If ^ be diy, her sister try, 

Ye’ll maybe fancy Jenny ; 

If ye'll di^nse wi' want o' sense— 
She kens herself die's borne.' 

As 3 re gae up by yon hillside, 

Speer m for borne Bessy , 

She^U gie ye a beck, and bid ye light, 

> And hanidsomely address ye. 
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There's iew sae borne, nane sae guid, 
In a’ King George' dominion ; 

If ye ^ould doubt the truth o’ this — 
It’s Bessy's am opinion 1 


AH, WOE IS ME. MY MOTHER DEAR 

Paraphrase of Jeremiah, isih chap., xofh verse 

Ah, woe is me. my Mother dear I 
A man of sbife ye've borne me : 

For sair contention 1 maun bear ; 

They hate, revile, and scorn me. 

I ne’er could lend on biU or band. 

That five per cent, might blest me ; 
And borrowmg, on the tither hand. 

The de’il a ane wad trust me. 

Yet I, a coin^eniSd wight, 

By Fortune quite discarded ; 

Ye see how I am, day and mght. 

By lad and lass blackguarded I 


MONTGOMERIE’S PEGGY 

Altho’ my bed were in yon muir, 

Amang the heather, in my plaice ; 

Yet hawy, happy would I be. 

Had I my dear Montgomerie's Peggy. 

When o’er the hiU beat surly stonns. 

And wmter mghts were dark and ramy ; 
I’d seek some dw, and in my arms 
I’d shelter dear Montgomerie’s Peggy. 
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Were I a Baron proud and high. 

And horse and servants ^val^lng ready ; 
Then a’ 'twad gie o' joy to me, — 

The shann't with Montgomerie's Peggy. 


THE PLOUGHMAN’S LIFE 

As 1 was a>wand'nng ae mommg in spnng, 

I heard a young ploughman sae sweeUy to smg ; 

And as he was smgin', thir words he did say, — 
Tliere's nae hfe hke the ploughman's m the month o' 
sweet May. 

The lav'rock in the mommg she’ll nse frae her nest, 
And mount i’ the air wi’ the dew on her breast, 

And vn' the men^ ploughman she’ll whistle and smg, 
- And at night shell return to her nest back again. 


THE RONALDS OF- THE BENNALS 

1 

/ 

In Tarbolton, ye ken, thae are proper young men, 
And proper young lasses an a , man , 

But ken ye the Ronalds that hve in the Bennals, 
Ihey cany the' gree frae th^ a’, man. 

Their father's a laird, and weel he can spare't, 
Braid money to tocher them a’, man , 

To proper young men, he'll clink m the hand 
Gowd 'gumeas a hunder or twa, man* ' 

There's ane they ca' Jean, I’ll warrant ye’ve seen 
As borne a lass or as braw, man ; 

But for sense and raid taste ^e’U vie-wi’ the best. 
And a conduct mat beautifies a’, man 
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The charms o’ the mm*, the longer they shine. 

The mair admiration they draw, man ; 

While peaches and chemes, and roses and lilies. 
They fa^ and they wither awa* man. 

If ye be for Miss Jean, tak this frae a fcien’, 

A hint o’ a nval or twa, man ; 

The Land o' Blackbyre wad gang through the fire 
If that wad entice her awa, man. 

The Laird o’ Braehead has been on his speed. 

For mair than a towmond or twa, man , 

The Laird o’ the Ford will straught on a board, 

IE he canna get her at a*, man. 

Then Anna comes m, the pride o' her kin, 

The boast of 'Our bachdors a', man ' 

Sae son^ and sweet, sae folly complete. 

She steals our aSections awa’, man. 

► t 

If I should detail the pick and the wale 
O' lasses that live here awa’, man, 

The fau't wad be mine if they didna shme 
The sweetest and b^t o' them a', man. 

I lo'e her mysd, but darena weel tdl. 

My poverty keeps me, in awe, man ; 

For making o’ rhymes, and workmg at times, 

Does httle or naething at a', man. 

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse. 

Nor hae’t in her power to say na, man ; 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure. 

My stomach's as proud as them a’, man. 

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pnde. 

And flee o’er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can hand up my head wi’ the best o’ the breed. 
Though fluttenng ever so braw, man. 
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My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o* the best, 
O’ pairs o' guid breeks 1 hae tvra, man ; 

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps, 
And ne’er a wrang steek in them a’, man. 

My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new, 
Twal' huncued, as white as the snaw, man. 

A ten shillings hat, a HoUand cravat ; 

There are no mony poets sae braw, man. 

I never had ireens wcel stockit m means. 

To leave me a hundred or twa, man ; 

Nae weel-tocher’d aunts, to wait on their drants. 
And wi^ them m hell for it a’, man. 

I never was cannie for hoarding o' money 
Or claughtm 't together at a, man , 

I’ve httle to spend, and naething to lend. 

But deevil a shilling I awe, man. 


HERE’S TO THY HEALTH 

Here’s to thy health, my home lass, 
Gude m^t and joy be wi’ thee ; 

ril come nae mair to thy bower-door. 
To tell thee that I lo'e thee. 

0 dinna think, my pretty pink. 

But I can hve without thee : 

1 vow and swear 1 dinna care. 

How lang ye look about ye. 

Thou’rt ay sae free infonmng me. 
Thou hast nae mmd to many ; 

ru be as free infonmng thee, 

Nae time hae I to taSriy : 
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I ken thy jlreens try ilka means 
Frae wedlock to delay thee ; 

Depending on some hig^ chance. 

But fortune may betray thee. 

1 ken they scorn my low estate. 

But that does never meve me ; 

For I'm as free as any he ; 

Sma' siller will relieve me 
I'll count my health my greatest wealth, 

Sae lang as I'll mijw it ; 
ru fear nae scant, I'll bode nae want. 

As lang's I get employment. 

But far ofr fowls hae feathers fair. 

And, ay imtil jye try th^, 

Tho’ they seem still lutve a care ; 

They may prove as bad as I am. 

But at twal' at night, when the moon shines 
bnght 

My dear, I'll come and see thee ; 

For the man that loves his mistress wed, 
Nae travel makes him weary. 


THE LASS OF CESSNOCK BANKS 

On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells ; 

Could I describe her ^ape and mien ; 
Our lasses a’ die far excels. 

An’ she has twa ^arkhng rogueish een. 

She’s sweeter than the morning dawn, 
\^'hen rising Phcebus first is seen ; 

And dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn ; 

An' she has twa sparkhng rogueish een. 
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She's statdy like yon youthful ash, 

That grows the cowslip hraes between, 
And dnnks the stream with vigour fre^i ; 
An' she has twa sparkhng rogueish een. 

She’s spotless like the fiow’nng thorn. 

With fiow'rs so white and leaves so green, 
Wiea purest in the deivy mom , 

An' she has twa sparkhng rogueish een. 

Her looks are like the vernal May, 

When ev'ning Phcebus ^ines serene ; 
Vniile birds rejoice on every spray , 

An’ she has twa sparldmg rogueish een. 

Her hair is like the curhng mist. 

That dimbs the mountain-sides at e'en, 
Wrhen flow’r-reviving rams are past , 

An' she has twa sparkhng roguei^ een. 

Her forehead's like the show'ry bow, 

When gleaming sunbeams intervene 
And gild the distant mountam’s brow; 
An’^she has tiva sparkimg rogueish een. 

Her cheeks are like yon cnmson gem. 

The pnde of all the flowery scene. 

Just openmg on its thorny stem ; 

An' ^e has tiva ^arlding rogueish een. 

Her bosom’s like the mghtly snow. 

When pale the morning rises keen ; 

While hid the muim'rmg stieamlets flow ; 
An’ ^e has twa sparkling rogueish een. 

Her hps are hke yon chemes npe, , 
That sunny walls ixora Boreas screen ; 
They tempt the taste and (hann tbe sight ; 
An’ ^e has twa sparldmg rogueish een. 
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Her teeth are like a flock of ^eep, 

With fleeces newly washen dean ; 

That slowly mount the using steep ; 

An’ she has twa sparkling roguei^ e^ 

Her breath is hke the fragrant breeze. 
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean ; 
When Phoebus sinks bdund the seas , 

An' she has twa sparkling rogueidi een. 

Her voice is hke the ev'nmg thrush, 

That dngs on Cessnock banks unseen ; 
While his mate sits nestling m the budi ; 
An' she has twa sparkhi^ rogueish een. 

But it’s not her air, h^^form, her face, 
Tho’ matching beauty's fabled queen ; 
'Tis the mmd that shmes m ev'ry grace. ‘ 
An' chiefly in her rogueidi een. 


BONIE PEGGY ALISON. 

Time — 'The Braes o’ Balqahuider.’ 

f 

CHorits . — And I'll kiss thee yet, yet. 

And in kiss Ihee o’er again ; 
And rU kiss thee yet, yet, 

My bonie Peggy Alison. 

hLK care and fear, when thou art near 
I ever mair defy them, O I 
Young kings upon their hansel throne 
Are no sae blest as I am,,0 1 

And I’ll kiss thee yet, yet, etc. 
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Wlien in my arms, m' a' thy charms, 

I clasp my countless treasure, 0 1 
I seek nae mair o' Heav’n to share 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, 0 1 
And m kiss thee yet, ;^t, etc. 

And by thy een sae borne blue, 

1 swear I'm tlune for ever, 0 1 
And on thy bps I seal my vow, 

And br^ it shall I never, 0 1 

And I'll loss thee yet, yet, etc. 


MARY MORISON. 

0 Mary, at thy window be, 

It is the wish'd, tlie trysted hour I 
Those smiles and glances let me see. 
That make the miser’s treasure poor : 
How blythely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary »ave frae sun to sun. 

Could I the nch reward secure, 

The lovely Mary Monson. 

Yestreen, when to the trembhng stnng 
The dance gaed thro' the hghted ha , 
To thee my mey took its wing, 

1 sat, but neiuer heard nor saw : 
Tho' this was fw, and that was braw. 
And yon the toast of a' tiie town, 

1 sigh’d, and said among them a', 

' Ye are na Mary Monson.' 

Oh, Ma^, const thou wreck his peace, 
Wha tor thy sake wad gladly die ? 

Or canst thou break diat heart of his, 
Whase only hint is lovmg thee ^ 
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If love for love thou wilt na gie. 
At least be pity to me diown ; 
A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o' Mary Monson. 


WINTER: A DIRGE 


The wintry west extends his blast. 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 

Or, the stormy north sends dnvmg forth 
The blmding deet and snaw * 

While,' tumbhng brown, the bum comes down, 
And roars fi^ bank to brae ; 

And bird and beast m covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

*The sweeping blast, the dry o’ercast,’ 

The joyless winter day 

Let others fear, to me more dear 
Than aU the pride of May : 

The tempest’s howl, it soothes my soul. 

My gnefs it seems to join ; 

The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mme I 


Thou Power Supreme whose mighty scheme 
These woes of mme fulfil. 

Here, firm I rest ; they must be best. 
Because they are Thy will I 
Then all I want — 0 do Thou grant 
This one request of mine ! — 

Since to enjoy Thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign. 


9 
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A PRAYER UNDER THE PRESSURE OF 
VIOLENT ANGUISH 

. I 

0 Thou Great Being I what Thou art. 
Surpasses me to mow ; 

Yet sure I am, that known to Thee 
Are all Thy works below. 

Thy creature here before Thee stands, 

All wretched and distrest , 

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Obey Thy high bdiest 

/ 

Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act 
< From cruelty or wrath I , 

0, free my weaiy eyes from tears, 

Qr close them fast m death 1 

i 

But, if I must afflicted be. 

To smt some wise design ; 

Then man my soul with nrm resolves, 

To bear and not repme 1 


I 

PARAPHRASE OF THE FIRST PSALM 

t 

The man, m hfe wherever plac'd, 

Hath happmess m store, 

Who walks not m the wicked's way, 

Nor learns their guilty lore I , 

Nor from the seat of scornful pnde 
Casts forth lus eyes abroad, 

But with humihty and awe 
Still walks before his God 



33 


POEMS AND SONGS 

That man shall -flourish like the trees,' 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on hi^, 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ^ound be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. . 

For why ^ that God the good adore. 
Hath giv’n them peace' and rest, ' 

But hath decreed that‘wiclced men 
Shall ne’er be truly blest 


THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE NINETIETH 
PSALM VERSIFIED 

0 Thou, at first, the greatest fnend 
Of all the human race i , 

Whose strong nght hand has evCT been 
Their stay and dw^ing place I 

Before the mountains hea'sr'd their heads 
Beneath Thy forming hand. 

Before this ponderous globe itself, 

Arose at Thy command , 

That Pow'r which rais'd and still upholds 
This universal frame, 

From countless, unbegmmng time 
W’as ever still the same. 

Those might}’ penods of years 
VTuch seems to ik so vast. 

Appear no more before Thy sight 
Than yesterday that's past. 
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Thou giv’st the word Thy creature, man. 
Is to existence brought ; 

Again Thou say’st, 'Ye sons of men, 
Return ye mto nought 1' 

Thou layest ihem, with aE their cares. 

In everlasting deep , 

As with a flood Thou tak'st them ofi 
With overwhelmmg sweep 

They flourish like the morning flow*r. 

In beauty’s pnde array'd , 

But long ere night— cut down, it lies 
All wither’d and deca/d. 


A PRAYER IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH 

0 THOU unknown, Almighty Cause 
Of all my hope and fear I 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps I must appear 1 

If I have wander’d m those paths 
Of hfe I ought to shun — 

As somethmg, loudly, m my breast, 
Remonstrates I have done— 

Thou know’st that Thou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong , 

And hsr ning to their witdimg voice 
Has often led me wrong 

Where human weakness has come short. 

Or frailty stept aside. 

Do Thou, All-Good — ^for such Thou art — 

In diades of darkness hide 
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Where 'with intention I have err’d, 

No other plea I have, 

Bnt, Thou art good , and Goodness stiU 
Ddighteth to forgive. 


STANZAS, ON THE SAME OCCASION 

Why am 1 loth to leave this earthly scene ? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms — 

Some drops of 307 with draughts of ill between — 
Some gleams of sunshme ’mid renewing storms ? 

Is it departing pangs my soul alarms > 

Or death’s u^ovdy, dreary, dark abode ? 

For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are m arms : 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 

And justly smart beneath His sm-avenging rod. 

Fam would I say, 'Forgive my foul offence 1 * 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 

But, should my Author health agam dispenre. 

Again I might desert fair 'virtue’s way ; 

Agam in foU/s path might go astray ; 

Agam exalt the brute and sink the mati ; 

Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy’s plan ? 

Who sm so oft have mourn’d, yet to temptation ran ? 

0 Thou great Governor of all bdow I 
If I may dare a lifted ^ to Thee, 

Hy nod can make the temped cease to blow. 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea : 

With that controlling pow’r assist ev’n me, 

Those headlong fimous passions to coi^e. 

For all imfit I fed my pow’rs to be. 

To rule their torrent m th’ allowed hue : 

O, aid me with Thy hdp. Omnipotence Divine ! 
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FICKLE FORTUNE 

Though fickle Fortune has deceived me, 

She promis'd fair and perfonn'd but ill ; 
Of mistress, friends, and i^calth berca\'d me. 
Yet I bear a heart shall support me still — 

I'll act uith prudence as far as I'm able. 

But if success I must never find. 

Then come misfortune, I bid thee welcome. 
I'll meet thee with an undaunted mind. 


RAGING FORTUNE 

0 iiAGiKG Fortune's ivithering blast 
Has laid my leaf full lou ! 

0 raging Fortune's witheung blast 
Has laid my leaf full low 1 

My stem uas fair, my bud vas green, 
My blossom succt did blow , 

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild. 
And made my branches grow , 

, But luckless Fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low I 

But luckless Fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low 1 


riX GO AND BE A SODGER 

* X 

0 WHY the deuce should I repine, 
And be an ill foreboder ? 

I’m twenty-three, and five feet nme, 
T’ll go and be a sodger I 
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, I gat some gear 'wi* mickle care, 

I held it weel thegither ; 

But now it’s gane, and somethmg mair — 
rU go and be a sodger 1 


NO CHURCHMAN AM I ’ 

i 

' Tune — ‘PrepatB, my dear Bretbren/ 


No churcbman am I for to rail and to wnte. 

No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight. 

No sly man of business contriving a snare. 

For a big-belly*d bottlers the whole of my care 

I 

The peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow ; 

I scorn not the peasant, tho’ ever so low ; 

But a club of good fellovre, like those that are here. 
And a bottle luce this, are my glory and care 

Here passes the squire on his brother — ^his horse * 
There centum per centum, the at with his purse 
But see you the Crown how it waves m the air > * 
There a big-belly'd bottle still eases my care. 


The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 

For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 

I found that old Solomon proved it fair 

That a big belly’d bottle's a cure for all’care. 
* 1 


I once was p^aded a venture to make , 

A letter inform’d me that all was to wreck • ' 
But the pursy old landlord just ivaddl’d upstairs 
^fVith a ^onous bottle tliat ended my cates. * 
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‘Life’s cares they are comforts'-— a maxim laid down 
By tlic Bard, what d’ye call him ’ that wore the black 
gown ; 

And faith I agree with th' old png to a hair , 

For a big-belly’d bottle’s a heav'n of a care. 

A STANZA ADDED IN A MASON LODGE 

Then fill up a bumper and malce it o'cillow. 

And honours masonic prepare for to tlirow , 

May ev’ry true Brother of the Compass and Square 
Have a big belly’d bottle when harass'd with care 


MY FATHER WAS A FARMER 
TutM — ‘The Weaver and his Shuttle, O.’ 

My father was a farmer upon the Camck border, 

• d carefully he bred me m decency and order ; 

' bade me act a manly part, though I had ne'er a 
farthmg ; 

or without an honest manly heart, no man was worth 
regardmg. 

Then out into the world my course 1 did determme , 

ITio’ to be nch was not my wish, yet to be great was 
chaiming . 

My talents they were not the worst, nor yet my 
education 

Resolv’d ivas I, at least to try, to mend my situation 

In many a ivay, and vain essay. 1 courted Fortune’s 
favour , 

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate 
each endeavour ; 

Sometimes Iw foes I was o'erpower’d, sometimes by 
friends mrsaken , 

And when my hope ivas at the top, I still was worst 
mistaken. 
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Then sore harass'd, and tir'd at last, with Fortune's 
vain delusion, 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came to 
this conclusion * 

The past was bad, and the future hid, its good or .ill 
untnfid , 

But the present hour was m my pow'r, and so I would 
enjoy it. 

No hdp, nor hope, nor view had I, nor person to 
behiend me , 

So I must toil, and sweat, 'and moil, and labour to 
sustam me ; 

To plough and sow, to reap and mow^ my father bred 
me early ; 

For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for 
Fortune fairly ' ' ' 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro' hfe I'm 
doom'd to wander. 

Till down my weary bones I lay in everlasting slumber ; 

No view nor care, but shun whate'er might breed me 
pam or sorrow , 1 • 

I hve to-day as well’s I may, regardless of to-morrow. 

But cheerful still, I am as well as a monarch in his 
palace, 

Tho' Fortune’s frown still hunts me down, with all her ' 
wonted malice 

I make indeed my daily bread, but ne'er can make it 
farther; 

But as daily bread is all I need, I do not much regard her, 

men sometimes by my labour, I earn a httle money, 

borne unforeseen imsfortune comes gen'rally upon me • 

* fSly^’ neglect, or my good-natur’d 

But come what wiU. I've sworn it still, I'U ne'er be 
melanimoly 
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All ]wu who follow wealth and power witli unremitting 
ardour, ; . 

The more m thw you look for bliss, you leave your 
view the farther* 

Had you' the wealth Fotosi boasts, or nations to ei!dorc 
you, I 

A dieerful honest-hearted 'down I will prefer' before' 
you. 


JOHN BARLEYCORN: A BALLAD 

There was three kings mto the east, 

Three longs both great and high, 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn diould die. 

. > 

They took a ploi^h and plough’d hun down, 
Put-dods upon his head, 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead, ' 

' I * » * II 

But the cheerful Spnng came kmdly on, 

And snow’rs began to fall‘, 

John Barleycorn got up again, 

"And sore surpris'd them all. 

The sultry suns of Summer came, 

, And he grew thick and strong , . 

His head wed aim’d wi' pomted spears. 

That no one should him wrong. 

, « 

The sober Autumn enter'd mild. 

When he grew wan and pale ; 

" His bendmg jomts and (doping head 
Show'd he began to fail. 
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His colour acken’d more and more. 

He faded into age ; 

'And then his enemies began 
To show their deadly rage. . 

They’ve taen a weapon, long and sharp, 

And put him by the'Imee , 

Then tyd him fast upon a c^. 

Like a rogue for f orgene ‘ 

They laid him down upon his back. 

And cudgeli’d him fim sore ; 

They hung him up before the storm, 

And turn’d him o'er and o'er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 
With- water to the bnm, 

They heaved in John Barleycorn— 

There, let him snk or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor. 

To' work him farmer woe ; ' . 

And still, as signs of hfe appear'd; 

They toss'd him to and fro. 

k 

They wasted, o’er a scorchmg flawi P 
The marrow of his bones ; 

But a miller us’d hun worst of all. 

For he crush’d him between two stones. 

And ttey hae taen his very heart's blood. 
And drank itjpund and round ; 

And still the more and more thev drank 
Their joy did more abound. ’ 

Jolm Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise ; 

For if you do but taste his blood. 

Twill make vour courage ‘rise. 
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Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

TwiU hei^ten all ms joy : 

Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 
Tho' the tear were m her ^e. 

Then let ns toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne'er fad in old ^tland I 


IHE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOR 
MAILIE 

rSB auihor’s osly pet yowe— an ukco 
UO nSNFD TA1£ 

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither, 

Was ae day mbbhn* on the tether, 

Upon her ^oot she coost a hitch. 

An' owre die warsl'd in the ditch ; 

There, groanm', d}'ing, she did lie, 

When Bttghoc he cam doytm* by. 

Wi’ glowerin’ een, and lifted ban's 
Poor Hvghoc like a statue stan's ; 

He saw her da]^ were near-hand ended, 

But, wae’s my heart I he could na mend it I 
He gapid wide, but naething spak ; 

At length poor Maihe dlence biak. 

'0 thou, w’hase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my w'oehi' case 1 
My d}Tng words atttmtii'e hear. 

An' b^ them to my Master dear. 
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'Tdl lum, if e’er again he keep 
As mudde gear as buy a sheep—- 
O, bid him never tie them mair, 

Wi’ wicked strmgs o' hemp or hair I 
But ca’ them out to park or hill. 

An’ let ihem wander at thear wdl : 

So may his flock mcrease, an’ grow 
To scores o’ lambs, and, packs o* woo’ ! 

‘Tdl him, he was a Master kin’. 

An’ ay was gmd to me an’ mine ; 

An’ now my dymg charge I me him. 

My helpless lambs, I trust them wi’ him. 

‘O, bid him save thdr harmless lives, 

Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butdbers' knives 1 
But gie them guid cow*miIk their fill. 

Till they be fit to fend themsel ; 

An’ tent them duly, e’en an’ mom, 

Wi’ taets o’ hay an’ ripps o’ com. 

’An’ may they never learn the gaets. 

Of ither vue, wanrestfu’ pets — 

To slink thro' daps, an' reave an’ steal. 

At stacks o’ pease, or stocks o' kail I 
So may they, like their great forbears. 

For mome a year come thro' the dieers* 

So wives will gie them bits o’ bread. 

An’ baims gr^ for them when they’re dead. 

‘My poor toop-lamb, my son an’ heir, 

O, bid him breed him up wi' care I 
An’ if he live to be a beast. 

To pit some havms in his breast 1 

* An’ warn him-— what I winna name. 

To stay content wi’ yowes at hame. 

An’ no to rin an’ wear fais doots. 

Like itiier mensdess, graceless brutes. 
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‘All’ niest, my yowie, silly thmg, 

Gude keep Uiee ^e a tether string I' 

0, may thou ne'er forgather up, 

Wi’ 'ony blasht; moorland toop. 

But ay kedp mmd to moop an' mell, 

Wi' ^eep o' credit like th^di 1 

'And now, my baims; w’ my last breath, 
I lea'e my blessing wi' you baith 
An' when you thi& upo' 3 mur mither, 

Mmd to be kmd,to ane amther 

« 

' ' 'Now, honest Hitghoc', dinna failj 
To tell my master a' my tale , , 

An' bid mm bum this cursed tether, • 

An’ for ttiy pains thou’se get my blather/ 

This said,’ poor Mailie turn'd her head. 
An’ dos’d her een amang the dead 1 , 


POOR MAILIE’S ELEGY 

Lament m rhyme, lament m prose,' 

Wi' saut tears tnckhng down your nose; 
. '• Our bardie's fate IS 'at a dose, 

Past a' remead ! 

< The, last, sad cape>stane o’ his woes 

‘ ' ' Poor Mailie's dead ! 

It’s no the loss o’ warl's gdar. 

That cquld sae bitter draw me tear, 

Or mak dur bardie, dov^, wear 

The mournin’ weed : 
He’s lost a friend an' heebdr dear, 

' ‘ In Maihe 'dead. 
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Thro' a’ the town she trotted by him; 

A lang half-mile she could descry him; 

Wi* iSidly bleat, when she did spy him, 
She ran wi' speed : 

A fnend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 
Than Maihe dead. 

I, wat she was a sheep o' sense. 

An' could bdiave hersd wi’ mense : 
m say't- ^e never bralc a fence. 

Thro’ thievish greed. 
Our bardie, landy, kee^ the spence 

Sur Mailies dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howe, 

Her hving image in hb: ycwe ■ 

Comes bleatm’ till him, owre the knowe. 
For bits o’ bread; 

An’ down the briny pearls lowe 

For Mailie dead. 

She was nae get o’ moorland tips, 

Wi’ tauted ket, an’ hairy hips. 

For her forbears were brought m dms, 

Frae 'yont the Tweed : 
A bomer fleesh ne’er cross’d the chps 

Than Mailie's — dead. 

I 

Wae worth that man wha first did riiape 
That vile, wanchanae thing — a* raep 1 
It maks guid fellows mm an’ gape, 

wi’ chokm’^ dread; 
An’ Robin’s bonnet wave wi' crape 
For Mailie dead. 

0, a’ ye bards on borne Doon > 

An’ wha on Ayr your chanters tune 
Come, join the melanchonous croon. 

0’ Robin’s reed! 

His heart will never get aboon — 

Ins MaQie’s dead! 
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THE RIGS O’ BARLEY 


It was upon a Lammas nig^t, 

When com ngs are home. 

Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa’ to Annie; 

The tune flew by, wi' tentless heed; 

Till, ’tween the late and early, 

Wi' sma’ persuasion she agreed 
To see me thro’ the barley 

Com ngs, an’ barley ngs. 

An’ com ngs are borne : 

I’ll ne’er foiiget that happy night, 
Amai^ the ngs wi' A^e. 


The ^ was blue, the wind was still. 
The moon was shining clearly; 

I set her down, wi' lig^t goodwill, 
Amang tile ngs o’ barley : 

I ken't her heart was a’ my am; 

I lov’d her most smcerely; 

I Idss'd her owre and owre again, 
Amang the ngs o’ barley. 

Com rigs, an’ barl^ ngs, etc. 

I lock’d her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart ivas beating rarely * 

My blessinas on that happy place, 
Amang the ngs o’ barl^ I 
But by me moon and stars so bnght. 
That tiione that hour so dearly I 
She ay shall bless tiiat happy mght 
Amang the ngs o’ barley. 

Com ngs, an’ barley rigs, etc 
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I hae been blyihe m’ comrades dear; 

I bae been merry dimkmg; 

I hae been jo]^’ gath’rm’ gear; 

I hae been happy thinking : 

But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Tho’ three times doubl'd fairly— 
That happy mght was worth them a', 
Amang the ngs o' barlqr. 

Com rigs, an' barley rigs,' etc. 


NOW WESTLIN WINDS 

Now westhn winds and slaught'img gnns 
Bnng Autumn’s pleasant weather; 

The moorcock wimgs on whimng wings, 

Amang the bloommg heather : 

Now wavmg gram, wide o'er the plain, 

Delights the weary farmer; 

And the moon shmes bnght, when I rove at night, 
To muse upon my charmer. 

The partridge loves the iruitful fdls. 

The plover loves the mountams; 

The woodcock haunts the londy dells. 

The soaring hem the fountams : 

Thro' lofty groves the cushat roves. 

The pam of man to shim it; 

The hazel bush o’erhangs the thradi. 

The spreadmg thorn the linn et. 

Thus ev’ry kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender; 

Some social jom, and leagues combine. 

Some solitruy wander : 
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Avaunt, away, the ciucl way I 
TjTonnic man’i> dominion; 

Tlie sportsman's joy, the murd’nng cry, 
Tlic fiutt’nng, gory pinion ! 

But, Fegg;^' dear, the cning’s clear, 
Thick nics the skunmmg swallow, 

Tlic sky IS blue, the fields in view. 

All lading-grcen and yellow : 

Come let us stray our gladsome way. 
And view the charms of Naiurc, 

The rustling com, the fruited thorn. 
And ev’ry happy creature. 

We’ll gently ivalk, and sweetly talk. 

Till the silent moon shine clearly. 

I’ll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 
Swear how I love thee dearly 
Not vernal show’rs to budding fiow'rs. 
Not Autumn, to the farmer, 

So dear can be thou to me. 

My fair, my lovdy charmer I 


MY NANIE, 0 

Behind yon hills W'here Lugar flows, 
'Mang moors an' mosses many, 0, 

The wmtty sun the day has clos'd. 

And I’ll awa’ to Name, 0. 

The w'esthn'wmd blaws loud an’ dinll; 

The mght’s baith mirk and lainy, 0, 
But I'll get my plaid an’ out Til steal. 
An’ owre the hiU to Name, 0 

My Name’s charming, sweet, an’ young; 

Nae artfu’ wiles to ivm ye, 0 * 

Mot ill befa’,the fiattenng tongue > 

That w'ad beguile my Name, 0, 
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Her face is fair, her heart is true; ' 

As spotless as she’s borne, O, 

The op’mng gowan, wat \?i' dew, 

’ Nae purer is than Name, O. 

A country lad is my d^ee. 

An* few there be that ken me, O; 

But what care < I 'how few* they be. 

I’m welcome ay to -Naniej O. 

My nches a’s my penny-fee. 

An' I maun guide it cannie, O; 

But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me. 

My thoughts ^e a’— my Name, O, 

Our auld’gmdman,ddights to view 
His ^eep an’ kye thnVe borne, 0, 

But I’m as blythe that bauds lus pleugh, 
An’ has nae care but Name, 0, 

‘ / I « » * , . 

Come wed, come woe, I care na by, 
rn tak whabHeav’*n wiU sen’ me, 0 : 

Nae ither care in hfe have I, ' 

But’hve, an’ love my Name, O. 


GREEN' GROW THE RASHES . 

Chorus . — Green grow the rashes, 0; 

Green grow the rashes, "o. 

The swTOtest hours that e’er I spend 
Are spent among the lasses, 0. ' 

Ttcre’s nought but care on ev’iy hau’ 

« every hour that passes, O. 

\\Tiat signifies the hfe o’ man. 

An' ’tuere na for the lasses, 0 : 

Green grow, etc. 
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Tlic warl’y race may nclics chase, 

An’ iiches still may fly them, 0, 

An’ tho’ at lost they catch them fast. 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, 0. 

Green grow, etc. 

But gie me a cannie hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, 0, 

An’ warl’y cares, an* warl’y men. 

May a’ gae tapsaltecne, 0 1 

Green grow, etc. 

For you sae douce, ye sneer at this; 
Ye're nought but senseless asses, 0 : 

The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw. 

He dearly lov’d the lasses, 0. 

Green grow, etc. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovdy dears 
Her noblest work she classes, 0 . 

Her prentice han’ she tr/d on man. 

Air then she made the lasses, 0. 

Green grow, etc. 


'INDEED WILL I,' QUO' FINDLAY 

Tvm — 'Lass, an I come near tbee. 

*Wha is that at my bower-door ?’ 

"0 wha is it but Findlay I ” 

'Then gae your gate, ye'se nae be here :* 
“Indeed maun I," quo' Findlay. 

'What make ye, sae like a thief ? ' 

"0 come and see," quo' Fmdlay; 
'Before tiie mom ye’ll work misdmef’ — 
“Ibdeed will I,’*^ quo’ Findlay 
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‘Gif I rise and let you in’ — • 

"Let me m," quo* Fmdlay, 

‘Ye’U keep me waukm’ m’ your dm’ — 
"Indeed \wll I,” quo’ Findlay. 

'In my bower if you should stay’ — 
"Let me stay/’ quo’ Fmdlay; 

‘I fear ye’ll bide till break o* aay’ — 
"Indeed ivill I/’ quo’ Fmdlay. 

‘Here tins night if ye remam’ — 

" m remain,’’ quo’ Fmdlay; 

‘I dread ye’ll learn the gate again' — 
"Indeed udll I,’’ quo’ Findlay. 

‘What may pass mthm this bower’ — 
"Let it pass,’’ quo’ Findlay, 

‘Ye maun conceal till your last hour’ — 
"Indeed will I,” quo’ Fmdlay. 


PEMORSE— A FRAGMENT 

Of all the numerous ills that hurt our peace — 
That press the soul, or wring the mmd with angmsh. 
Beyond com^nson the worst are those 
By our own lolly, or our guilt brought on ; 

In ev’iy other circumstance, the mmd 
Has this to say, *it was no deed of mine’; 

But, when to all the evil of misfortune 
This stmg is added, 'blame thy foolirii sdf !’ 

Or worser far, the pan^ of keen remorse. 

The tortunng, gnawing consciousness of guilt — 

Of gmlt, perhaps, where we’ve mvolvM others. 

The young, the innocent, who fondly lov'd us; 

Nay more, that very love then cause of ruin i 
0 burning hell I in all thy store of torments 
Tliere’s not a keener lash 1 
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Lives there a man so finn. \^ho, while his heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of lus crime, 

Can reason down its agonising throbs. 

And, after piopcr purpose of amendment, 

Can firmly force his jamng thoughts to peace ? 
0 liappy, happy, enviable man 1 
0 glorious magnanimity of soul 1 


EPITAPH ON JAMES GRIEVE, LAIRD OF 
BOGHEAD, TARBOLTON 

Hhrc lies Boghead nmang the dead, 

In hopes to get salvation, 

But if such as he m Heav'n may be, 

Then wclcome—hail I damnation. 


ITAPH ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER 

Here Souier Hood in death does sleep, 

To hell if he's ganc thither, 

Satan, gic him thy gear to keep; 

He'll baud it wed thegithcr. 


EPITAPH ON Jrsr OWN FRIEND AND MY 
FATHER’S FRIEND, mi. , MUIR IN 
TARBOLTON IiIILL 

An honest man here hes at rest. 

As e’er God ivitli lus image blest. 

The friend of man, the fnend of truth, 

Tlie hnend of age, and guide of youth : 
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Few hearts hlce his — with iTrtue warm’d. 
Few heads with knowledge so informed * 
If there’s another world,' he hves m bhfe. 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 


EPITAPH ON MY EVER HONOURED 
FATHER . ■ 

I 

0 YE whose chedc the tear of pity stains, . ' 

Draw near with pious reVrence, and attend I 
Here he the loving husband’s dear remains. 

The tender father, and the gen’ious fnend; 

The pit^g heart that felt for human woe, 

The dauntless heart that fear’d no human pnde; 
The friend of man — to vice alone a foe,* 

For ‘eVti his failings leaned to virtue's side.’ 


BALLAD ON- THE AMERICAN WAR 

* f 

I Tune — 'Kihieciankie ’ ,, ■ { ' 

' > , 

When Guildford good our pilot stood. 
An’ did our heUun tli^w, man; 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Withm Amenca, man : 

Then up they gat the maskin'-pat. 

And in the sea did ]aw, man; 

An’ did nae less, m fml'congress. 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

Tl^ thro' the lakes Montgomery tkkes, 

I wat he was na slaw, man; 

Down Lowne’s Bum he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca', man : 
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Bui yet, whatreck, he, at Quebec, 
Montgomery-like did fa', man, 

Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 
Amang bis en'mi» a', man. 

Poor Tammy Gage within a cage 
Was kept at Boston-ha’, man. 

Till Wilhe Howe took o'er the Imowe 
For Philaddphia, man, 

Wi’ sword an' gun he thought a sm 
Guid Christian blmd to draw, man; 
But at New-York, wi' kmfe an’ fork, 
Sir-Lom he hacked sma', man. 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip. 
Till Fra^ brave did fa', man. 

Then lost his way, ae misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man 
Cornwallis fought as lung's he dought. 
An' did the buckdon's daw, man, 

But Chnton's glaive fcae rust to save, 

He hung it to the wa', man 

Then Montage, an* Guildford too, 

Began to fear a fa.’, man; 

And SackviUe dour, wha stood the stoure, 
The German chief to thraw, man : 

For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a', man. 

An’ Charhe Fox threw by the box. 

An' lows’d his tinkler }aw, man. 

, I 

Then Rockmgham took up the game; 

Till death did on him ca', man. 

When Shelburne meek held up hh cheek. 
Conform to gospel law, man 
Samt Stephen’s boys, wi’ larrmg noise, 
Th^ did his measures l^w, man. 

For North an’ Fox umted stocks. 

An’ bore him to the wa’, man. 
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Then chibs an’ hearts were Charlie's cartes, 
He swept the stakes awa’, man, 

Till the diamond's ace. of Indian race. 

Led hun a sair faux pas, man . 

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads. 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man; 

An' Scotland drew her pipe an' blew, 

‘Up, Wilhe, waur them a', man !' 

Behmd the throne then Granville's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man; 

While slee Dundas arous’d the dass 
Be*north the Roman wa', man : 

An' Chatham's wraith, in heavenly graith, 
(Inspired bardies saw, man,) 

Wi' kindhng eyes, ciy'd, ‘Wilhe, rise • 
Would I hae fear'd them a', man ’ ? 

But, word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co. 
Gowfi’d Willse like a’ ba', man. 

Till Suthron raise, an' coost their daise 
Behmd him m a raw, man : 

An' Caledon threw by the drone. 

An' did her whittle draw, man; 

An' swoor fu' rude, thro’ dirt an’ bluid. 

To mak it guid m law, man. 


REPLY TO AN ANNOUNCEMENT BY 
JOHN RANKINE 

I AM a keeper of the law 
In some sma' points, altho' not a*: 

Some people tell me gm I fa', 

Ae way or ither. 

The breaking of ae point, tho' sma' 
Breaks a' thegither. 
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I hae been in for’t anoe or twice, 

And winna say o’er far for thnce; 

Yet never met wi’ that surprise 

, That broke my rest; 
But now a rumour's hke to nse — 

' A whaup’s i’ the nest I 


EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE 

ENCLOSING S03UE POEMS 

J 

O ROUGH, .rude, ready-witt^ Rankme, 

The wale o' co^s for fun an' drmkmg t- 
There's mony godly folks are thmking. 

Your dreams and tndcs 
Will send you Korah-hke a-sinkm,* 

Stmught to auld Nick's. 

* $ 

Ye hae sae mony cracks, an' cants. 

And m your wiwed, drucken rants. 

Ye mak a devil o' Uie saunts. 

An' fill them fou. 

And then their failing, flaws, an' wants. 
Are a seen thro'. 

Hipocnsy, m mercy spare it • 

That holy robe, O duma tear it I 
Spare't for their sakes, wha aften wear it — 
The lads m black,' , 

* Blit your curst vwt, when it comes near it, 
Rives't aS then bade 

Think , wicked I Smner, wha ye’re skaithing 
It’s just the 'Blue-gown' badge an’ daithing 
O' saunts, tak tlmt, ye lea’e tiiem naething 
To ken them by, 

Frae onv unregenerate heathen, 

' Like you or I 
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I’ve sent you here some rhyinm* ware, 
A’ that I bargam’d for, an’*mau:, 

Sae, when ye hae an hour ‘to spare, 

I will expect. 

Yon sang ye’ll sen’t, wi’ canriie car6, - 
And no neglect. 

Tho’ faith, sma' heart hae I to smg * 

My muse dow scarcely spre^ her wmg; 
I’ve play’d mysel a bonie spring. 

Ah’ danc'd my fill 1 
I’d better gaen an’ sair’t the king. 

At Buiiker’s’ Hill. 

’Twas ae night lately, in my fun, • 
I gaed a rovin’ wi’ me gun. 

An’ brought a paitnck to the grun’ — 

A borne hen, 

And, as the twil^ht was begun, 

‘Taought nane wad ken; 

The poor, wee thing was little hurt; ‘ 

I straiket it a wefe for sport. 

Ne'er thmkmg they wad fa^ me for’t; 

But Deil-ma-care I 
Somebody tdls the poacher-court. 

The hale affair. 

Some auld, us'd hands had taen a note. 
That sic a hen had got a shot; 

I was suspected for the plot; 

I scorn’d to he; 

So gat the whissle o’ my groat. 

An’ pay’t the fee. 

It pits me ay as mad's a hare; 

So I can rhyme nor wnte nae mair; 

But pennyworths again is fair. 

When time’s expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 
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A POET'S WELCOME TO HIS LOVE-BEGOTTEN 
. , DAUGHTER 

I 

T&ou’s welcome, wean, mishanter fa' me. 

If thoughts o' thee, or yet thy mamie, 

Shalt ever daunton me or awe me. 

My borne lady. 

Or if I blush when thou shalt ca* me 
, Tyta or daddie 

Tho* now they ca' me fornicator. 

An' tease my name m kintry datter, 

The mair they talk. I'm kent the better. 

E'en let them clash. 

An auld wife's tongue's a fecldess matter 
To gie ane fadi 

Welcome I my borne, sweet, wee dochter, 

Tho' ye, come here a wee unsought for, 

And tho' your conun' I hae fought for, 
t Baith kirk and qmer. 

Yet, by my faith, ye’re no nnwrought for, 

, , That I shall swear 1 

Wee image o' my borne Betty, 

As fatherly’ I kiss and daut thee. 

As dear, and near my heart I set thee 
Wi' as gude will 

As a’ the pnests had seen me get thee 
That's out o' h — ^11. 

Sweet fruit o’ mony a merry dmt. 

My funny toil is now a’ tmt. 

Sin’ thou cam to the warl’ addent. 

Which fools may scoff at. 

In my last plack thy part's be m’t 
The better ha'f o’t 
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Tho’ I should be the waur bestead, 
'Ihou’s be as braw and bienly clad, 

And thy young years as nicely bred ■ 
Wi* education. 

As ony brat o' wedlock's bed. 

In a' thy station. 

Lord grant that thou may ay inhent 
Thy mither's person, grace, an' ment, 
An thy poor, worthless dadd 3 i's spmt. 
Without his failings, 
'Twill please me mair to see thee heir it. 
Than stodcet mailens. 

For if thou be what I wad hae thee. 
And tak the counsel I ^all gie thee, 
m never rue my trouble wi’ thee — 

The cost nor shame o't. 
But be a loving father to thee. 

And brag the name o't. 


0 LEAVE NOVELS 

0 LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline bdles. 

Ye're safer at your spmiung-whed; 

Such witdung books are baited hoote 
For rakish rooks hke Rob Mossgid; 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons, 

Th^ make your youthful fancies red; 

They heat your brains, and fire your vems. 
And then you're prey for Rob Mossgid. 

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hung, 

A heart that warmly seems to fed; 

That feding heart but acts a part— 

'Tis rakish art in Rob Mossgiel, 
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ANOTHER 

Om* Queen Artemisa, as old stones tell. 

When "deprived of her liusband she lovM so ncH, 

In rc&jiect for the lo\e and affection lie showed her. 
She reduc’d him to dust ami she drank up the po\ider 
But Queen NcUierplacc, of a diH'runt complexion, 
When* called on to order the fun’ral diicction. 
Would have ate her dear lord, on a slender pnitence. 
Not to show her respect, but — to save the cvpcnce 1 


ON TAM THE CHAPMAN 

As Tam the chapman on a day, 

W*i’ Death forgather’d b> the way, 

Weel pleas’d, he greets a* W'lght so famous, 
And Death was nac less pleas'd wi’ Tliomas, 
Wha cheerfully la}s down his pack, 

And there blaws up a Jicarty crack; 

His social, fncndly, honest heart 
Sac tickled Death, tlic}' could na part, 

Sae, after viewing knives and garters. 

Death taks him name to gic him quarters. 


EPITAPH ON JOHN RANKINE 

Ae day, as Death, that gnicsome carl, 
Was driving to the tithcr w'arl’ 

A mi\tic-ma\tic motley squad, 

And mony a gmlt-bespotted lad — 

Black gowns of each denomination. 

And thieves of ex'cry rank and station. 
From him that wears the star and garter, 
To him that wintles in a halter * 
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A^atned himself to see the wretches. 

He mutters, glownn* at the bitches, 

‘By G— d ril not be seen bdunt them. 
Nor ’rnang the sp’iitual core present them. 
Without, at least, ae honest man. 

To grace this d— <1 mfemal dan I* 

By Adamhill a glance he threw, 

'I^-d God J ' quoth he, *I have it now; 
There’s ]ust the man I want, i' faith 1 ’ 
And qmddy stoppit Rankme’s breath 


MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN— A DIRGE 

When dull November’s surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare. 

One ev’nmg, as I wander’d forth 
Along the banks of Ayr, 

I roied a man, whose aged step 
Seem’d weary, worn with care; 

His fa.ce was furrow’d o’er with years. 

And hoaiy was his hair. 

‘Youi^ stranger, whither wand’rest thou ?* 
Began the rev’rend sage; 

’Does thirst of wealth tiiy step constram. 
Or youthful pleasure's r^e ? 

Or haply, prest with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me to mourn 
The misenes of man 

'The sun that overhangs yon moors. 
Out-spreading far and wde, 

\iTiere hundreiu labour to support 
A haughty lordhng’s pnde, — 
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I’ve seen yon weary ^vlnter7sun 
Twice forty times return, 

And ev’ry tune has added proofs, 

, .That man ivas made to mourn 

i * 

‘O man • while m thy early years. 

How prodigal of time I ' 

Mis-spending all thy precious hours — 

Thy glorious 3rauthful prime > 

Alternate folhes take the sway. 

Licentious passions bum. 

Which tenfold force gives Nature’s law, 
That man was made to mourn 

f > 

'Look not alone on youtliful prime, 

Or manhood’s active might, 

Man then is useful to his kmd. 

Supported is his nght . 

But see him on the.edge of life, 

With cares and soiroiTs worn; 

Then Age and Want — oh I ill-match’d paii' 
Show man was made to mourn 


‘A few seem favountes of fate, 

' In pleasure’s lap carest. 

Yet, think not all the nch and great 
' Are hkeivise truly blest 
But oh ! what crowds m ev'ry land. 
All wietched and forlorn. 

Thro’ weary life this lesson learn. 
That man was made to mourn. 

'Many and sharp the nurn'rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame • 

More pointed still we make oui selves, 
Regret, remorse, and shame 1 
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*I kiss’d her owre and owre again, 
Amang the ngs o’ barley’ 
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And man, whose heav'n-erected face ' 
The smiles of love adorn, — . 

Man’s inhumamty to man ■ , . * , 

hlakes countless thousands mourn ! 

'See 3 ?onder poor, o'er-labour’d wight, 
Sd'abjcct, mean, land vile, 

Who b4is a brother of the earth 
To give 'him leave'to toil; 

And see his lordly fellow-wonn 
The raor petition spurn,, 

Unnundful, tho’ a weeping wife 
And helpless, offepnng mourn. ' 

‘If I’m design'd yon lordlmg’s slave— 

By Nature's law design'd— 

Why was an independent wish 
E’er planted m my mmd ? 

If not, why am I sulqect to 
His cradty, or scorn ?• 

Or why hw man the will and pow’r 
To make his Mow mourn ? 

. ’ 

'Yet, let not this too much, my son. 
Disturb thy youthful breast : 

This partial view of human-k^d 
. j Is surely not the best i • 
ae poor, oppre^M, honest man 
Had never, sure, been bom, 
ad there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn 1 

’ Death 1 the poor man's dearest friend, 
the kmdest and the best 1 
dcome the hour my aged bwhc 
\te laid with thee at rest * 
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« 

The great, the wealthy fear thy blow,' 

From pomp and pleasure tom; 

But, oh f a blest r^^ for those 
That weaiy-laden mourn > ’ 

THE TWA HERDS ; OR, THE HOLY TULYIE 

AN UNCO MOUXINFU' TALE 

4 

Blodcheads mth reason, wicked wits abhor, 

But fool with fool IS barbarous civil war-^PoFS 

0 a’ ye pious godly flocks, 

Weel fed on pastures orthodox, 

Wha now wm keep ye frae the fox, 

Or wonymg lykes ’ 

Or wha will tent the waifs air crocks, 

About the dykes > 

The twa best herds in a' the wast, 

That e'er ga’e gospd horn a blast 
These five an' twenty simmers past — 

Oh, dool to tell I 
Hae had a bitter black out-cast 
Atween themsel. 

0, Moodie, man, an' wordy Russdl, 

How could you raise so vUe a bustle; 

Ye'll see how 'new-hght' herds will whistle, 

An' thmk it fine I 

The L — ^'s cause ne'er gat sic a twistle, 

Sm' I hae min'. 

O, Sirs ! whae’ei wad hae expcckit 
Your duty ye wad sae negleckit, 

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit 
To wear the plaid. 

But by the brute'^ themselves elet^it 
To be then* gmde 
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What flock wi’ Moodie’s’flock could rank 
Sae hale and hearty esvery shank, 

Nae poison'd soot Amuman stank 
He let them taste; 

Frae’ Calvin’s wdl, ay 'clear they drank, — 
■' 0, sic a least 1 

Ihe thnmmart, milcat, brock, an' tod, 
Wed kend his voice thro' a’ the wood. 

He smdl’d their ilka hole an' road, 

Baith out an' in; 

An' wed he lik’d to died their blind, 

An' sell their skm. 

What herd like Russdl tdl'd his tale; 

His voice was heard thro' mnir* and dale. 
He kenn'd the L — ^'s sheep, ilka tail, 

Owre a' the height; 

An' saw gm they were sick or hale. 

At the first sight. 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub. 

Or nobly flmg^e gospd dub, ' 

And ‘new-hght' herds could mcely drub 
Or pay their slon, 

Could shake them o'er the bummg dub. 

Or heave them m. 

Sic twa — 0 1 do I live to see't; 

Sic iamous twa should (hsagree't, ■ 

And names, like ‘villain,’ 'hypocrite,' 

' Hk itha: gi’en. 

While ‘new-hght’ herds, wi’ laughin' spile. 
Say neither's hen 1 

A' ye wha tent the gospd fauld. 

There’s Duncan deep, an’ Peebles shaul'. 
But duefiy thou, apostle Atfld, 

We trust in thee, 
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Con&der, sirs, ,how we're beset; ' 
llieie's scarce a new herd that we get. 
But comes frae 'rnang that cursM set, 

I winna name, 

I hope frae heav’n.to'see them yet • 

In fiery flame. 

Dahymple has been lang our fae, 

M Gul has wrought us meikle wae. 

An' that curs'd irascal ca'd M'Quhae, 

And baith the Shaws : 
That aft hae made us black an' blae, > 

. Wi' vengefu' paws 

Auld Wodrow lang has hatch’d mischief; 
We thought ay death .wad bnng rdief. 
But- he has gotten, to our gnef, , , 

, , Ane to succeed him, 

A chield wha’U soundly buff our beef; 

I meiMe dread him. 

And mony a ane that I could tell, 

Wha fain would openly >rebel, ' 

Forby tum-coats amang oursel, 

(I ,• There's Smith for ane; 

I doubt he's but a grey nick quill, » 

I An' that ye'll fin'. 

0 1 a' ye flocks o'er a' the hills, < 

By mosses, meadows, moors, and fells. 
Come, jjom your counsel and your skills 
\ • To cowe the Imrds, 

An'. get the brutes the po\ver,themsels 
I . ^ , To .(^use then herds. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance. 

An* ;Leammg m ,a woody dance, > 
An’ that fell cur ca'd 'common-sense,'. 

That bites sae sair. 

Be banished o’er .the sea to France : ' . 

Let him bark there. 
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Then Shaw’s an' Dalrymple’s eloquence, 
M'Gdl's dose nervoi^ excellence, 

M'Qulwe’s pathetic manly sense, -i 
An’imd M’Math, 

W Snuth, wha thra the heart can ^ce, 
May a'<pack afi. > 


EPISTLE TO DAVIE, A BROTHER POET 

I 

' JMUARY 

While winds frae off Ben-Lomond bldw, 
An’ bar the doors wi’, dnvm’ snaw. 

An' hing us owre the ingle, 

I set me down to pass the time. 

An’ spm a verse or twa o' rhyme. 

In namely, westlm jmgle ; ■ ' 

VTiile frosty ^vmds blaw m the dnft, 

Ben to the chimla hig, ' * 

I ^dge a wee the great-folk’s 
ihat hve sae bien an’ snug . i 
I tent less, and want less ■ 

Their roomy fire-side. 

But hanker, and canker. 

To see tiieir cursed pride. - 

It’s hardly in a body’s pow’r, i ' 

To keep, at tunes, frae bemg sour. 

To see how things are diar’d; 

How best o’ duels are whyles m ivant, 
IVhile coofe on countless thousands rant. 
And. ken na how to warelt; < 

But, Davie, lad, ne’er fash your head, 

Tho’ we hae httle gear, . .. ' 

We’re fit to win our daily, bread. 

As lang’s we're hale and fier : 
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'Mair spier na; nor fear na/ 

Auld age ne'or mind a feg; 

The last o't, the warst o’t. 

Is only but to beg. 

To lye m kilns and bams at e'en. 

When banes axe craz’d, and blmd is thm, 
Is, doubtless, great distress > 

Yet then content could make us blest, 
Ev’n then, sometimes, we'd snatch a taste 
Of truest happmess 
The honest heart that's free frae a' 
Intended fraud or guile, 

However Fortune ki<^ the ba'. 

Has ay some cause to smile. 

An' mmd still, you'll find still, 

A comfort this nae sma’, 

Nae mair then, we’ll care then, 

Nae farther we can fa'. 

What tho', hke commoners of air. 

We wander out, we know not where. 

But either house or hal'. 

Yet nature’s charms, the lulls and woods. 
The sweeping vales, and foammg floods. 
Are free ahke to all 
In days when daisies deck the ground. 
And blackbirds whistle dear. 

With honest joy our hearts will bound 
To see the coimng year : 

On braes when we please then, 

We'll 'Sit an' sowth a tune. 

Syne rhyme tiU't, we’ll time tiU't, 

An' smg’t when we hae done. 

' t 1*1 

It's no in titles nor m rank; 

It’s no in wealth hke Lon'on bank. 

To purchase peace and rest . 
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It's no in makin* mucMe, mair; s 
It’s no in books, it's* no in lear, 

To make us ixuly blest : 

If happmess hae not her seat' 

An’ centre m the breast, 

We may be wise, -or nch, or great/ 

But never can be blest, 

Nae treasures nor pleasures* ' 

Could ;make us happy lang; 

The heart ay’s the part ay . . 

That maJ^ us right or wrang. 

i ( 

Think ye, that sic as you and I, ‘ ' 
Wha dihidge an’ drive thro' wet and dry, 
Wi’ never ceasing toil, 

Thmk ye. ’are' we less blest than they, 
Wha scatcely tent us in’ their way. 

As hardly worth their while.? ' 

Alas 1 how oft m haughty mood, 

God’s creatures they oppress I 
Or else, neglecting a’ that^s good. 

They not m excess ! 

Baith careless and fearless 
Of either heaven or hdl; 
Esteeming, and deeming 
It a’ an idle tale 1 

Then let us cheerfu’ acquiesce, 

Nor make our scanty pleasures less, 

By pining at our state : 

And, even riiould misfortunes come, 

I, here wha sit, hae met wi’ some — 

An’s thankfu’ for them yet, 

Tl^ gie the wit of age to youth; 

They let us ken oursel, 

“They make us see the n^ed truth 

The real gmd and ill : 
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Tho*. losses dn* crosses 
BeJessons right severe. 

There’s wit there, ye'U get there, 
Ye’ll find nae other where. 

I 

But tent me, Davie, ace o’ hearts! 

(To s^ aught less wad wrong the cartes. 
And flatriy I detest) 

This hfe has joys for you and I, 

An’ joys that nches ne’er Could buy. 

An' joys the very best. 

There’s a’ the pleasures o’ the heart. 

The lover arf, the ,£nen’. 

Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part. 

And I my darlmg Jean I 
,It warms me, it charms me, 

To menbon but her name: 

It heats me, it beets me, 
ibi’ sets me a’ on flame 1 , 

0 all ye Pow’rs who rule above I . 
0 Tliou whose very sdf art love I 
Thou know’st my words smcere I 
The life-blood streammg thro’ my heart, 
Or my more dear ;unmortal part, , 

Is not more fond!ly dear I 
When heart-corrodmg care and gnef 
Deprive my soul of rest, 

Her dear idea brings rehef, ' ' 

And solace to my breast.' • 

Thou Being, All-seeing, 

' O’ hear my fervent pray’r. 

Still take her, and hiake her ' 
Thy most* pecuhar care 1 

lit , 1 [ 

All hail; ye tender feehngs dear I' 

The sihile of love, the fiiendly tear. 

The sympathetic glow I - ’ 
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Long ance, this world's thorny ways ' 
PTfltl nomber’d put my weary days, ■ 
Had it not be^ for you ! > 

Fate still has blest me with a friend. 

In eVry care and iU; 

And oft a more endearing band — 

A tie mom tender still , 

It lightens, it bn^tens^ , , 

The tenebiific scene. 

To meet with, an’ greet with ' 

My Davie, or my Jean 1 - , - < 

0, how that Natiie inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin, rank an’ file 
Amaist before I k^i 
The ready measure rms as fine< • • . 

As Phoebus an' the famous Nme 
Were<gbwrin’ owre my pen., 

My spavet Pegasus'will hmp. 

Till ance he^s fairly het; 

And then he'll hilch, and stilt, an' jimp. 
And tin an unco fit : ' , 

But least then' the beast then 
Should rue this hasty, ^de, 

I’ll hght now, and dight now' ' 
His sweaty,* wizen’d hide. 


HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER 

And send the godly in a pet to pray. — "Povz. 

0 Thou, who in the heavens does dw'ell. 
Who, as it pleases best Thysel. 

Sends ane to heaven, an’ ten to hell, 

A’ for thy ^oiy. 

And no for ony gude or m - 

They've done afore Thee ! 
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I bless and praise .Thy matchless might. 
When thousands Thou hast left m night. 
That I am here afore Thy sight, ' ' ‘ 

' For gifts an' grace 

A burnmg and a shining hght 
To a'. this plaro 

What was I, or my generation, , , 

That I should get sic exaltation, 

I wha deserve most just damnation 
* For broken laws, ‘ 

Five thousand* years ere my creation, 

I , Thro* Adam's cause. > - 

When frae my mither's womb I fell. 
Thou might hae plungM me m hell, 

To gnash my gums, to weep and wail, > 
m bumin’ lakes, ’ • 
Where damned devils roar and yell^ 

Chain'd to their stakes. 1 ' 

Yet I am here a chosen sample. 

To show Thy graw is great and ample; 
I'm here a pillar q' Thy temple. 

Strong as a rock, , 

A guide, a buddar, and examde. 

To a' Thy flock. 

0 L—d, Thou kens what zeal I bear. 
When dnnkers drink, an' swearers swear. 
An* smgm' there, an' dancm' here, 

Wi' great and sma'; 

For I am keepit by Thy fear 

Free frae them a'. 

But yet, O L — d I Confess I must. 

At times I'm fadied wi' fledily lust : 

An' sometimes, too, in warldly trust. 

Vile 5^ gets m. 

But Thou remembers we are dust. 

Defil'd wi' sm. 
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0 L — d 1 yestreen. Thou k«as, W Meg — 
Thy pardon I smcerdy beg, 

0 1 ina 3 r’t ne'er be a hvin' pls^ue 

To my didiononr, 

An’ I’ll ne’er lift a lawless leg 
Again npon her. 

Besides, 1 farther mann allow, 

Wi’ Leezie’s lass three times I trow — 

But Lr— d, that Friday I was fou. 

When I cam near her; 

Or else. Thou kens. Thy servant true 
Wad never steer her. 

Maybe Thou lets this fleshly thorn 
Bunet Thy servant e’en ana mom, 

Lest he owre ^oud and high shou’d turn. 
That he’s sae mfted : 

If sae. Thy han* maun e'en be home. 

Until Thou hft it. 

L — d, bless Thy diosen in this place. 

For here Thou hast a chosen race ; 

But G — d confound their stubborn face, 
An’ blast their name, 

Wha bnng Thy elders to disgrace 
An’ pubhc shame. 

L— d, mind Gaw’n Hamilton’s deserts; 

He dnnks, an’ swears, an' plays at cartes, 
Yet has sae mony tal^’ arts, 

Wi’ great and sma', 

Frae G — d’s am pnest the people’s hearts 
He steals awa . 

An’ when we chasten’d him therefor, 

Thou kens how he bred sic a splore. 

An’ set the warld m a roar ' 

O’ lauglung at us,— 

Curse Thou his basket and his store. 

Kail an’ potatoes. 
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L — d,' hear my earnest cry and pra/r, 
Agajnst that Piesbyt’ry o' Ayr, ' 

Thy strong nght hmd, L—d, make it bare 
Upo’ their heads, 

L — d, visit them, an' dmna spare,' 

>For their misdeeds. 

I S * * I - 

O L — d, my G— -d I that ghb-tongu'd Aiken, 
My vera heart and flesli are qualon', 

To tlunk how; we stood sweatm', shakm', 

,, , An' p — d wi*„ dread, , 

While Auld, wi' hmgm' hp, gaed snealan'. 
And hid his he^ 

‘I ■ * * t 

I 

L — d, m Thy day o' vengeance try huh, 

'"L — d, visit them wha did employ himj 
And pass'not in Thy mp:cy by them, 

' ' Nor'l^ear theur pray'r. 

But for Thy people’s sake destroy them, 

> An^ dmna spare. 

t ** * I I 

But, li — d, rernembhr me an’ 'mine 
Wi’ mercies temporal an' divine, 

That I for grace an’ gear'may shme; 

Excell’d by nane. 

And a' the glory diall be Thme, 

Amen, Amenl 

I , * - , / 

III ’ 

‘ . ' ■ . ' , 

■ • ! 

EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE 

I 

Here Holy Willie’s sair worn day , 

Taks> up its last abode. 

His saul has ta’en some other way. 

I fear, <the left-hand road 
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Stop ! there he is, as sure's a gun, 

Poor, silly body, see hifn; ' 

Nae wonder he's as black's the grun. 
Observe wha's^ standing wi’ h^. 

* 4 t 

Your brunstane devilship, I see 
< Has got him there before >ye; 

But baud your nine-tail cat a wee, > 
Till an(» you’ve heard my stjory., 

, I 

Your July, I wiU not implore, , ,, 
For pity ye have nane. 

Justice, alasl has gi’en him o’er, 
And'mercy’s day is gane. ' 

But hear me. Six, deal as ye are. 

Look somethmg to' your cr^t; , 

A coof like him wad'stam your name. 
If it were kent ye ^d it. 

DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK 

A TRUE STORY 

Some books are' hes frae end to end, , 
And some great hes were never penn'd^ 
Ev’n ministers they hae been kenn'dj 
In holy rapture, 

A rousuig whid at tunes to vend. 

And nail't wi’ Scripture. 

.But this that' I am gaun to tell. 

Which latdy on a night befd. 

Is ]ust as true's the Dell’s m hdl 

Or Dubhn city ; 

That e er he nearer comes oursel 
'S a mucklc pity. 
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The dachan yjll had made me canty, 

I ^vas na fou, but just had plenty; 

I stachcr’d whyles, but yet took tent ay 
To free the ditches, 

An* hillocks, stanes, an' bushes, kenn'd ay 
Frae ghaisls an’ ^vltchcs 

The nsing moon began to glowrc 
Tlie distant Cumnock hills out-owrc : 

To count her horns, m’ a* my pow'r, 

I set myscl, 

But whether die had three or four, 

I cou’d na tell. 

I was come round about the hill. 

An’ toddlin’ doon on Wilhc’s mill, 

Setting my stall wi’ a’ my skill, 

To keep me sicker, 

Tho' leeward whyles, agamst my will, 

I took a bicker 

I there wi’ Somcthuig did forgather, 

That pat me in an eene swither, 

An' awfu’ scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 
Clear-dangling, hang, 

A three-tae’d leister on the ither 
Lay, large an' lang. 

Its stature seem’d lang Scotdi dls twa, 

Ilie queerest shape that e’er I saw. 

For fient a wame it had ava. 

And then its shanks. 

They were as thin, as diaip an’ sma’ 

As cheeks o' branks 

'Guid-een,’ quo’ I; ’Fnend I haeyebeenmawin', 
'When ither folk are busy sawin I’ 

It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan’. 

But naethmg ^k; 

At length, says I, 'Fnend 1 whare ye gaun ’ 
'Will ye go back ? ’ 
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, It spak,nght howe, — ^-My name is Death, 
\*But be na’ fley'd’. — Quoth I, 'Gmd' faith, 
*Ye're maybe come to stap my breath, 

. 'But tent me, bilhe, 

'I red ye weel, tak care o' skaith, 

• ‘See, there's a gully • ’ 

'Gudeman,' quo' he, 'put up your whittle, 
‘Tm no dffiigned to try,its mettle; < 

‘But if I did, 1 wad be kittle 

‘To be midear'd; 

‘1 wad na mmd it, no that spittle 
. ‘ Out-owre my beard/ 

‘Wed, wed 1’ says I, ‘a bargam be't; * 
‘Come, gies your hand, an' sae we're gtee't; 
'We'll ease our shanks and tak a seat>— 

‘ Come,’ gies your news; 

'This while ye hae been mony a gate, 

‘At mony a house' 

‘Ay, ay I’ quo’ he, and diook his head, 

‘ It s e eu a lang, lang tinip. ind ee d 
*Sm’ I began to nick the .thread, 

^ ‘ An' choke the breath ; 

‘Folk maun do somethmg for thdr 
‘An* sae maun Death 


'Sax thousand years are hear-hand fled 
|Sin I was to the butchmg bred, 

‘An’ mony a scheme m vam's been laid, 
•'Ti, ‘To stap or scar me; 

Till ane Hornbook’s ta^en up the trade 

And faith 1 he'll waur me. 


'X® i’ the Clachan, 

Ded mak his kmg's-hood in a spleuchan I 
iie s grown sae wed acquaint wi' Buchan 
*^d ither chaps, 

lae weans hand out then: fingers laughm’ 
An* pouk my hips. * 
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'See, here's a sc^he, an' there's a dart. 
‘Tliey hae pierced mony'a galJant' heart, 
'But Doctor Hornbook wi' his art 
cursed skill, 

'Has made them baitfa no worth a f— *t, 

•'D — ^n'd haet they’ll killl 

"Tvvas but yestreen, nae farther ganc, 

*I threw a noble throw at ane, 

*Wi’ less. I'm sure. I've hundreds slam; 

'But deil-ma' care, 

'It just play'd dirl on the bane, 

‘But did nae main 

* Hornbook was by, wi’ ready art, 

'An' had sae fortify'd the part, 

'That when I looked to my dart, 

' 'It was sae blunt, 

'Fient haet o't Wad hae pierc’d the heart 

' 'Of a kail'runt. 

' I drew my scythfe in sic a fury, ’ 

'I near-hand cowput "m’ my hurry, 

'But yet the bauld Apothecary 

’ 'Withstood the shock; 

'I might as weel hae ti^d a quarry 
'O' hard wlun rock. 

'Ev’n'them he canna get attended, < 

'Altho' their face he ne’er had kend it, 

'■Jufet in a kail-blade, an’ send it, 

'As soon’s he smells 't, 
'Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 
'At once he tells 't 

'And then* a' ^ doctor’s saws an’ whittles, 
'Of a'> dimensions, shapes, an’ mettles, 

‘A’ kinds o' 'boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 

‘He's sure to hae, 

'Their Latin names as'fast he rattles 
T "As ABC. 
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« 

'Calces o’ fossils, earths, and trees; 

\Tnie sal-mannnin o’ the seas; , ■ ■ 

‘The fanna of beans an’ pease, 

\ ‘He'has’t in plenty; 

‘ Aqua-fontis, what you please, ' 

'He can content 3^. 

‘Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 
‘Unnus spintus of capons; 

'Or imte-hom shavmgs, 'filings, scrapings, 

' 'Distm’d fer se; 

'Sal-alkali o’ midge-tails-chppmgs, 

■'And mony mae.' 

'Waes me for Johnie Ged’s Hole now, 

^oth I, * if that thae new,s be true I . 

^s braw calf-ward whare gowans grew, 

'Sae white and borne, 

‘Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plfew; 

, ■^They’ll ruin 7 q;i»ie/’ 

The creature grain’d an eldntch laugh. 

And says, 'Ye needim yqke the pleugh, 

* Kirkyards will soon be till’d enough, 

‘Tak 3^e nae' fear . 

'They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ mony a ^eugh, 

/In twa-three year. 

'Whare 1 loll’d ane, a fair strae death, 
loss o’ blood or want of breath, 

'This mght I’m free to tak my aitii, 

‘That Hornbook's skill 
'Has dad a score 1’ their last clatih, 

'By drap an’ pill. 

'An honest wabster to his trade, 

‘ WTiase wife's tiva nieves were scarce wed-bred, 
Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

'When it was sair, 

'The wife dade cannie to her bed, 

‘But ne’er spak mair. 
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*A country laird had ta'ai the batts, ' 
'Or some cunnurrmg m his guts, ■ 
‘His oidy son 'for HontHmk sets; ‘ 

I ' " ' ‘An* pays him wdl : 



« J > 

*A borne lass-rye kend her name — t 
‘Some ill-brewn dnnk had ,hov'd her wame, 
‘She trusts hersd, to hide the shame, 

‘]b BmihooKs care. 

'Horn sent hen a£E to her lang hame. 

‘To hide it there. 

I W 

‘That's ]ust a swatch o' Bonibook's way; 
'Thus goes he on from day to day, ‘ 
'Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay. 

‘An’s weel paid for't; 

‘Yet stops me o’ my lavrfn ■prey, 

'Wr his d— n'd dirt ; 

'But, hark 1 I'll tell you of a plot, 

‘Tho’ dmna ye be speakin' o’t; 

'I'll nail the self-conceited , sot, 

, 'As dead's a hemn'; 

'Niest tune we meet. I'll wad a groat, 

‘He gets his fainn' 1' 

r 

But ]ust as he b^an to tai. 

The auld kiik-hammer strak the bell 
Some wee short hour ayont the iwal. 

Which rais'd us baith : 

I took the way that pleas'd mysel, < 

And sae did Beaih. > 


f 
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EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

t « i ( r 

an old SCOTTISH BABD— APRIL I, 1785 

j * ’ * 

While bners atf woodbines budding green, 
An' paitncks scraachin’ loud at e'en. 

An * morning poussie whiddm seen, 
wspire my muse, , 

This freedom, in an uniaiovvn fnen', 

I pray excuse. 

On Fasten-e'en we had a rockin'. 

To ca' the crack and weave our stockin'; 

And there was mu(Me fun and 3oldn', 

Ye need na doubt; 

At length we had a hearty yokin’. 

At 'sang about.' 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 

Aboon ihem a’ it pleas’d me best. 

That some kmd husband had addrest 
To some sweet wife. 

It thirl’d the heart-strings thro’ the breast, 
A’ to the me 

I’ve scarce heard ought describ’d sae weel. 
What gen'rous, manly bosoms feel; 

Thought I, 'can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie’s wark ’ ’ 

They tauld me 'twas an odd kind chid 
About Muirkirk. 

It pat me fidgm-fain to hear't. 

An* sae about him there I speir’t; 

Then a' that kent Mm round declar’d 
He had ingine; 

That nane excdl'd it, few cam Hear't, 

It was sae hne : 
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That, set bun to a pint of ale, 

An* either, douce o\ merry tale, 

Or rhymes an’ sangs he’a made hunsd, 
, ' Or vntW catches — i 
’Tween Inverness an*^ Teviotdale, 

He had few matches. 


Then up I gat, an’ swoor an aith, 

Tho’ I diomd pawn my pleugh an' graith, 
Or die a cadger powme's death. 

At some dyke-back, 

A pint an’ gill I’d gie them baith. 

To hear your cradc. 


But, first an* foremost, I should tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spdl, • 
1 to the crambo-jingle fell, 

1 Tho’ rude an* rough — 
Yet croomng to a body's sel, 

Does wed eneugh. 

I am nae poet, in a sense. 

But lUst a rhymer like by chance. 

An' hae to leammg nae pretence, 

^ Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 
I iingle at her. 


Your cntiC''folk may cock their nose, 

^d say, ‘how can you e’er propose. 

You wha ken Hardly verse firae prose. 

To male a sang ? ’ 

But, by your leave, my learned foes, ‘ 
Ye're maybe wrong. 

^Tiat's a’ your jargon o’ your schools — 
Yom Latm names for horns an’ stools ? 

If honest Nature made you fools, 

V V- ^"What sairs your grammars ? 
ied better taen up spades andshools. 

Or knappin-hammers. 
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A sbt o’ dull, conceiied hashes 
Confuse thdr braans m college-classes 1 
They gang in Stirks/and come out asses, 
‘Plain truth to ^eak. 

An' ^e they think to climb Parnassus 
By dmt o’'GredcI 

Gie me ae spark o nature’s fire, 

That’s V the learning T ‘desire; ■ 

Then tho" I drudge thro’* dub an' mire 
‘ At pleugh or cait. 

My muse, tho’ hamdy m attire. 

May touch the heart. 

0 for a spunk o’ Allah’s glee. 

Or Fergusson’s, the ba^d an’ slee. 

Or, bright Lapralk’s, my friend to be/ 

If I can hit it I 

That would be lear eneugh for me^ ' 

If I could get it 

Now, sir, if ye hae ftiends enow, 

Tho’ real fnends I b'heve are few; 

Yet, if your catalogue be fu’, 

I’se-no msist * 

But, gif ye want ae fnend that’s true, 

' I’m on your hst 

1 wuma.blaw about mj'sel, * ' - * 

As ill I like my hiuts to t^; 

But fnends, an’ folk, that wish me ivdl. 
They sometimes roose me; 
Tho' I maun own, as mony still 
As far abuse me. 

There’s ae wee faut they whiles lay to me, 
I like the lasses — Gude forgie me I 
For mony a plack they wheedle frae me 
At dance or fair; 

Alaybe some ither thing they gie me, 

Th^ weel can spare. 
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But Mauchlme Race or MaudUine Fair, 

I should be proud to meet you there : 
We’se gie ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather, 

An' hae a swap o' rhymin'-ware 
Wi' ane amther. 

_ ! 

The four-gill chap, we’se gar him clatter. 
An' kirsen him wi' redkm water; 

Syne we'll sit down an' tah our whitter. 
To cheer our heart, 

An* faith, we'se be acquainted better 
Before we jiart. 

Awa' ye selfish, ivarl’y race, 

Wha thmk that bavins, sense, an' grace, 
EVn love an' friendship should give place 
To catch-the-plack I 
I dinna like to see your face. 

Nor hear your crack 

But ye whom social pleasure charms, 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold 3mur being on the temis, 

'Each aid the others,' 

Come to my bowl, come to my arms. 

My foends, my brothers I 

But, to conclude my lang epistle. 

As my aidd pen's worn to tiie gnstle, 

Twa hnes frae you would gar me fissle. 
Who am most fervent, 

While I can either sing or whistle. 

Your fnend and servant. 
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SECOND EPISTLE TO J‘. LAPRAIK 

• » » »' 

• Amt 21, 1785 
■ 

While new-ca*d rowte at the stake 
Ail' powmes reek in plengh or braik, , 

This hour on e’enin^s edge I .take, 

, To own Fm debtor . > 1 

To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

, . , For ins kmd letter. ' 

Forjesket sail, with weary legs. 

Rattlin’ the com out-oiwre the ngs,' - 
Or dealing thro’ amang the naigs 

Their ten-ho^’ bite, *. - ’ 

My awkwart Muse sair pleads and b^ 

I would na write. • 

The tapetless, ramfeed'd hizzie. 

She’s s^ at best an’’ something Is^’ ^ 

Quo’ die, ‘ye ken 'we’ve been sae busy 
*' ' This month an’ mair. 

That trowth, my head is 'g^o^vn right dizzie, 
’ An’ something sair.' 

Her dowS excuses pat me mad, 

‘Consdence,’ saysX ‘ye thowless jade I 
m write, an’ that a hearty bland. 

This vera mght; 

So dinna ye afEront your trade. 

But rhyme it nght, 

‘Shall bauld Lapraik; the king o’ hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 

Roose ye sae weel for your deserts, 

In terms sae fnendly; 

Yet ye’ll neglect to shaw your parte 
An’ thank him kmdly ? ’ 
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Sae I gat paper in a blink. 

An' down gaed,stumpieiin the ink : 

Quoth I, ‘before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I’ll close it , 

An* if ye winna mak it clink. 

By Jove, I'll prose it I' 

Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither, 

Or some hotch-potch that’s nghuy neither, 
< Let ‘time mak proof; 

But I shall’scnbble down some blether 
Just clean aff-loof. 

^ worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' fortune use 3 rou hara an' ^arp. 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 
Wi'jfleesome touch 1 

Ne'er mind how Fortune waft and warp, 
She's but a b-tch. 

» 

She's gien me mony a jirt an' fleg, 

Sm' I could stnddle mvre a ng, ^ 

But, Iw the L-rd, tho' I should beg 
Wi’lyarfpow, 

I’ll laugh an’ smg„ an’ shake my leg, 

As Tang’s I ‘dow I 

Now comes the sax-M'-twentieth simm’er 
I've seen 'the bud upo' the timmer, ^ 

StiU persecuted by the hmmer ’ 

'Frae year to year, 

But yet, despite the kittle kimmhr' 

1, Rob, am here. 

Do ye envy the aty gent, " 

Bd^d a kist to he an' sklent; • « 

Or purserproud, big wi’ cent, per cent. 

. An’ muckle-wame, 

In some big brugh to> represent 
, , , A bailhe’s name ? 
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Or is’t the paughty feudSl thahe^' ' ‘ 

Wi’ ruffl’d sark an’ glancing c^e, 

Wha thinks' hunsdf nae ^eep-^ank'-bane. 
But lordly stalJte, 

While caps and bonnets aff are taen, • -- 
{ ' ■ • As by he walks ? 


*0 Thou wha g^es us each guid gift 1' 

Gie me o’ wit an’ sense a hit, 

Then turn me; if 'Thou please adrift/ 
Thro’ Scotland wide; 

Wi*. dts' nor lairds I wadha' shift, ’ 

In a' their pride I’ 

Were this the charts ,of our, state, 

*0n pam o’ hell be nch an’ great,' . - 
Damnation then would be our fate, 

' ' Beyond r^ead;> ' . . ' 
But, thanks to Wven, that’s no the gate 
We learn our creed. 

For thus tfie royal mandate ran, , 

When first the human race began; 

‘The social, fnendly, honest man, 
Whate’er he be— 

’Tis* ^ fulfils great Nature’s plan. 

And none but he.' 


0 mandate glonous'and divme I 
The followers o’ the ragg^ mne — 

Poor, thoughtless devils— yet may shine 
’ Iii glorious hght; 

While sordid sons o’ Mammon’s Ime 
Are dark as mght 1 

^ 0 ’ here they Scrape,' an' squeeze, an' growl. 
Their worthless mevefu' of a soul 
May m some futinre carcase howl. 

The forest’s fright; 

Or in some day-detesting pwl 

May shun the light. 
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Then may Lapraik and Burns anse. 

To reach their native, kmdred s^es. 
And sing then: pleasures, hopes an' joys 
In some mild sphere. 

Still closer knit m fnendship’s tie^ 

Each pasdng year. 


EPISTLE TO WILLIAM SIMSON 

SCHOOLMASTER, OCHILTREE— MAV I785 

I GAT your letter, vnnsome Wilhe, 

Wi' gtatefu' heart I thank you brawhe, 

Tho' I maun say*!, I wad be silly. 

And unco vain. 

Should I beheve, my coaxm’ bilhe. 

Your natterm’ strain. 

But I'se beheve ye kindly meant it : 

1 sud be laiih to think ye hmted 

Ironic satire, sidehns sldented 

On my poor musie; 

Tho’ ra ac phraism^ terms ye've penn'd it, 
I scarce excuse ye. 

My senses wad be m a cred. 

Should I but dare a hope to speel, 

Wi’ Allan, or wi' Gdberadd, 

The braes o' fame; 

Or Fergusson, the wnter-chid, 

A deathless name, 

g Fergusson I thy glonous parts ■ 
suited law's dry, musty arts > 

My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 

Ye E'nbrugh gentry 1 
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes 
Wad stow'd his pantry 1) 





!.,rOr‘lasses‘;gierfDayiheart s. screea-^-?.^^^ 

^ ' /',fi>3(Q>sad/,diseaSe'l), 

I MtUe jap'mViTOstic reed; ^ 

.' It sies rile ease. . . 


AdId>Coila,<now, may fidge fe* faiD*^ 

.She’s gotten poets o’ her am;., . , ■ ,y ► v 
diiftls ,-virha their chanters >wui&hain,r^^ . 

But tune thar lays, 
lili echoes a’ resound agam ,• i « 

Her -wed-sung praise. 

Hae poet thou|^t.her woxth.his while/;' >-> 
To set her name in' measur’d .style; Hi'"} 

She lay hhe some unkenn’d-oi ^e. i ' }, 
Bedde New, Holland, / 
Or where wild-meeting oceans -bodt j 
Besouth Magdlan. 

Bamsay an’ iamons Femussou' i >>* \ 1 


Owte Scotland rings; ' , 
'While Irwin, Lugac, Ayr’ an’. Dohn’r » ' 

■Naebody dngs. 

Th’ missus, Tiber, -IThames, -an’,' Sdii^f. 
Ghde sweet in mome a tuneful, liner:; 

But, 'Willie, set>your fit to mine/H-.'\-l {'’ 
-.An cod: your crest; , , ’r ■ 
- We^'gas our streams an’'iburmesl'shme 

'/ 'Up wi’ the best 1 . ’.V' 

We’IL sjng.ardd Coila’s ^jiaits an’^fdlssf H;’* 
' : , Her irioois ied-brQiWn',wi:4ieathCT<bdl^/:'j 
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At Wallace' name, what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spnng-tidc flood 1 
Oft have oiu fearless fatliers strode 
By Wallace' side, 

Still pressing onward, red-wat-shod. 

Or glonons dy'd * 

O sweet arc Coda's hatighs an’ woods, 
Wiicrc hntwhites chant amang the buds, 
And Jinkin' Iku-cs, in amorous winds, 
Tlieir loves enjoy, 

\niilc thro' the braes (he cushat croods 
With wailfu' cry 1 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me, 
Wien winds rave thro’ the naked tree; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 
Arc hoary gray, 

Or blinding dnfts wild-funous flee, 
Dark'mng the day I 

0 Nature ! a' thy shews an’ forms 
To feeling, pensn c hearts hac charms t 
Wlicther the summer kindly worms, 

Wi' life an' light. 

Or winter howls, m gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night ! 

The muse, nae poet ever fand her. 

Till by lurasel he leam'd to wander, 
Adown some trottin' bum's meander. 

An' no think lang 

0 sw'cet to stray, an’ pensive ponder 
A heart-idt sang I 

The w'aily race may drudge an' dnve, 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an’ stnve. 
Let me fair Nature’s face desenve. 

And I, wi' pleasure, 

Shall let the bus 3 ^ grumbling hive 

Bum owre their treasure. 
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Fareweel, *my rhyme-composing’ britherl 
We’ve been owre lang unkenn’d to ither : 
Now let 'US ‘lay our heads thegither, 

In' love 'fraternal : 

May envy wallop ’in a tether, / j ' , 

Black fiend, infernal 1 

While Highlandmen hate tolls an’ taxes; 
\\^e moorlan’ herds like guid, fat braxies; 
While terra firma,' on hbr axis;' 

, Diurnal turns; 

Count on a fnend, in fidth an*' practice. 

In Robert'Bums. 


FOSTSCRIFT, 

• * 1 4 

. » . 1 I 

My memory’s no worth a preen; 

I had amaist forgotten^dean. 

Ye bade me ’wnte you what they mean 
By this *riew-hght,’ 

'Bout which our herds sae aft Ime been 
Maist like to fight. 

In days when manldnd were but callans 
At grammar, logic, an’ dc talents, ‘ 

.They took;.nae pains thdr speech to balance. 
Or rules to gie; 

But spak thdr thoughts m ^am, braid Ignan? 

Ijke you or me. ' 

In thae auld times, they thought the moon. 
Just like a sack, or pair o’ shoon, 

Wore by degrees, till her last roon 

Gaed past theu* viewm’; 

An’ shortly after she was done 

They gat a new ane. 
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i This passed for certain, undisputed. 

It ne^er cam i‘ their heads to doubt it, ' 

Till duels gat up an* wad confute it. 

An' ca'd it wrang; 

An* muckle dm there was about it, 

Baith loud an' lang 

.Some herds, weel leam'd upo' the beuk. 
Wad threap auld folk the thing mistcuk; 
For *twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk 
Anf out o’ sight. 

An' blackhns-comin' to the leuk. 

She grew mair bright 

This was deny'd, it was affirm'd, 

Tlie herds and lusscls were alarm’d. 

The rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an' storm'd. 
That beardless laddies 
Should thmk they better were mforra'd, 
Than their auld daddies 

Frae less to mair, it gaed to sticks, 

Frae words an' aitbs, to clours an' nicks; 
An’ niom,e a fallow' gat he hcks, 

Wi' hearty crunt, ^ 

An’ some, to learn theija for their tricks. 
Were bang'd an' brunt. 

This game was pla3r'd in mony lancls, 

An' 'auld-hght' caddies bure sic hands, 

Tliat faith, the 3^ungsterS took the sands 
Wi' nimble ^anks. 

Till lairds forbad, b^ stnct commands,' 

Sic bluidy pranks 

But 'new-light' herds gat sib a cowe. 

Folk thought them rum'd stick-an-stowe; 

Till now, amaist on ev'iy knowe ' 

’ Ye’ll find ane plac’d. 

An’ some, their 'new-light' fair avow. 

Just quite barefac'd. 
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Nae doubt the 'auld-15ghf flocks are bleatm’; 

Their zealous herds are vex'd and sweatin’; 

Mysd, I’ve even seen them greetm 
Wi’ gimin’ spite. 

To hear the moon sae sadly he’d on 
By word an’ wnte. 

But shortly they will cowe the louns ! 

Some ‘auld-light’ herds in neebor touns 

Are mmd’t, m ttungs they ca’ balloons. 

To t^ a flight; 

An’ stay ae month amang llie moons 
An' see them right. 

i 

Guid observation they will gie them; 

An' when the auld moon’s gaun to 1^’e them. 

The hindmost shaird, they’ll fetch it wi’ them. 
Just i’ their pouch. 

An* when the 'new-hghf billies see them, 

1 think they'll crouch 1 

Sae, ye observe that a’ this clatter 

Is naethmg but a ‘moonshme-matter’; 

But tho’ dull prose-folk Latm splatter 
In logic tulyie, 

I hope we bardies ken some better 
Than mind sic brulyie. 


ONE NIGHT AS I DID WANDER 

A FRAGMENT 

One night as I did uunder. 

When com begins to shoot, 

I sat me down to ponder. 

Upon an auld tree-root : 
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Auld Ayr ran by before me, 

'And bicker’d to the' seas; 

A cu^at' crooded o'er me,' 

That echoed through the braes. 

^ ^ ... t f 


, ' ' THO' CRUEL FATE 

Tho’ cruel fate ^ould bid us part. 
Far, as the pole wd Ime, 

Her (mar idea round my heart," 

Should tenderly entire 
Tho* mountains nse, and deserts howl, 
, , And oceans roar, between, ' _ 

> Yet, dear^ than my deathle^ soul, ' 

I still would love miy Jean.' 


RANTIN’, ROVIN’ ROBIN 
• ' } 

T&eke was a lad was bom in 'Kyle, 
But whatna day o’ whatna style, 

I doubt' it’s hardly worth the while 
To be sae mce wi’ Robm. 

Chants . — Robm was a rovin’ boy, 

,Rantm’, rovin', rantin’, rovin', 
' Robm 'Was' a rovin’ boy, 
Rantm', rovm' Robm 1 

Our monarch’s hmdmost year but ane 
Was five-and-twenty da 3 ^ begun, 

"rWas then a blast o’ Janwar' ivm* 
Blew hansel m on Robm. 

< Robm was, etc. 



Pan IK 

‘The sire turns o’er, with 

The big ha’-bible, ance his fathers pnde. 
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The gossip kedatiin his loof,* ' 

Quo’ sdio, * Wha lives will see the proof. 
This waly boy will be nae coof : , 

I think weTl ca' him Robin.* 

Robin was, etc. ^ ' 

* He'll hae misfortunes great an' sma*. 
But ay a heart aboon them a*. 

He’ll be a credit till us a* — 

We'll a’ be proud o' Robin.* 

Robm was, etc. 

‘But sure as three times three mak nine, 
I see by ilka score and hue, 

Tlus chap will dearly like our km’, 

So leeze me on thee ! Robin.' 

Robin was, etc. 


ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT 
RUISSEAUX 

Now Robin lies m his last lair, 

He'll gabble rhyme, nor smg nae mair; 
Cauld poverty, wi’ hungry stare, 

Nae mair shall fear him; 

Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care. 

E’er mair come near bim. 

To tdl the truth, they seldom fash’d him. 
Except the moment that they crush’d him; 
For sune as chance or fate had hush’d ’em, 
Tho' e'er sae short, 

Hien xn a rhyme or sang he hash’d ’em. 
And thought it sport 
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Tho' he was bred to kmtra-wark, 

And counted was baith wight and stark 
Yet that was never Robin's mark 
' To mak a man, 

But tdU him, he was leam'd and dark, 
Ye roos'd him then I 


EPISTLE TO JOHN GOLDIE, IN 
KILMARNOCK 

AUTHOR OF THE GOSPEL RECOVERED— AUGUST I785 

O Gowdie, terror o' the whigs. 

Dread o' blackcoats and reverend wigs I 
Sour Bigotiy on his last legs 

Gims an' lools back. 

Wishing the ten Egyptian plagues 
May seize you quick 

Poor gapm', glowrm' Superstition I 
Wae's me, ^e's m a sad condition . 

Fye 1 bring Black Jock, her state physician. 
To see her water * 

Alas, there's ground for great suspicion 
She'll ne'er get better. 

Enthusiasm's past redemption, 

Gane m a gallomn' consumption : 

Not a' her qua^, wi' a' then gumption, 
Can ever mend her. 

Her feeble pulse gics strong presumption. 
She'll soon surrender. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 

For every hole to get a stapple. 

But now ‘she fetches at the thrapple. 

An' fights for breath, 

Haste, gie her name up m the chapel, 

Near unto death 
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It’s you an’ Tayhr are tte chief 
To blame for .a’ this black mischief; 

■ But could the' L— d’s am folk get leave, 

A toom t^ barrel 
An’ twa red peats vrad' brmg rehef. 

And end the quaird. 

For me, my skill’s but very sma’. 

An’ skill in prose I’ve nane ava’, 

But qmetlenswise, between us twa, 

Wed may ye speed ! 

And tho’ they sud you sair misca’. 

Ne’er fash your head. 

E'en swinge the dogs, and thresh them dcker ! 
The mair they squed ay chap the thicker; 
An’ still ’mang hands a hearty bicker 
O’ something stout, 

II gars an owthor’s pulse beat quicker. 

And helps his wit. 

There’s naething like the honest nappy; 
BTiare’U ye e’er see men sae happy, 

Or women sonsie, saft an’ sappy, 

’Twe«i mom and mom. 

As them wha hke to taste the drappie. 

In glass or hom ? 

I’ve seen me daez’t upon a time, 

1 scarce could ivink or see a styme, 

Just ae half-mutchldn does me prime, 
(Ought less, IS httle,) 

Then back I rattle on the ryhme. 

As gleg’s a whittle. 
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My musie, tir’d wi’ mony a sonnet. 

On gown, an’ ban’, an’ douse blac^ bonnet, 
Is grown nght eene now she’s done it, 

Lest they shou’d blame her. 
An’ rouse their holy munder on it 
And anathem her 

I own ’twas rash, an’ rather hardy. 

That I a simple, countiy bardie, 

Shon’d meddle wi’ a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha., if they ken me. 

Can eaqr, wi’ a single wordie. 

Louse h — Q upon me. 

But I gae mad at their grimaces. 

Their sighm' cantm’, grace-proud faces. 

Their tmee-mile prayers, an^ half-mile graces, 
Their raxin conscience, 

Whase greed, revenge, and pnde disgraces 
Waur nor their nonsense 

There’s Gaw’n, misca’d waur than a beast, 
\Vha has mair honor m his breast 
Than mony scores as guid's the pnest 
Wha sae abused him : 

And may a bard no crack his jest 

What way th^ve us’d Inm ? 

See him, the poor man’s friend m need 
The gentleman m word an’ deed — 

An' shall his fame an' honor bleed 
By worthless skellums. 

An’ not a muse erect her head 

To cowe the blellums ? 

O Pope, had I thy ^tire's darts 
To gie ^e rascals their deserts. 

I’d np then rotten, hollow hearts. 

An' ten aloud 

Their jugglm' hocus-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 
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God knows, I’m no the thing 1 ^ou’d be. 
Nor am I even the thing I con'd be, 

But twenty times I rather would be 
An atheist clean, 

'than under gospel colours hid be 
Just for a screen. 

An honest man may like a glass. 

An honest man may like a lass, 

But mean revenge, an’ mahce fause 
Hell still disdain. 

An’ then cry zeal for gospel laws. 

Like some we ken. 

They take religion m their mouth; 

They talk o’ mercy, grace, an' truth. 

For what ? to gie their mahce drouth 
On some puir wight. 

An’ hunt him down, owre nght and ruth. 
To rum streicht. 


AH had, Rel^on t maid divme I 
Pardon a muse sae mean as mine. 

Who m her rough imperfect line 

^ Thus dams to name thee; 
To stigmatise false fnends of thme 
Can ne’er defame thee. 

Tho' blotch’t and foul wi' mony a stain. 
An* fax unworthy of thy tram. 

With trembliM voice I tune my strain, 
° *ose 

Who boldly dare thy cause mamtain 
In spite of foes . 


In spite o’ crowds, in spite o’ mobs, 
m spite o' unde rminifig jobs. 

In spite o’ dark banditti stabs 
At worth an’ ment, 

Jsy scoundrels, even ui’ holy robes. 
But helhsh spirits. ' 
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0 Ayt • my dear, my native ground, 
Witnm’ thy presbytenal bound 
A candid hberal band is found 
Of pubhc teachers, 

As men, as chnstians too, renown'd. 

An' manly preachers. 

Sir, m that circle you are nam'd. 

Sir, m that arcle 3 mu are fam'd. 

An' some, by whom your doctrine's blam’d 
(Which gies ye honour) 

Even, sir, by them your heait's esteem’d. 
An’ wmmng manner. 

Pardon this freedom I have ta’en. 

An' if impertment I've been. 

Impute it not, good sir, m ane 

Wnase he^ ne’er wrang’d ye. 
But to his utmost would behiend 

Ought that belang’d ye. 


SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE 

A BROTHER POET. 


Auld Neibour, 

I’m three ^es doubly o'er your debtor, 
For your auld-farrant, fnen'ly letter, 
Tho’ I maun sa^t I doubt ye flatter. 

Ye speak sae fair. 

For my puir, siUy, rhymm' clatter 
Some less maun sair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle, 
Lang may your dbuck jmk an’ diddle, 
To dasec you thro’ the weary widdle 
0' warl’y cares. 

Till bairns’ baims kmdly cuddle 
• Your auld gray hairs. 
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But Davie, lad, I’m rede ye’re glaikit; 

I'm tauld the muse ye hae negleckit; 

An' gif It’s sae, ye sud be hcket 
Until ye fyke; 

Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faiket, 

Be ham’t what like 

For me. I’m on Parnassus' brink, 

Rivm’ the words to gar them dink; 

Whyies daes’t wi’ love, whyles daez't wi’ drink, 
Wi' jads or masons. 

An' whyies, but aye owre late, I thinlc 
Braw sober lessons 


Of a’ the thoughtless sons o’ man,‘ 

Commen' to me the bardie dan; 

Except it be some idle plan 
0’ rhymm' dink — 

The devil-haet, that I sud ban — 

They ever think 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o’ livm', 
Nae cares to gie us joy or gnevm*. 

But just the poudue put the nieve in. 

An’ while ought’s there. 

Then, hiltie, skiltie, we gae scnevm'. 

An’ fash nae mair. 


Eeeze me on rh3mie I it’s ay a treasure. 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure. 

At hame, a-fiel', at waik, or leisuie, 

, The muse, poor hizzie ’ 
luo rough an raploch be her measure. 
She’s sddom laqr, 

^ud to the muse, my damtv Davie.: 
2® play you mome a sliavie . 

oxA for the muse, she'll never leave ye 
Tho’ e’er sae puir, 

Aa, even tho limpm’ wi'^the spa\ie 
Frae door to door. 
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YOUNG PEGGY 

Young PcRgj' blooms our boniest lass, 
Her blush is like the morning, 

Tlic rosy daun, the spnn^ng grass, 
With early gems adorning. 

Her eyes niitsliine the radiant beams 
That gild the passing shower, 

And glitter oVr the ciA'Stal streams. 
And cliccr cacli fresb'ning flower. 

Her lips, moic than the chemes bnght, 
A richer dje has giaccd them, 

They charm th' admiring gaiter's sight, 
And sweetly tempt to taste them. 
Her smile is as Uic evening mild, 

Wlion feather’d pairs arc courting. 
And little lambkins w'anton wild. 

In pla 3 *ful bands disporting 

Were Fortune lovclj’ Peggy's foe. 

Such sweetness w'ould relent her; 

As blooming spnng unbends the brow 
Of surly savage winter. 

Detraction’s eye no aim can gam. 

Her winnmg pow’rs to lessen; 

And fretful Eniy gnns m vain 
The poison'd tooth to fasten 

Ye Pow'rs of Honor, Love, and Truth 
From cv’jy ill defend her 1 
Inspire the highly-favour’d youth 
The destinies mtend her 
Still fan tiie sweet connubial flame 
Responsive in each bosom. 

And bless the dear parental name 
With many a fihal blossom. 
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FARE^rEXL TO BALLOCHMYLE 

The Catnne woods were ydlow seen. 

The flowers decay’d on Catnne lee, 

Nae lav'rodk sang on hillock green. 

But nature suien’d on the e'e. 

Thro’ faded groves Mana sang, 

Hersel m beauty’s bloom the while. 

And ay the wdd-wood echoes rang, 
Fareweel the braes o* Ballochmyle. 

Low in your wmtry beds, ye flowers. 

Again 3 ?e’ll flourish, fresh and fair; 

Ye birdies dumb, m wth’nng bowers, 
A^n ye’U charm the voci air. 

But here, alas ) for me nae mair 
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile; 

Fareweel the borne banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel! sweet Ballochmyle 1 


FRAGaiENTS— HER FLO\^TNG LOCKS 


Her flov,nng locks, the raven’s ^v^ng 
Adown her neck and bosom hing, ’ 
How sweet unto that breast to ding 
And round that neck entwine her 1 


Her hps are roses wat wi’ dew 
O, "hat a feast, her borne mou I 
■tter cheeks a mair celestial hue 
A crunson stiU diviner • * 
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Then, first an’ foremost, thro' the kail. 
Their ‘stocks’ maim a’ be sought ance; 
They stedc their een, an’ grape an* wale 
For mndde anes, an’ straught anes. 
Poor hav’rd Will fdl aft the dnft, ; 

An’ wandered thro’ the ' bow-kail,* 

An* pou’t for want o' better ^ft, ‘ 

A rant, was like a sow-tail 

Sae bow't that mght. 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane, 
Th^ roar an’ cry a’ throwther; 

The vera wee-thmgs, toddhn, nn, 

Wi’ stocks out owre then Mouther : 
An' ^ the custok’s sweet or sour, 

\W joctelegs th^ taste them, 

Ssme coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi’ cannie care, th^ve plac’d them 
To he that mght. 

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a’, 

To pou their stalks o' com; 

But Hab slips out, an' }mks about, 
Bdunt the muc^e thorn . 

He gnppet Nelly hard an’ fast; 

Lwd skirl’d a’ the lasses; 

But her tap-pickle maist was lost. 
Whan kiuthn’ in the 'fause-house' 

Wi’ him ^at night 

The auld guid-wife’s wed-hoordet mts 
Are round an’ roimd di\ided. 

An’ mony lads an' lasses’ fates 
Are ftere that mght decided : 

Some kindle coufhie, dde b}<’ side, 

An’ bum themther tnmly; 

Some start awa^ wi’ saucj’’ pnde. 

An’ jump out owre the chimhc 
Fu’ high that night. 
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Jean slip in twa, wi’ tentie e'e; 

Wha ^twas, she wadna tdl, 

But this >is Jock, and tins is me. 

She sap in to heisd ' ' 

He bleez’id owre her, an* she owre him, 
As they wad never mair part, ' 

Till fuff I he started up &e lum, 

And Jean had e’en a sair heart 
To see’t that night. 

Poor WiUie, wi' his bow-kail runt. 

Was brunt wi' pmnsie Mallie, 

An' Mary, nae doubt, took the druht, 
To be compared to Wilhe 
Mall's mt lap out, wi' pndefu' ibng. 
An' her am fit, it brunt it. 

While Wilhe lap, an’ swoor by * img,’ 
'Twas just the way he wanted 
To be that night 

Nell had the 'fause-house* m her nun’, 
She pits hersel an' Rob m. 

In loving bleeze they sweetly ]om. 

Till wiute m ase tiie3r're sobbm’ \ 
Nell's heart was dancm' at the view. 
She whisper'd Rob to leuk for’t * 
Rob, stownins, pne’d her borne mou', 
Fu’ cozie in &e neuk for't. 

Unseen that night. 

But Meiran sat bdimt their backs. 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell; 

She lea’es them gashm’ at their cracks, 
An' shps out-by hersel * 

She thro^ the yard the nearest taks. 
An’ for the kiln she goes then. 

An’ darkhns grapet for the 'banks,’ 
And m the 'blue clue’ throws then. 
Right fear’t that night 
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An’ ay she \nn’t, an* ay she swat — 

I wat made nae jaukm’; 

Till something hdd witbm the pat, 
Gmd L — d I but she was quaakm' I 
But whether ’twas the ded l^sel 
Or whether ’twas a bauk-en*. 

Or whether it was Andrew Bdl, 

She did na wait on talkm’ 

, To spier that night. 

Wee Jenny to her graume sa]^, 

‘Will ye go wi* me, grannie ? 
rU eat &e apple at the glass, 

I gat frae unde Johme 
She niff’t her pipe wi’ sic a lunt. 

In wrath die was sae vap'rm'. 

She notic’t na an aide brunt 
Her braw, new, worset apron- 
Out t^’ that night. 

‘Ye httle skdpie-hmmer’s-face 1 
I daur you try sic sportin'. 

As seek the foul thief ony place. 

For him to spae your fortune . 

Nae doubt but ye may get a sight I 
Great cause ye hae to fear it; 

For mony a ane has gotten a fright. 
An’ hv'd an' died deleeret. 

On SIC a mght. 

'Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, 

I mmd’t as wed’s yestreen— 

I was a gdpey dien, I’m sure 
I was na past fyfteen : 

The simmer had been canid an’ wat 
An' stuff ivas unco green, ' 

An' ay a rantin' kim we gat. 

An just on Hallowe’en 

It fdl that night. 
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A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As cantie as a kitUen, 

But odi 1 that night, amang the shaws, , 
She gat a fearfm settlin' ! 

She thro* the whins, an' by the caim. 

An' owre the hill gaed scnevin', 

Wliare three lairds' Ian's meet at a bum. 
To dip her left sark sleeve in, 

Was bent that night. 

Whyles owre a hnn the bumie plays. 

As thro' the glen it wimpl’t, 

VWij'les round a rocky scaur it straj's, 
\Vhyles in a wiel it dimpl't, 

WTwles ghtter’d to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickenn.' dancm' dazzle, 

\l'liyles cookit underneath the braes. 
Below the spreading hazle 
Unseen that night. 

Amang the brachens, on the brae. 
Between her an' the moon, 

The ddl, or else an outler quey. 

Gat up an' ga'e a croon 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool. 
Near lav'rock*^height she jumpet. 

But mist a fit, an' in the pool 
Out-owre the lugs she plumpet, 

Wi’ a plunge mat night. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane, 

The 'luggies' three are ranged. 

An' ev’ry time CTeat care is ta'en 
To see them duly chanrad . 

Auld unde John, wha wedlock’s ]oys 
Sm' ‘MarVyear’ did desire. 

Because he ^t the toom dish thnce. 

He heaved them on the fire. 

In wrath that mght 
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Wi' merry san^, an’ friendly cracks, ' 

I wat they md na weary. 

And unco tmes, an' funrae jokes — 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery : 

Till butter'd sowens, wi' fragrant lunt. 

Set a' their gabs a-steenn', 

S3me, wi' a social glass o' strunt. 

They parted aff careerin' ' 

Fu’ blythe that mght. 


TO A MOUSE 

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH 
NOVEMBER, I785 

Wee sleeket, cownn’ tim'rous beastie, 

0, what a panic's in thy breastie 1 
Thou need na start awa' sae hasty, 

Wi' bickenn' brattle I 
I wad be laith to rm an’ chase thee, 

Wi’ murdenn' pattlel 

I’m truly sorry man's dominion. 

Has broken nature's social umon. 

An’ justifies that ill opmion, 

>\Tiich makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor, earth-bom companion. 

An’ iellow-mortal • 


I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve, 
^mat then ? poor beastie, thou maim live ! 
A daunen icker m a thrave 

’S a sma' request; 

1 11 get a blessm’ wi’ the lave. 

An' never miss't I 



il6 POEMS AND SONGS 

Thy wee bit house, too, in ruin I 
Its silly wa's the ^vln*s are strewm' } 

An' naethmg, now, to big a new ane, 

O' foggam green I 
An’ bleak December's wmds ensum', 

Baith snell an' keen 1 

Thou saw the fidds laid bare an' waste. 
An' weaiy winter comm' fest. 

An' cozie here, bsieath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell — 
Till cradi > the crud coulter past 
Out thro’ ihy cdl. 

That wee bit heap o* leaves an* sbbble. 

Has cost thee mony a weary mbble 1 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a* thy trouble. 
But house or hald. 

To thole the winter’s sleety dabble. 

An* cranreuch cauld I 

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 

In proving foresight may be vam; 

The best-laid schemes o' mice an* men 
Gang aft a^ey, 

An’ lea'e us nought but gnef an' pain, 

For promis'd joy I 

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi' me ! 

The present only toucheth thee 
But och 1 I badcward cast my e'e. 

On prospects drear I 
An' forward, tho’ I canna see, 

, I guess an’ fear I 
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EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE. INNKEEPER 

Here lies Johnie Pigeon; 

What was his rdigion 
Whaever desires to ken. 

To some other wari’ 

Maun follow the carl. 

For here Johnie Pigeon had nane t 

Strong ale was ablation — 

Small beer — ^persecution, 

A dram was 'memento mori’ ; 

But a foil-flowing bowl 
Was the savu^ his soul. 

And port was cdestial glory. 


EPITAPH FOR A WAG IN MAUCHLINE 

Lament him, Mauchhne husbands a', 

He aften did assist ye. 

For had ye staid haJe weeks awa', 

Your wives they ne’er had miss'd ye. 

Ye Mauchlme bairns, as on ye press 
To school in bands thegiiher, 

O tread ye lightly on his grass, — 

Perhaps he was your lather 1 


ADAM ARMOUR’S PRAYER 

Gude pity me, because I’m little 1 
For though I am an elf o’ mettle. 

An’ can, like onv wabster’s shuttle, 

Jude there or here, 

Yet, scarce as clang’s a gude kail-whittle, 
I m unco queer. 
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An’ now Tliou kens our woefu’ case. 

For Geordie's 'jurr* we're in disgrace. 
Because we 'stang’d* her through the place, 
An' hurt her spleuchan, 

For whilk we dauma show our face 
Within the clachan. 

An’ now we're demd in dens and hollows, 
And hunted, as was William Wallace, 

Wi’ constables — ^thae blacl^ard fallows. 
An' sodgers baith. 

But Gude preserve us frae the gallows. 

That shamefu' death! 

Auld grim black-bearded Geordie’s sel’ — 

0 shake lum owre the mouth o’ hell > 

There let him hmg, an’ roar, an' yell 
Wi’ hideous din. 

And if he offers to rebel. 

Then heave him in 

When Death comes in wi’ ghmmerm’ blink. 
An' tms auld drucken Nanse the wink. 

May Sautan me her doup a clink 
Withm his yett. 

An’ fill her up ivi’ brimstone dnnk, 
Red-reekm' het 

Though Jock an’ hav’rel Jean are merry — 
Some devil seize them in a hurry. 

An’ waft them in th' infernal wherry 

Straught through the lake. 

An’ gie their hides a noble curry 
Wi’ oil of aik I 

As for the ‘juir’ — ^puir worthless body! 

She’s got mischief enough already, 

Wi' stanget ]tos, and buttocks bluidy, 

^e’s suffer’d sair. 

But, may she wmtle in a woody. 

If she wh — e mair 1 
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THE JOLLY BEGGARS— A CANTATA 
RecUaiivo, 


When lyart leaves bestrow the yird. 
Or ■wavering like the bauckie-bird, 
Bednn cauld Boreas' blast, 

\\Tien hailstanes dnve wi’ bitter dqrte, 
Md infant frosts b^m to bite. 

In hoary crancreuch drest; 

Ae night at e'en a merry core 
O* landie, gangrel bodies, . 

In Foosie-Nansms hdd the splore. 

To drmk their orra daddies 
Wi' quaffing and laughing, 

They ranted an’ they sang, 

Wi’ jumping an’ thumpmg, 

The vera girdle rang. 


Fust, niest the fire, in auld red rags, 
Ane sat, wed brac’d wi’ mealy bags. 
And knapsack a’ m order. 

His doxy lay withm his aim; 

Wi’ u^uebae an' blankets warm 
She blmket on her sodger ; 

An' ay he gies the tozie drab 
The tither skelpm' kiss, 

^^^lIIe she held up her greedy gab. 
Just like an aumous dish 
Hk smack stiU did crack still. 
Just like a cadger's uhip, 
Then staggenng an' swaggering. 
He roared this ditty ^ ^ 
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Atr 

t 

Tune — 'Soldier’s Joy ’ 


I am a son of Mars who have been in many wars, 
And show my cuts and scars wherever I come, 
This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench, 
When welcommg the French at the sound of the 
drum. 

Lai de daudle, etc. 


My prenticeship I past where my leader breath’d his 
last, 

WTien the bloody die was cast on the heights of 
Abram * 

And I served out my trade when the gallant game was 
pla/d 

And the Moro low was laid at the sound of the drum 


I lastly was with Curtis among the floating balt'nes, 
And there I left, for witness an aim and a hmb, 
Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to head me. 
I'd datter on my stumps at the sound of a drum 


And now tho’ I must beg, with a wooden arm and leg. 
And many a tatter’d rag hangmg over my bum. 
I'm as happy with my wallet, my bottle and my callet, 
As when I used m scarlet to follow a drum. 


What tho', with hoary locira, I must stand the winter 
shocks, 

Beneath the woods and rocks, oftentmies for a home, 
When the tother bag I sell, and the tother bottle tell, 
I coidd meet a troop of hell, at tiie sound of a drum 
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ReaiaUvo. 

He ended; and the kebais shenk, 
Aboon the chorus roar. 

While fnghted rattons backward lenk. 
An' seek the benmost bore : 

A fairy fiddler frae the neuk. 

He sldrl’d out, encore I 
But up arose the martial chuck. 

An* lard the loud uproar. 


Air. 

Tune — 'Sodger Laddie* 

I once was a maid, tho* I cannot tdl when, 

And still my delight is in proper young men * 
Some one of a troop of d^oons was my daddie. 
No wonder I'm fond of a sodger laddie. 

Smg, lal de dal, etc. 

The first of my loves was a swj^geiing blade. 

To rattle the mundermg drum was his trade, 

His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so ruddy. 
Transported 1 was ivith my sodger laddie. 

But the godly old chaplam left him m the lurch. 
The sword I forsook for the Sake of the chuii^ . 
He ventur’d the soul, and I nsket the body, 
'Twas then I prov’d false to my sodger laddie 

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot. 

The regiment at large for a husband I got. 

From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was readj', 
I ask^d no more but a sodger laddie. 
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But the peace it reduc'd me to beg in despair. 
Till I met m3' old boy in a Cunningham fair. 

His lags regimental, they flutter'd so gaudy. 

My heart it rejoic’d at a sodger laddie. 

And now I have liv’d — I know not how long. 
And still 1 can 30m in a cup and a song. 

But whilst \vith both hands I can hold the glass 
steady, 

Here's to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie. 


Reatativo, 

Poor Merry-Andrew, in the neuk. 

Sat guzzling w' a tinklcr-hizzie, 

Tliey mind’t na wha tlie chorus teuk. 
Between themselves they were sae busy : 
At length, n*i' dnnk an’ courting dizzy, 

He stoiter'd up an* made a face. 

Then turn'd an' laid a smack on Gnzzie, 
Syne tun'd his pipes wi' grave grimace 


Air. 

Tune — *Auld Sir Symon,' 

Sir Wisdom’s a fool when he's fou; 

Sir Knave is a fool m a session. 
He’s there but a prentice I trow, 
But I am a foc» by profession. 

My grannie she bought me a beuk. 
An’ I hdd awa’ to the school, 

1 fear 1 my talent misteuk. 

But what will ye hae of a fool ? 
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For dnnk I would venture my neck, 
A hizzie’s the half of my <7aft, 

But what could ye other expect. 

Of ane that’s avowedly daft ? 

I ance was tyed up like a stirk, 

For civilly swearing and quaffing;- 

I ance was abus’d i’ the kirk, 

For towsmg a lass i’ my daffin. 

Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport. 
Let naebody name wi’ a ]eer. 

There’s even, I’m tauld, i’ the Court 
A tumbler ca’d the Premier 

Observ’d ye yon reverend lad 
Mak faces to tickle the mob; < 

He rails at our mountebank squad — 
It’s nvalship just i’ the job. 

And now my conclusion I’ll tell. 

For faith I’m confoundedly dry; 

The chiel that’s a fool for himsel, 
Guid L — d ! he’s far dafter than I. 


IRecxtatwo, 

Then niest outspak a raude carlin, 
J^a kent fu’ weel to cleek the sterhn 
For monie a pursie she had hooked. 

An’ had in mony a well been douked : 
Her love had been a Highland laddie. 
But weary fa’ the waefu* woodie; 

aghs an' sobs she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandman. 
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Tune — 'O an ye were dead, Gudeman* 

A Highland lad my love was bom. 

The lalland laivs he held m scorn. 

But he still nvas faithfu' to lus clan, ' 

My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

■ I 

dot us. t 

Sing hey my braw John Highlandman 1 
Sing ho my HnLw J6hn Highlandman I 
There's not a lad m a' the Ian' 

Was match for my John Highlandman 

With his phihbeg an' tartan plaid. 

An' ^d daymore down by his side. 

The ladies'' hearts he did trepan. 

My gallant, braw John Highl^c^an. 

Smg hey, etc. 

We ranged a' fiqm^ Tweed to Spey, 

An' Bv'd like lords' an' ladies gay. 

For a lalland face he fearM none — 

My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

Sing hey, etc 

They banish’d him beyond the sea, 

But ere the bud was on the tree, 

Adown my cheeks the pearls ran, 
Embracmg my John Highlandman. , 

Smg hey, etc. 

I 

But, och I they catch'd him at the last. 

And bound hun m a dungeon fast 
My curse upon them every one. 

They’ve hang’d my braw Jolm Highlandman 1 
. Smg hey, etc. 
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And now a widow I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne’er return; 
No comfort but a hearty can, 

When I think on John Highlandman. 

Smg hey, etc. 


Rentativo. 

A pigmy scraper wi' his fiddle, 

Wma us'd at trysts an' fairs to driddle. 
Her strappin' hmb and gausy middle 
(He reach’d nae higher) 
Had hol'd his heartie like a nddle. 

An’ blawn’t on fire. 

Wi* hand on hamch, and upward e'e. 
He croon'd his gamut, one, two, three. 
Then in an anoso key, 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wi’ ah^etto glee 

His giga solo. 


Air. 

Time — ‘Whistle owe the lave o*t* 

I 

Let me ryke up to dight that tear, 

An| go wi’'me an’ be my dear; 

An’ then your every care an’ fear 
May whistle owre the lave o't.' 

Chorus. 

I am a fiddler to my trade, 

a' tlie tun« that e’er I played, 
The sweetest still to wife or maid, 
Was whistle owre the lave o’t. 
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At kirns an’ weddings we’se be there. 
An’ 0 sae mcely’s we wdl fare • 

We'll bowse about till Daddie Care 
Sing whistle owre the lave o't. 

, I am, etc. 

Sae memly’s the banes we'll pyke. 

An’ sun oursel's about the dyke, 

An' at our leisure, when ye like. 

We'll whistle owre the lave o’t ' 
l am, etc 

But bless me wi’ your heav'n o' charms. 
An' while I kittle hair on thaums,' 
Hunger, cauld, an’ a' sic harms. 

May whistle owre the lave o't. 

' ' I am, etc. 

« r » J 


RectiaUvo. 

Her charms had struck a sturdy caird, 
As weel as poor gut-scraper. 

He taks the nddl^ by the beard. 

An’ draws a roosty rapier — 

He swoor by a’ was sweating worth. 
To speet him like a phver, 

Unless he would from that time forth 
Rdmquish her for ever. , 

Wi’ ghastly e’e, poor tweedle-dee 
Upon his buyers beiided. 

An' pray'd for grace, wi’ ruefu’ face. 
An' so the quarrel ended 
But tho' his little heart did gneve 
■\^en round the tinkler prest her. 

He feign’d to snirtle in his deeve. 

When thus the caird address'd her: 
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Air 

Time — ' Clout tlie Cauldron ’ 

My bonie lass, 1 work in brass, 

A tinkler is my station, 

ire travell’d round all Qiristian ground 

In this my occupation; 

ire taen the gold, an' been enrolled 

In many a noble squadron; 

at vam they search’d when ofi I martdi'd 

To go an' dout the cauldron. 

I’ve taen the gold, etc, 

espise that shnmp, that wither’d imp, 
With a’ his noise an’ cap'rm’; 
n’ take a share with those that bear 
The budget and the apron I 
nd hy that stowp 1 my faith an’ houpe. 
And hy that dear Kdbaigie, 

[ e’er ye want, or meet wf scant. 

May I ne’er weet my craigie 

And by that stowp, etc. 


RecUativo. 

The caird prevail’d— th’ unblushing fair 
In his embraces sank; 

Partly wi’ love o’ercome sae sair. 

An partly she was drunk : 

Sir Violmo, with an air. 

That show'd a man 0’ spunk, 

Wish’d unison between the pair. 

An’ made the bottle dunk 

To their health that night. 
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But huTchm' Cupid shot a shaft, 

That playid a dame a shavie — 

The fiddler rak'd her, fore and aft, 
Behint the ducken cavie 
Her lord, a wight o' Homer's craft, 
Tho’ Impm' wi' the spavie. 

He hirpl'd up, an' lap hke daft. 

An’ dior’d them Damty Dame 

O' boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade 
As ever Bacchus hsted > 

Tho' Fortune sair upon him laid. 

His heart, she ever miss'd it. 

He had no wish but — to be glad. 

Nor want but — ^when he thirsted; 
He hated nought but — to be sad. 

An' thus the muse suggested 

His sang that night 

Atr. 

Tune — 'For a' that, an a that. 

I am a Bard of no re^rd, 

Wi’ gentle folks atf a’ that; 

But Homer-hke, the g^oivnn' byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that. 

Chorus. 

^ For a' that, an’ a' that. 

An' twice as muckle's a' that; 
I've lost but ane, I've twa belun'. 
I’ve wife enough for a' that 

I never drank the Muses' stank, 
Castalia's bom, an' a' that. 

But there it streams an' nchly reams. 
My Hdicon I ca* that. 

For a’ that, etc. 
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Great love I bear to a' the fair, 

Their humble slave, an’ a’ that; 

But lordly vnll, I hold it shll, 

A mortal sm to thraw that. 

For a’ that, etc. 

In raptures sweet, this hour we meet, 

Wr mutual love, an' a' that, 

But for how lang ffie may stang. 

Let mdmation law that. 

For a’ that, etc. 

Their tncks an’ craft hae put me daft. 
They’ve taen me m, an’ a' that, 

But clear your decks, an' here’s the Sex 1 
I hke the ]ads for a' that. 

Chorus. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that. 

An' twice as muckle's a' that; 

Mv dearest bhud, to do them guid. 
They’re welcome till’t for a’ that. 


RecUaivoo. 

So sang the bard — and Nance’s wa’s 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 

Re-echo’d from each mouth 1 
They toom’d their pocks, they pawn'd their 
duds. 

They scarcely left to co’or their fuds. 

To quench their lowin’ drowth : 

Then mvte again, the jovial thrang 
The poet did request 
To iowse his pack and wale a sang 
A ballad o’ the best. 
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He nsing, rejoicing, 

Betiveen Jus iwa Deborahs, 
Looks round him, an' found them 
Impatient for ^e dioms. 


Air. 

Tune — 'Jolly Mortals, fill yonr Glasses.* 

See the smoking bowl before ns, 

Mark our jovial ragged rmg > 

Round and round take up the chorus. 
And m raptures let us smg. 

Chorus. 

A fig for those by law protected 1 
Liber^s a glorious feast i 
Courts tor covraids were erected. 
Churches built to please the pnest. 

What IS title, what is treasure, 

Wliat IS reputation's care ? 

If we lead a life of pleasure, 

'Tis no matter how or where I 
A fig for, etc 

With the ready trick and fable. 

Round we wander all the day; 

And at night in bam or stable. 

Hug our doxies on the hay 

A fig for, etc. 

Does the tram-attended carnage 
Thro' the countij- lighter rove ? 

Does the sober bed of mamage 
Witness bnghter scenes of love ^ 

A fig for, etc. 
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Life IS all a vanorum 
We regard not how it goes; 

Let &em cant about decorum. 

Who have character to lose. 

A fig for, etc. 

Here's to budgets, bags, and wallets ! 

Here’s to all the wandermg tram, 

Here’s our ragged brats and callets 
One and all cry out. Amen 1 

Chorus. 

1 

A fig for those by law protected I 
Liberty’s a glonous feast 1 
Courts for cowards were erected. 

Churches built to please the pnest. 


THO’ WOMEN’S MINDS 

Tho’ women’s minds, like wmter wmds. 

May shift and turn, an' a' that, 

The noblest breast adores them maist — 

A consequence I draw that. 

CAorHs,— For a’ that, an’ a’ that. 

And twice as meikle’s a' that; 
The borne lass that I loe best. 
She’ll be my am for a' that 

Great love I bear to a’ the fair. 

Their humble dave, an' a’ that; 

But lordly will, I hold rt still 
A mortal sin to throw that. 

For a' that, etc. 
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But there is ane aboon the lave. 

Has -vrat, and sense, an' a' that; 

A borne lass, I hke her best, 

And wha a dime dare ca* that ? 

For a' that, etc. 

In rapture sweet this hour we meet, 

Wr mutual love, an' a’ that. 

But for how lang the die may stang, 

Let mchnation law that 

For a* that, etc. 

Their tricks an' craft hae put me daft. 
They've taen me m, an' a' that. 

But dj^ your decks, and— here's 'The sex I ’ 
I like the jads for a' that 

For a' that, etc 


KISSIN* MY KATIE 

Tune — ‘The hob o' DvmbJane ' 

0 MERRY hae I been teethm' a heckle 
An’ merry hae 1 been shapin' a spoon; 

0 merry hae I been cloutin' a kettle. 

An kissin' my Katie ^vhen a' was done 

O a' the lang day I ca' at my hammer, 

An' a' the lang d^ I whistle and sing; 

O a' the lang night I cuddle my kimmcr. 

An' a’ the lang night as happy’s a king. 

Bitter in dool I hekit my winnins 
O' marrying Bess, to gie her a slave * 

Blest be tlie hour she cool’d in her hnnens. 
And blythe be the bird that sings on her 
grave ! 
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Come io my arms/my Katie, my Katie; 

O come to my arms and kiss me again I 
Bracken or sober, h©re‘s to thee Katie I 
An’ blest be the day I did it agam. 


THE COTTAR’S SATURDAY NIGHT 

INSCSIBED TO R AIKEN, ESQ 

Let not Ambition mock tbeir useful toil, 

Xbeir homely ]oyB, and destiny obscure, 

Noc Grandeur hear, vnth a disdainful smile. 

The short and simple annals of the poor. — G ray. 

My lov’d my honor’d, much respected friend 1 
No mercenary bard his homage pays, 

With honest pnde, I scorn eadi sd&h end. 

My dearest meed, a fnend’s esteem and praise : 
To you 1 sing, m simple Scottish lays. 

The lowly train m hfe’s sequester’d scene; 

The native feehngs strong, the guileless ways; 
What Aiken m a cottage would have been. 

Ah ! though his worth unknown, far happier there 
I ween ! 

November chill blaws loud wi’ angry su^; 

The short’ning winter-day is near a dose; 

The miry beasts retreating trae the pleugh; 

The black’ning trams o’ craws to thdr repose : 
The toil-wom Cottar frae his labor goes — 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 

Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes. 
Hoping the mom m ease and rest to spend. 

And weary o'er the moor, his course does hame- 
ward bend. 



134 POEMS AND SONGS 

At length his lonely cot appears in , 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree; 

Th’ expectant nee-things, toddhn*. stacher through 
To meet their ‘dad/ Vfi' fiiditenn* noise and glee 
His rvee bit ingle, bhnkin' bonihe. 

His clean hcartli-stane, his Ihnfty mfie's smile. 
The lisping infant, prattling on his knee, 

Does a’ his near}' loaugh and care beguile, 

An' makes him quite forget his labour and his tod 

Bcly^’e, the elder baims come drapping in. 

At serrnce out, amang the farmers roun'. 

Some ca’ the plough, some herd, some tentie nn 
A cannie errand to a neibor tonm 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, noman-gronn, 

In youthfu’ bloom — love sparkhng in her e’e — 
C^omes hame, perhaps, to show a brave new gown, 
Or deposite her sair-wom penny fee, 

To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

With joy unfeign'd, brothers and sisters meet. 

And each for other's wdfare kmdly spiers : 

The social hours, snrfMving’d, unnotic'd fleet; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears 
The parents partial eye their hopeful }'eais; 
Anticipation fonvard pomts the Anew, 

The mother, \n* her needle and her sheers 
Gars auld daes look amaist as weel's the new; 

The father mixes a' wi' admomtion due 

Their roaster’s and their mistress’s command. 

The younkers a’ are warned to obey. 

And mmd their labors wi' an eydent hand. 

And ne’er tho’ out o’ sight, to jauk or play; 

'And 0 I be sure to fear the Lord alway, 

And mmd your duty, difly, mom and rnght; 

Lest m temptation's path you gang astray. 
Implore His counsel and assistmg might ' 

They never sought in vain that sought the Lord 
anght.’ 
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But hark 1 a rap comes gently to the door; 

Jenny, 'wha kens the meaning o* the same. 

Tells how a neibor lad came o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 

The wily mother sees the consaous flame 
Sparkle m Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek. 

With hea^-stmck anxious care, inquires lus name. 
While Jenny hafflms is afraid to sp^; 
Weel-pleased the mother hears, it’s nae wild, worth- 
less rake. 

Wi’ kmdly welcome, Jenny bnngs bim ben; 

A strappin’ youth, he takes the mother’s eye; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit’s no ill taen. 

The father cracks of horses, ploughs, and kye. 
The youngster’s artless heart o’^ows wi’ joy, 
But blate and laithfu’, scarce can weel behave; 

The mother, wi’ a woman’s wiles, can spy 
What makes the youth sae basMu’ and sae grave; 
Wed-pleas’d to think her bairn’s respected bkp the 
lave 

0 happy love ! where love hke this is found : 

^ 0 heart-felt raptures * bliss beyond compare 1 
I’ve paced much this wearo, mortal round, 

^d sage expenence bi<b me this declare — 

If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare-— 
One cordial m this melancholy vale, 

'Tis when a youthful, lovmg, modest pair. 

In other’s arms, breathe out the tender tale. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
evemng gale.’ 

^ human form, that bears a heart, 

A wretch ! a viUam ! lost to love and trath 1 
limt can, mth studied, sly, ensnanng art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ^ 

Curse on his perjurM arts 1 dissembhng, smooth I 
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Are honor, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ^ 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 
points to the parents fondling o'er their child 1 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and tlieir distraction 
wild? 

But now the supper crowns their simple board. 

The halesome parritch, chief of Scotia's food. 

The soivpe their only hawlae does afford. 

That, 'yont the hallan snugly diows her cood 
Tlie dame bniigs forth, m comphmental mood. 
To grace the lad, her well-hain’d kebbuck, fell. 

And aft he's prest, and aft he ca's it gmd * 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell 
How 'twas a twomond auld, sin' Imt was i' the 
bell 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi’ senous face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide; 

The sire turns o'er, with patnarchal grace. 

The big ha'-bible, ance his father's pnde: 

His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside, 

His lyart hafiets weanng thm and bare. 

Those strams that once did sweet m Zion glide. 
He wales a portion with judicious care. 

And 'Let us worship God*' he says with solemn 
an:. 

They chant their artless notes m simple guise, 

Iney tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim. 
Perhaps 'Dundee's' wild-warblmg measures nse, 

Or plamtive 'Martyrs,' worthy of the name. 

Or noble 'Elgm' beets the heavenward flame. 

The sweetest far of Scotia’s holy lays 
Compar’d with these, Italian tnfls are tame, 

The tidded ears no heart-felt rwtures raise, 

Nae unison hae they, with our Creator’s praise 
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The pnest-hke father reads the sacred page, 

How Abram was the friend of God on high; 

Or, Moses bade eternal ivarfare wage 
With Amaldlc’s ungraaous progeny; 

Or, how the royal bard did ^oanmg lie 
Beneath the stroke of HeavenTs avengmg ire; 

Or Jacob’s pathetic plaint, and waihng cry. 

Or rapt Isaiah’s wild, seraphic fire; 

Or other sacred seers that tune the sacred lyre. 


Perhaps the Chnstian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for gmlty man was shed. 
How He, who bore m Heaven the second name. 
Had not on earth whereon to lay His head 
How His first followers and servants sped, 

The piecepts sage they ivrote to many a land ; 

How he, who lone m Patmos banishM, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand. 

And heard great Bab'lon’s doom pronounc’d by 
Heaven’s command 


Then kneding doivn to Heaven’s Eternal Eing, 
The samt, the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope 'spnngs exulting on triumphant wing,’ 

That thus they all shall meet m future days, 
There, ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear, 

Together hymning their Creator's praise. 

In such society yet still more dear; 

While circhng Time moves round in an eternal sphere. 


Compar’d with this, how poor Rehgion’s pride. 
In all the pomp of method, and of art; 

When men display to congregations wide 
Dei'otion’s ev^ry grace, except the heart I 
The Power, incens’d, the pageant will desert 
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The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole; 

But haply, in some cottage far apart, 

Jlay hear, well-plcas’d, the language of the soul. 
And in His Book of Life the inmates poor enroU 

Tlicn homeward all take off their sev’ral uay; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest 
The parent pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request. 
That He who stills the raven's clam’rous nest. 
And decks the lily fair in flow’ry pnde, 

Would, in the way His wisdom sees tlie best. 
For them and for tfieir little ones provide. 

But chiefly, m their hearts with grace divine pre- 
side 

From scenes like these, old Scotia's grandeur spnngs. 
That makes her lov'd at home, rever’d abroad 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

'An honest man’s the noblest work of God', 

And certes, in fair virtue's heavenly road, 

Tlie cottage leaves the palace far behmd, 

What IS a lordling’s pomp ’ a cumbrous load. 
Disguising oft the metcli of human kind. 

Studied m arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd 

O Scotia 1 my dear, my native soil 1 
For whom my \vannest wish to Heaven is sent. 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 
Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content I 

And 0 1 may Heaven their sunple hves prevent 
From luxury's contagion, wealc and vile 1 
Ilien, howe’er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may nse the while. 

And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov’d 
isle. 
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0 Thou • who pour’d the patnotic tide, 

T^t streamed thro’ Wallace’s undaunted heart, 
Who dar’d to, nobly, stem tyrannic pnde. 

Or nobly die, the second ^onous part * 

(The patnot’s God, pecuharly Thou art. 

His fnend, inspirer, guardian, and reward I) 

0 never, never Scotia’s realm desert; 

But still the patnot, and the patnot bard 
In bnght succession raise, her ornament and guard I 


ADDRESS TO THE DEIL 

O Fnnce I O chief of many thron&d pow’rs 
'That led th* embatt’d seraphim to \rar. — Mn-T ny. 

0 Taou • whatever title suit thee — 

Auld ‘Horme,’ 'Satan,' ‘Nick,’ or ‘Clootie,’ 
Wha m yon cavern gnm and sootie, 

Gos’d under hatches, 

Spairges about the brunstane cootie. 

To scaud poor wretdies I 

Hear me, auld ‘Hangie,’ for a wee, 

And let poor damnM bodies be; 

I’m sure sma’ pleasure it can gie, 

Ev'n to a deil. 

To skelp an* scaud poor dogs like me. 

An’ hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy pow’r an' great thy fame; 

Far kenn’d an’ noted is thy name. 

An' tho’ yon loivin’ bench’s thy hame, 

^ Thou travels far. 

An faith I thou’s mather lag nor lame. 

Nor blate, nor scaur. 
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Whylcs, ranging like a roarin' lion, 

For prey, a* holes an’ comers tiyin’; 
Wiiyles, on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin’ 
Tirlin’ the kirks, 

^^'hylcs, m the human bosom pryin', 
Unseen thou lurks. 


I've heard my rcv’rend grannie say, 
In lancly glens ye hkc to stray. 

Or where auld ruin'd castles gray 
Nod to the moon, 

Ye fnght the nightly wand’rer's way, 
Wi' ddntch croon. 


^rhen twilight did my grannie summon, 

To say her pray'rs, douse, honest woman I 
Aft 'yont tlie dyke she's heard you bumnun', 
Wi' eene drone. 

Or, rusthn' thro’ the boortrees comm', 

Wi’ heavy groan. 


Ae dreary, wmdy, nonter night, 

The stars shot down wi' sklentin' light, 
Wi’ you mysel, I gat a fnght, 

Ayont the lough. 

Ye, hke a rash-bu^, stood in sight, 

Wi’ waving soug^i 


riie cudgel in my neive did shake, 

Eadi bnstl'd hau: stood like a stake. 
When wi' an eldntch, stoor 'quaick, 
quaick,' 

Amang the springs, 

Awa' ye squatter^d like a dicmce. 

On wlustim' wings 
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Let warlocks gnm, an’ wither’d hags. 

Tell how wi’ you, on ra^veed nags, 

They skim the mmrs an^ diz^ crags, 

Wi’ TOcked speed; 

And m kirWards renew their leagues, 

Owre howket dead. 

Thence, countra wives, \w* toil an' pam. 

May plunge an’ plunge the kim in vain. 

For oh 1 the yellow Measure's taen 
By witchin' stall. 

An’ dawtet, twal-pmt ‘hawtae’s’ gane 
As yell's the biU. 

Thence, mystic knots mak great abuse 
On young raidmen, fond, keen an' croose; 
When the best waxk-lume i' the house. 

By cantraip wit. 

Is mstant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord. 

An’ float the jmghn' icy boord. 

Then, water-kelpies haunt the foord. 

By your direction. 

And 'mghted trav’llers are allur'd 
To their destruction. 

And aft your moss-traveism' 'Spuiikies’ 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 

The bleezin’, curst, mischievous moidaes 
Delude his e}^, 

TiU in some nury slough he sunk is. 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

^en masons’ mystic word an’ gnp 
In storms an’ tempests raise you up. 

Some cock or cat 3rour rage maun stop. 

Or, strange to tdl « 

The youngest 'bnther' ye wad whip 
Aff strau^t to hell. 
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Lan/y syne in Eden’s borne yard, 

Wlien ynutlifu' lovers first were pair’d. 
An' all tbe soul of love they shard, 

Tlic raptur’d hour— 

Sweet on the fragrant flow’ry swaird. 

In shady bow’r; 

Then you, ye auld, snick-drawing dog • 
Ye came to Paradise incog. 

An’ play'd on man a cursed brogue, 
(Black be your fa' >) 

An’ gied the infant warld a shog, 

'Maisl ruin’d a’. 

D'ye mind that day when in a bizz 
Wi’ recket duds, an’ rcestet gizz. 

Ye did present your smootic phiz 
’Mang better folk, 

An’ sklented on the man of Uzz 
Your spitefu’ joke ^ 

An’ how ye gat him i' your thrall. 

An’ brak him out o’ house an' hal', 

Wliilc scabs an’ botches did him gaJl, 

Wi’ bitter claw. 

An’ lou’s’d his ill-tongu’d wicked scaull — 
Was warst ava ? 

But a’ your doings to rehearse. 

Your wly snares an’ fechtin’ fierce. 

Sin’ that d^ Alichael did you pierce, 
Down to this time. 

Wad dmg a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme 

An’ now, auld ‘Qoots,’ I ken ye’re thinkin*, 
A certam bardie’s rantin', dnnkm'. 

Some luckless hour will send him hnkin’ 
To your black pit, 

But, faith ! he’ll turn a comer jmkm', 
An’ cheat you yet. 
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But fare-you-wed, auld 'Nickie-ben 1' 

O wad ye tak a thought an' men' 1 
Ye aiblms might — dinna ken — ■ 

Stm hae a stake 
I’m wae to Ihmk upo’ yon den, 

Ev'n for your sake I 


SCOTCH DRINK 

Gie strong dusk ssttl he 'nisk. 

That's sinking in despair. 

As' liquor guid to fire ms bliud, 

That's prest m' gnef and care 
There let him bowse, an' deep carouse, 

\Vi' bumpers flowing o’er. 

Till he forints his loves or debts, 

An' minds his gneis no more 

SolomomTs Proverbs, jtxxi. 6, 7. 


Let other poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, and wines, an' drucken Bacchus, 

An’ crabbet names an’ stones wrack us, 

An' grate our lug 

I sing the juice Scotch here can mak us, 

In glass or jug. 


O thou, my muse i guid auld Scotch dnnk 1 
Whether thro’ wimplm’ wonns thou jink. 
Or, nchly brown, ream owre the brink. 

In glonous faem, 

Inspire me, till I lisp an’ wink. 

To smg thy name ! 


Let husky w'hcat the haughs adorn, 
An’ aits set up their awmie horn, 

An’ pease jmd beans, at e'en or mom 
Perfume die plain : 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 
Thou king o’ grain ! 
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On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 

In souplc scones, the wale o' food * 

Or tumblin' in the boihng flood 
“WV kail an°beef. 

But when thou pours thy strong heart's blooc 
There thou shines duef. 

Food Alls the wame, an' keeps us leevm'; 
Tho' hfe's a gift no worth receivin'. 

When heavy-dragg'd w' pine an' cnevm': 
But oil'd by thee. 

The wheels o' life gae down-hiU, scnevin', 

Wi' rattlm' glee. 

Thou deals the head o' doited Lear, 

Tliou cheers the heart o' drooping Care, 
Thou stnngs the nerves o' LaW sair. 

At 's weary toil, 

Thou ev'n brightens dark Despair 
Wi' gloomy smile 

Aft, dad m massy siller weed, 

Wi' gentles thou erects thy head. 

Yet, humbly kind m tune o' need, 

The poor man's wine; 

His wee drap pamteh, or his bread; 

Thou kitchens fine 

Thou art the life o' pubhc haunts. 

But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 
Ev’n godly meetings o' the saunts. 

By thee inspir'd, 

When, gaping, they besiege the tents. 

Are doubly fir'd 

That merry mght we get the com m, 

O sweetly, then, thou reams the horn in > 

Or reekm' on a New-jrear momm' 

In cog or bicker. 

An’ ]ust a wee drap sp'ntual bum in. 

An' gusty sucker 1 
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When Vulcan gies his bdlows breath, 
An' ploughman gather wi' their graith, 

O rare I to see the fizz an' freath 
r th' lugget caup I 
Then Bumewin comes on like death • 

At every chaup. 

Nae mer( 7 , then, for aim or steel; 

The brawme, bamie, ploughman dud. 
Brings hard OAvrehip, wi' sturdy wheel 
The strong fordiammer. 

Till block an’ studdie nng an* red, 

Wi' dinsome damour. 

When skirhn' weames see the hght, 

Thou maks the gossips datter bright, ’ 
How fumbhn’ cuife their dearies shght; 

Wae worth the name I 
Nae howdie gets a soual lught, 

Or plack frae ^em. 

VTien neibors anger at a plea. 

An' just as wud as wud can be. 

How easy can the barley brie 

Cement the quarrel 1 
It’s aye the cheapest lawyer's fee. 

To taste the barrd. 

Alake ' that e’er my muse has reason. 
To wjrte her countrymen treason I 
But mony daily weet their iveason 
^ Wi’ hquors nice. 

An hardly, in a ivinter season. 

E’er spier her pnce. 

Wm \rorth that brandy, bumm’ tradi I 
Fdl source o’ mony a pam an’ brash • 
Twms mony a poor, doylt, drucken hash, 
^ 0 half his days. 

An sends, beside, add Scotland's cash 
To her warst faes. 
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Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well I 
Ye chiefs, to you my tale I tell. 

Poor, plackless devib like mysd I 
It sets you ill, 

Wi’ bitter, dearthfu' wines to mdl. 

Or foreign gill 

May gravels round his blather wrench. 

An' gouts torment him, inch by inch, 

>Vha twists his gruntle ivi’ a glunch 
O' sour disdain. 

Out owre a glass o' whisky-pundi 
Wi' honest men I 

O whisky l^soul o' plays an' pranks 1 
Accept a bardie's gratefu' thanks I 
'When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 
Are my poor verses 1 
Thou comes — they rarae 1 ' their ranks, 

At ither's a—s • 

Thee, Fermtosh I O sadly lost I 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast 1 
Now cohc gnTC, an’ barkm' hoast 
May kill us a'. 

For loyal Forbes' charter'd boast 
Is taen awa' 1 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 

'Wha mak the whisl^ stells their prize I 
Haud up thy han', Deil I ance, twice, thnce 1 
There, seize the blinkers > 

An’ bake them up m brunstane pies 

For poor d — n’d driers. 

Fortune 1 if thou'U but me me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an^ whisky gill. 

An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

T^ a' the rest. 

An' deal't about as thy bhnd skill 
Directs &ee best 
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rHE AULD FABMER'S NEW-YEAR MORNING 
SALUTATION TO HIS AULD MARE, 
MAGGIE 

3N GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED RIPE OF CORN TO 
HANSEL IN THE NEW-YEAR 

A GDID New-year I wish thee, Maggie I 
Hae, there’s a npp to thy auld baggie : 

Tho' thou’s howe-badat now, an’ knaggie. 

I’ve seen the day 

Thou could hae gaen like ony staggie, 
Out-owre the lay. 

Tho’ now thou’s dowie, stiff an’ crazy, 

An’ thy auld hide as white’s a daiae, 

I’ve seen thee dappl't, sleek an’ ^aizie, 

A borne gray : 

He should been tight that daur’t to raize thee, 
Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 

A flUy buirdly, steeve an’ swank. 

An’ set weel down a shapely diank, 

As e’er tread yird; 

An’ could hae flown out-owre a stank. 

Like ony bird. 

It’s now some mne-an’-twenty year, 

Sm’ thou was my ^id-fathers meere; 

He gied me thee, cr tocher clear. 

An’ fifty mark; 

Tho' it was sma', 'twas wed-won gear 
An’ thou was stark. 



POEMS AND SONGS 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 

Ye then were trottm’ wi' your mmme : 

Tho' ye was tiiclae, slee, an' ftumie. 

Ye ne’er was donsie, 

But hamely, tawie, quiet, an’ canme. 

An’ unco sonsie 

That day, w pranc’d wi’ muckle pnde. 

When ye bure hame my borne bnde : 

An’ sweet an’ wacefu’ she did nde, 

Wi’ maiden air 1 

Kyle-Stewart I could bragget wide, 

For SIC a pair 

Tho’ now ye dow but hoyte and hobble. 

An’ wmtle like a saumont-coble, 

TheA day, ye was a jinker noble. 

For he^ an' win’ I 
An’ ran them till th^ a’ did wauble. 

Far, far, behm’ • 

When thou an’ I u^e young an’ skeigh, 

An’ stable-meals at fair, were dreigh. 

How thou wad prance, an’ snore, an' sknegh. 
An' tak the road I 

Town’s bodies ran, an’ stood abiegh. 

An’ ca’t thee mad. 

When thou was com’t, an’ I was mellow. 
We took the road ay like a swallow ; 

At brooses thou had ne’er a fellow, 

' For pith an’ ^eed, 

But ev’ry tail thou pay’t them hollow, 
Where'W thou gaed 

The stna’, droop-rumpl’t, hunter cattle 
Might aibhns waur’t thee for a brattle. 

But sax Scotch mile, thou tr 3 r’t their mettle. 
An’ gar’t them whaizle 
Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 
O^saugh or hazle 
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Thou was a noble 'fittie-lan’/ 

As e’er in tug or tow was drawn I 
Aft thee an' 1, in aught hours' gaun. 

On guid March-weather, 

Hae turn'd sax rood beside our ban'. 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braing't. an' fetch't, an' flisket; 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whisket, 

An' spread abreed thy well-fill'd brisket, 
Wi' pith an' power. 

Till spnttie knowes wad ranr't an' nsket 
An' slypet owre 

When frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labour back to keep, 

I gied thy cog a wee bit heap 

Aboon the tinuner . 

I ken’d my Ma^e wad na sleep, 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or car thou never reested; 

The steyest brae thou wad hae fac't it; 
Thou never Im, an’ stenned, and breastet. 
Then stood to blaw. 

But )ust thy step a wee thmg hastet. 

Thou snoov’t awa’. 

My 'plough' is now thy baim-time a’, 

Four gallant brutes as e'er did diaw, 
Forbye sax mae I’ve sell't awa'. 

That thou has nurst : 

Thqr drew me thretteen pund an’ twa. 

The vera waist. 

Mony a sair dauig we twa hae wrought. 
An' wi’ the weary warl' fought * 

An’ mon}' an anxious day, I thought 
We wad be beat I 

Yet here to crazv age wer’e brought, 

Wi sometlung yet. 
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An think na, my auld tnisty servan^ 
That now perhaps thon's less deservm’. 
An' my auld days may end in starvin'. 
For my last fow, 

A heapet stinmart, I'll reserve ane 
Laid by for you 

WeVe worn to crazy years thegither; 
We'U to3^e about wi' ane anither, 

Wi’ tentie care I’ll dit thy tether 
To some hain'd ng, 

Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 
Wi’ sma' fatigue 


THE TWA DOGS 

A TALE 

Twas in that place o' Scotland's isle. 

That bears the name o' auld ‘King Cod/ 
Upon a home day m June, 

Vi^en weann' thro' the afternoon, 

Twa dogs, that were na thrang at hame, 
Fmgather’d ance upon a tune 
The first I’ll name, they ca'd him ‘Caesar/ 
Was keepet for ‘his Honor’s' pleasure . 

His hair, his size, his mouth, ms lugs. 
Skew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs. 

But whalpet some place far abroad, 

Whare sailors gang to fish for cod 
Ehs lockM, letter'd, braw brass collar 
Shew'd him the gentleman an’ scholar; 

But tho’ he was o' high degree, 

The fient a pnde, nae pnde had he. 

But wad hae spent an hour caressm', 

Ev’n wi' a tin^er-gipsey’s messan 
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At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 

Nae tawted tyke, tho’ e’er sae duddie. 

But he wad stand, as glad to see him. 

An’ stroan'd on stanes an’ hillocks m’ him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie-— 

A rhyming, ranting, ravmg billie, 

Wha for ms inend an’ comrade had him, 

And in his freaks had ’Luath’ ca’d him. 

After some dog m Highland sang. 

Was made lat^ syne— Lord knows how lang. 

He was a g^ an’ ^thfu’ tyke, 

As ever lap a dieugh or dyke. 

His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face 
Ay gat him friends m ilka places 
His breast was white, bis tou^ back 
Wed dad wi’ coat o' glossy black; 

His gawsie tad, wi' upward curl, 

Himg owre his hurdles wi' a swirl 
Nae doubt but they were fam 0’ ither. 

And unco pack an’ thick them^er, 

Wi’ soaal nose whyles snuff’d an' snowket, 
Whyles mice an' mondieworts they howket; 
Whyles scour'd awa' in lang excursion 
An' worry’ d ither m diversion; 

Till tir'd at last vd’ mony a farce, 

They set them down upon their arse, 

An’ there b^;an a lang digression 
About the 'lords o' the creation.' 


CSSAR 


I ve aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
what sort 0' hfe poor dogs like you have: 

when the gentry's life I saw. 

What way poor homes hv’d ava 
Our laird gets in his racked rents. 

His coals, his kane, an’ a' his stents • 
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He nses when he<hkes hunsel, 

His flunkies answer at the bell, 

He ca’s his coach, he ca's his horse; 

He draws a borne silken purse, 

As lan^ s my tail, where, thro' the steeks, 
The y^ow letter'd Geordie keeks 
Frae mom to e'en it's nought but toiling, 
At bakmg, roastmg, frying, boihng. 

An’ tho’ the gentiy first are stecfam’. 

Yet ev’n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi’ sauce, ragouts, an’ sic like tra^tne 
That’s httle short o’ downright wastne 
Our whipper-in, wee, blasted wonner. 

Poor, worthless df, it eats a dinner. 

Better than ony tenant-man 
His Honour has in a’ the Ian’ 

An’ what poor cot-folk pit their pamch in. 

I own It’s past my comprehension 


LUATH 

Trowth, Caesar, whyles they're fash't eneugh ; 
A cottar howkm' m a sheugh, 

Wi' dirty stanes biggm’ a dyte, 

Banng a qumry, anisic like, 

Himsd, a wife, he thus sustains, 

A sm3rtae o’ wee duddie weans. 

An’ nought but his han'-daurg, to keep 
Them nght an' tight m thack an' raep 

An' when they meet wi' sair disasters, 

Like loss o' health, or want o' masters. 

Ye maist wad think, a wee touch lan^, 

An^ they maun starve o’ cauld an’ hunger * 

But how it comes, I never kent yet, 

The/re maistly wonderfu’ contented; 

An’ buirdly chiels^ an’ clever hizzies. 

Are bred m sic a way as this is. 
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But then to see how ye're neglecket, 
How huff'd, an’ cufi’d, an' disrespecket I 
L—d man, our gentry care as httie 
For delveis, ditw^, an' sic cattle. 

They gang as saucy by poor folk. 

As I wad by a stinkmg brock. 

I’ve notic’d, on our laird's court-day — 
An' mony a time my heart’s been wae — 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' ca^. 

How they maun thole a factor^s sna^; 
He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an’ swear 
He’ll apprwend them, pomd their gear. 
While they maun stan’, wi' a^ect humble. 
An’ hear it a’, an' fear an’ tremble I ' 

I see how folk hve that hae nches; 

But sordy poor-folk maun be wretches 1 


LUATH 

They’re no sae wretched's ane wad thinly 
Tho* constantly on poortith’s brink. 

They’re sae accustom'd wi' the sight. 

The view o't gies them httle fright. 

Then chance and fortune are sae gmded, 
They’re ay m less or man provided. 

An' tho’ mtigu’d wi' close emplo 3 unent, 

A bhnk o’ rest's a sweet enjoyment. ’ 

The dearest comfort o’ their hves, 

Their grushie weans an’ faithfu’ wives; 

^e pratthng things are just their pnde. 
That sweetens a’ their hreside 
An’ whyles twalpenrae worth o’ nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy 
They lay aside their pnvate cares 
To mind the Kirk and State affairs; 
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They’ll talk o' patronage an' priests, 

Wi' kindling fury i* their breasts. 

Or tdl what new taxation’s comm’, 

An’ ferhe at the folk m Lon’on. 

As bleak-fac’d Hallowmass returns, 

They get the jovial, rantin’ kuns, 

Wlien rural hfe, of ev’ry station, 

Umte in common recreation. 

Love bhnks, Wit slaps, an’ social Mirth 
Forgets there’s Care upo’ the earth. 

Ihat merry day the year begms. 

They bar the door on misty win’s; 

The nappy reeks wi’ manthng ream. 

An’ sheds a heart-inspinng steam, 

The luntm’ pipe, an’ sneeshin’ mill. 

Are handed round wi’ right guid will, 

The cantie auld folks crackin’ crouse, 

The young anes rantmg thro’ the house — 
My heart has been sae fam to see them, 
That I for joy hae barket wi’ them 

Still it’s owre true that ye hae said. 

Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 

There’s mony a creditable stock 
O’ decent, honest, fawsont folk. 

Are nven out baith root an’ branch. 

Some rascal’s pndefu’ greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to kmt himsel’ the faster 
In favour wi’ some gentle master, 

Wha, aiblins thrang a parhamentm’. 

For Bntam’s guid his saul mdentm' — 


C£SAR 

Haith, lad, ye httle ken about it * 

For Bntam’s guid I gmd faith i I doubt it. 
Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead him 
An’ sajnng aye or no’s they bid him . 



155 


POEMS AND SONGS 

At operas an’ plays pacaduig, 

Mor^a^ng, gambling, masquerat^g 
Or maybe, m a frohc daft, 

To Hs^e or Calais takes a -waft. 

To mak a tour an' tak a whirl. 

To learn hot% ion, an' see the worl'. 

There, at Vienna, or Versailles, 

He rives his Cher's auld entails; 

Or by Madnd he takes the rout. 

To thrum guitars an' fecht wi’ nowt; 

Or down Italian vista startles, 
Wh-re-hunting amang groves o' myrtles : 
Then bowses ditimhe German-water, 

To mak himsd' look fair an' fatter. 

An’ dear the consequential sorrows. 
Love-gifts of Carmval signoras 
For Bntain’s guid > for her destruction I 
Wi' dissipation, feud an’ faction. 


LOATH 

Hech man I dear sirs I is that the gate 
Diey waste sae mony a braw estate i 
Are we sae foughten an' harass'd 
For gear to gai^ that gate at last ? 

O would ttey stay aback frae courts. 
An’ please therasds wi’ countra sports. 

It wad for ev^ry ane be better. 

The laird, the tenant, an’ the cottar I 
For than frank, rantm’, rambhn’ Kiniaf 
Femt haet o’ them’s ill-hearted fellowsi 
Except for bieakm’ o' tbdr timmer. 

Or spealon' lightly o’ their limmer, 

^ shootin’ o*^a hare or moor-cock 
The ne’er-a-bit th^^e ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tdl me, master Casax 
gire great folk’s life’s a life o’ pleasure ? 
^ cauld nor hunger e’er can steer them, 
fhe very thought o't need na fear tKpm 
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‘ CiBSAS 

/ 

L — d, man, were ye>but whyles whare I am. 
The gentles, ye wad ne'er envy them i 
It’s true, they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro’ wmter’s cauld, or simmer's heat. 
They’ve nae satr-wark to craze their banes, 
An* fill anld age wi’ grips an’ granes; 

But human bodies are sic fools. 

For a’ theur colleges an’ schools, 

That when nae r^ ills perplex them, 

They mak enow themsds to vex them. 

An' aye the less they hae to sturt them. 

In like proportion, less will hurt them. 

A country fdlow at the pleugh. 

His acre’s till’d, he’s right eneugh, 

A country ml at her vmed. 

Her dizzen^ dune^ she's unco wed; 

But gentlemen, an’ ladies warst, 

Wi' ev’n-down want o’ wark are curst. 

' They loiter, lounging, lank an’ la^, 

Tho’ dal-haet ails them, yet uneasy . 

Their days msipid, dull an' tastdess. 

Their nights unquiet, lai^ an' restless 
An’ ev’n their sports, Iheir balls an' races, 
Their gallopmg through pubhc places, 

There's sic parade, ac pomp an^ art, 

The ]oy can scarcdy reach the heart. 

The men cast out m party-matdies. 

Then sowther a’ in deep debauches 
Ae night they’re mad wi’ drmk an wh-rmg, 
Niest day their hfe is past endunng 
The ladies arm-m-arm m dusters. 

As great an' graaous a' as sisters, 

But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
Tliey’re a' run deils an’ jads thegither 
Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an’ plaitie. 

They sip the scandal-potion pretty. 
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Or lee-lang nights, wi* crabbet leuks 
Pore owre the de^'s pictur’d beuks; 

Stake on a diance a fanner’s stackyard. 

An' cheat hke ony unhanged blackraard 
There’s some exceptions, man an^ woman; 
But this is gentry’s me m common. 

By this, the sun was out of sight. 

An’ darker gloamm’ brought the night; 

The bum-clock humm'd wi’ lazy drone. 

The kye stood rowtin* i’ the loan; 

When im they gat an’ shook* their lugs, 
Remic’a they were na w.m but dogs ; 

An’ each took afE his several way. 

Resolv’d to meet some ither day. 


AUTHOR’S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER 

TO THE SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES IN THE HOUSE 
OF COMMONS 


Dearest of distiUafion I last and best— 

... How art thou lost > — 'Parody on Milton. 


Ye Irish lords, ye kmghts an’ squires, 
Wha represent our brughs an’ s^es. 
An’ doucely manage our affairs 
In parliament, 

io you a simple poet s pray'rs 

Are humbly sent. 


^as 1 my roupet muse is hearse I 
Your Honors’ hearts wi' gnef ’twad 
To see her sittm’ on her arse 

A j 1' the dust, 

Ana scnechm out prosaic verse, 

' 'An’ hke to burst 1 


pierce. 
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Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me's m great aiHiction,' 

E'er sin' they laid that curst restnction 
On aqna-vitas, 

An' rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier youth 
The honest, open, naked truth : 

Tell hun o' mme an' Scotland's drouth. 

His servants humble : 

The mudde deevil blaw you south. 

If ye dissemble i 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb I 
I^t posts an' pen»ons sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant them; 
If honestly they canna come, 

Far better ivant them. 

In gath'rm' votes you were na dack. 

Now stand as tightiy by your tack 
Ne'er daw your lug, an' ndge your back, 

hum an' haw, 

But raise your aim, an' tell your crack 
Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greetm' owre her thnssle. 
Her mutchkm ^owp as toom's a whissle: 
An’ d — mn’d excisemen m a bussle, 

Seizm’ a stell, 

Tnumphant, crushm't like a mussel. 

Or limpet shell ' 

Then, on the tith^ hand, present her— 

A blackguard smuggler right behint her. 

An' cheek-for-chow, a chuffie vmtner 
Colleaguing jom, 

Piddn' her pouch as bare as wmter 
Of a’ kmd coin. 
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Is there, that bears the name o' Scot, 

But feds his heart's blind riang hot, 

To see lus poor auld anther's pot 

Thus dung in staves. 

An’ plunder’d o’ her tundmost groat. 

By gallovTs knaves ? 

Alas I I’m but a nameless vright, 

Txode i’ the mire out o’ sight r 
But could I like Mon^ometies fight, 

Or gab hke Boswell, 

There’s some sark-neckB I wad draw tight. 
An’ de some hosew^ 

God bless your Honors > can ye see’t — 

The kmd, auld, cantie carlm greet. 

An’ no get wa^y to your feet, 

An’ gar them hear it, 

An’ tell them wi’ a patriot-heat, 

Ye wmna bear it ? 

Some o’ you mcdy kea the laws. 

To round the penod an’ pause. 

An' with xhetbnc danse on dause 

To mak harangues; 

Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa’s 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster, a true blue Scot I'se warran; 
Thee, aith-detestmg, chaste Eilkerran; 

An’ that glib-gabbet Highland baron, 

The Imrd o' Graham; 

An' ane, a chap that’s d— mn’d anlAfarraTij 
Dundas his name : 

Erskme, a spunkie Norland billie; 

True Campodl's, Fredenck and Hay; 

An' Lavistone, the badd Sir Wilhe; 

An’ mony ilhers. 

Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own for britheis. 
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See, sodger Hugh, my watchman stented, 
If poets e’er are represented, 

1 ken if that your sword were wanted. 
Ye’d lend a hand. 

But when there’s ought to say anent it, 
YeVe at a stand. 

Arouse, my boys • mcert your mettle. 

To get auld Scotland back her kettle , 

Or Math 1 I’ll wad nw new pleugh-pettle. 
Ye’ll see't or lang, 

She’ll teach you, wi’ a reekm’ whittle, 
Amther sang 

This while ^e's been m crankous mood. 
Her lost Mihtia fir’d her blmd, 

(Dell nor they never mair do guid, 

> Play'd her that pliskie I) 

An’ now she’s hke to rm red wud 
■ About her whisky 

An’ L — d 1 if ance they pit her tiU’t, ' 
Her tartan petticoat she’ll kilt. 

An' durk air pistol at her belt. 

She’ll tak the streets. 
An’ nn her whittle to the hilt, 

r the first idle meets 1 

For G — d-sake, sirs I then speak her faxr. 
An’ straik her cannie wi' the hair. 

An’ to the muckle house repair, 

Wi’ mstant speed. 

An’ stnve, wi’ a' wur wit an’ lear. 

To get remead 

Yon lU-tongu’d tinkler, Charlie Fox, 

May taunt you wi' his jeers and mocks; 
But gie han’t het, my hearty cocks I 
E’en cowe the cadie I 
An’ send him to his dicing box 

An’ sportm’ lady. 
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Tdl yon guid blnid o’‘ auld Boconnock's, 

I’ll be Ms debt twa' ma^um boimocks. 

An' dnnk Ms health in auld Nanse Tinnock’s 
Nine tunes a-week. 

If he some scheme, like tea an' ivinnocks. 
Wad kindly seek 

» i f 

Could he some commutation broach, 
rU pledge my aith m gmd braid Scotch, 

He needna fear their foul reproach 
Nor erudition, 

Yon mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch. 

The 'Coahtiott? 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue; 

She’s ]ust a devil wi’ a rung. 

An’ xE ^e promise auld or young > > 

To tak their part, 

Tho* by the neck ^e would be strung. 

She’ll no desert. 

* I * 

And now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty, 

May shll your imther’s heart support ye; 
Then, tho^ a minister grow dorty. 

An’ Mck your place, 

Ye’U snap your Magers, poor an’ hearty, 
Before Ms face. 

God bless your Honors, a' your day^ 

Wi’ sowps o’ kail and brats o’ claise. 

In spite o’ a’ the tMevish kaes, . 

That haunt St Jamie’s I 
Your humble poet sings an’ pra]^, 

\\Tiile Rab his name is 


POSTSCKIPT 


B.P 


Let half-starv’d daves in warmer s k i es 
See future wines, nch-dust’img nse, 
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Tlicir lot auld Scotland ne’er emnes, 

But, blylbc and fnsky, 
She eyes her frcclxnn. martial boys 

Tak aff their whisky. 

Wliat Iho' their Phoebus kinder warms. 
\Miilc fragrance blooms and beauty charms, 
When WTCtchcs range, in famish'd swarms, 
The scented groves; 

Or, hounded forth, dishonor arms 
In hungry droves I 

Their gun’s a burden on their shouthcr; 
They douna bide the stink o’ powthcr. 
Their bauldcst thought’s a hank'nng swilhcr 
To stand or nn. 

Till skelp— 41 shot — ^they’re aff, a' throw’thcr 
To Scavc their skin 

But bring a Scotsman frac his hill, 

Clap in his cheek a Highland gill. 

Say, such is royal George’s wnU, 

An' tJicrc's the foe I 
He has nac thought but how to kill 
Tw'a at a blow. 

Nac cauld, faint-hearted doublings tease him 
Death comes, wi’ fearless eye he sees hun, 
Wi’ bluidy hand a welcome aes hun; 

An’ when he fa’s, 

His latest draught o’ breathm’ lea’es hun 
In faint huzzas. 

Sages tlieir solemn een may steek, 

An^ raise philosophic reek. 

An’ physically causes seek. 

In dune an' season; 

But tell me whisky’s name in Greek, 
i’ll tell the reason. 
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Scotland, my anld, respected zmther I 
Tho’ wlides ye moistify your leather, 
Till, whare ye sit on craps 0' heather. 
Ye tme 3rour dam. 
Freedom an' whi^ ga^ thegither I 
Tak an your dram. 


THE ORDINATION 

For sense, they httte owe to frugal HeaVn — 

To please the mob they hide the htQe gtv*]].* 

Kiusasmoce 'wabst^, fidge and daw. 
An' pour your creese nations; 

An' ye wha leather rax an' draw. 

Of a’ denommations; 

Swith * to the l^h l^k, ane an’ a'. 
An' there trk up your Nations; 

Then a& to Beghte's in a raw. 

An' pour divine hbations 

For ]oy this day. 

Curst ‘Common-sense,’ that hap o' h-F, 
Cam m wi' Maggie Lauder ; 

But Ohphant aft made her ydl. 

An' Russdl sanr misca'd her : 

This day Mackinlay taks the 
An' he's the boy wdl blaud her 1 

He'll dap a shangan on her tail. 

An' set the bairns to daud her 
Wi’ duct this day. 

Msi ^te an’ turn King David owre. 
^And lilt "wi* holy clangor; 

O' double verse come gie us four 
An' skirl up ‘the Bangor* ; • * 
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This day the kirk kicks up a stonre, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wranj^' her; 

For Heresy is in her tww'r. 

And gloiiouslv she'll whang her, 

W^i' pith liiis daj' 

Come, let a proper (ext be read, 

An’ touch It aff wi* vigour. 

How faceless Ham Icugh at his dad, 
Wlucli made Canaan a nigger, 

Or Plnncas drove the murdering blade, 
Wi' whorc-abhomng rigour; 

Or Zipporah, the scauldm^ jad. 

Was like a bluidy teeger, 

r th' inn that day. 

There, tr^’ liis mettle on the creed, 

And bind him down wi' caution, 

That stincnd is a carnal uccd 
He taks but for the fashion; 

And gie hun o'er the flock to feed, 

And punish each transgression; 

Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

Gic them sufTiacnt tlireshin', 

Sparc them nac day. 

Now auld Kihnamock, cock thy tail, 

An' toss thy horns fu' canty, 

Nac mair thou'lt rowte out-owie the dale, 
Because thy pasture’s scanty; 

For lapfu’s large o’ gospel kail 
Shall hll thy crib in plenty. 

An’ runts o' grace the pi^ an’ wale. 

No gi’en by way o’ dainty. 

But ilka day. 

Nac mair by 'Babel’s streams’ we’ll weep. 
To think upon our ‘Zion’; 

And hing our fiddles up to sleep. 

Like baby*clouts a-diyin’ 1 
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Come, screw the pegs wi' ttmefu* cheep, 

And o’er the thamns be tiyin’; 

Oh, rare 1 to see our dbuck's wheep. 

And a' like lamb-tails flyin', 

Fu’ last this day 1 

T-gng patronage, wi' rod o' aim. 

Has droll'd the Kirk's undoin'; 

As latdy Fenwick, sair forfaim. 

Has proven to its ruin : 

Our patron, honest man I Glencaim, 

He saw mischief was brewm'; 

An' hke a godly, dect bairn. 

He’s wal^ us out a true ane. 

And sound this day. 

Now Robertson, haranme nae mair. 

But ste^ your gab for ever, 

Or try the v^ed town of Ayr, 

For th«B the 3 r'll think you clever; 

Or, nae reflection on your leax. 

Ye may commence a diaver. 

Or to the Netherton repair, • 

An’ turn a carpet weaver, 

Afi-hand this day. 

Mu’tiie and you w^e ]ust a matdi. 

We never had dc twa drones; 

Auld 'Horme' did the Laigh Kirk watch. 
Just like a winkin' bauiwms. 

And ay he catch'd the tither wretch. 

To fry them in his caudrons. 

But now his Honor maun detadi, ’ 

Wi’ a’ his brimstone squadrons’ 

Fast, fast this day. 

See, see auld Orthodoigr’s faes. 

She’s swmgem' thro’ the city ! 

Hark, how the nme-tail’d cat she plays I 
I vow it’s unco pretly : 



x66 


POEMS AND SONGS 

Tlifrc, Learning, willi his Grcckish face, 
Gnints out some Latin clitt}'; 

And 'Common-sense* is gatin, she sa>s, 
To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 

But there's Morality himsd 
Embracing all opinions. 

Hear, hoiv he gics the tithcr yell, 
Between his twa companions I 
Sec, how she peels the skin an' fell. 

As ane was peelin' onions I 
Now there, the 5 '*re packM afi to h-ll. 
An' banish'd our dominions, 

Henceforth tins day. 

0 happj' day I rejoice, rejoice I 
Come bouse about the porter I 
Morality’s demure decim 
Shall here nac mair nnd quarter : 
Mackinlay, Russell, arc the boys 
That hcrcs}' can torture; 

Thc 3 ’’ll gic her on a rape a hoyse. 

And cowe her measure shorter 

By til' head some day. 

Come, bring the tither mutchkin m, 

And herffs — ^for a conclusion — 

To cv’iy 'new -light’ mother's son. 

From* this time fortli, confusion 1 
If mair they deave vs wV their dm. 

Or patronage intrusion, 

We’ll light a spunk, and ev'ry skin. 

We'll nn them aff in fusion. 

Like oil some day. 
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EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH 

Fneadship, m3rstenous cement of tiie sonl { 

Sweet'ner of Life, and solder of Soaely I 
1 owe thee mu^-— — Blair. 

Dear Smith, the slee'st, pawlde thief. 

That e'er attempted steafih ot xief ! 

Ye surdjr hae some warlodk-breef 
Owre human hearts : 

For ne’er a bosom yet was pnef 
Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an’ moon. 

An* ev’ry star that bhnks aboon, 

Ye’ve cost me twenty pair o' dioon. 

Just gaun to see you; 

An' ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I’m wi' you. 

That auld, capradous carlm, Nature, 

To mak amends for scrimpet stature. 

She’s turn’d you aff, a human-creature 
On her first plan. 

And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature 
She's wrote ine Man. 

Just now I’ve taen the fit o’ rhyme, 

My banme noddle's worlong prune. 

My fancy yerket up subhme, 

Wi’ hasty summon; 

Hae ye a leisure-moment’s tune 

To hear what’s cornin' ? 

Some rhyme a neibor’s name to lash; 

Some rhyme (vam thought I) for needfu’ cash; 

Some rhyme to court me countra'dadi. 

An’ raise a din; 

For me, an aim 1 never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 
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Tlic star that lulcs my luckless lot, 
lias latcd ini* the lu^scl coat, 

An' damn'd my fortune to the groat; 

Put, m requit. 

Has blest me utth a random-shot 
O' conntra wiU 

Tins while my notion's tacn a sklent, 

To try mv fate in guid, black prent; 

But still the matr I'm that way bent, 
Something cncs 'Hoolic 1 
1 red you, honest man, tak tent i 
Yg'H shaw your folly; 

There's itlicr poets, much your betters. 

Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
Hac thought they had ensur'd their debtors, 
A' future ages, 

Now moths deform, m shapeless tatters, 
Their unknown pages.’ 

Tlicn farewell hopes of laurel-boughs. 

To garland my poetic bious I 
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs 
Arc whistlin’ thrang. 

An* teach the landy heights an' howes 
My rustic sang. 

I'll wander on, wi* tcnticss heed 
How ncvcr-lidting moments speed. 

Till fate ^all snap the bnttlc tliread; 

Tlicn, all unknown, 

I’ll lay me uitli th' inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone I 

But why o' death begin a tale ? 

Just now we’re living sound an' hale; 

Tlien top and maintro crowd the sail, 
Heave Care o’er-side I 
And large, before Enjoyment’s gale. 

Let's tak the tide. 
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This life, sae far’s I undei^stand. 

Is a’ enchanted fairy-land. 

Where Pleasure is the iDagic-wand,> . 
That wielded nght, 

Maks hours like minutes, hand.m hand, 
. Dance by fu' light. 


The magic-wand then let us wield; ' 
For ance that five-an’-forty’s sped'd. 
See, crazj', weary, joyless eild, 

Wr wrmkl’d face, 
Comes hostm’, hirplm’ owre the 
Wi’ creepin* pace. 


When ance hfe’s day draws near the 'gbamin’. 
Then farewed vacant, cardess roamm'; 

An’ farewed cheerfu' tankards foamin’. 

An’ sodal noise 

An’ farewed dear, dduc^g woman, 

The joy of joys I 


0 life > how pleasant, in thy^ morning. 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adormng ! 
Cold-pausuig Caution's lesson scommg. 
We fnsk away, 

lake school-b^, at th’ expected wamme 
To joy an' play. 


We wander there, we wander here, 

We eye the rose upon the bner, 
Ummndful that the 'thorn is near, 
Amoi^ the leaves; 

Ana tho the-puny wound appear. 
Short while it gneves. 
Some, lucky, find a flow’iy spot. , 
For wbch they never toil’d nor swat; 
They dnnk the sweet and eat the fat . 

But care or pain. 

And haply eye the barren hut . , 

.With high disdain. 
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With steady aiiUj some fortune chase. 
Keen hope does ev’xy smeur brace; 

Thro' fair, thro' foul, th^ urge ^e race. 
An' seize the prey : 

Then cannie, in some cozie place, 

They close the day. 

And others, hke your humble servan’. 
Poor uaghts 1 nae rules nor roads observin 
To nght or left eternal swervm'. 

They zig-zag on; 

Till, curst unth age, obscure an' starvm’. 
They often groan 

Alas 1 what bitto: toil an' strainmg — 

But truce with peevish, poor complainin 
Is fortune's fidde Luna waning ^ 

E’en let her gang ' 

Beneath what hght she has remaining, 
Ler s smg our sang. 

My pen I here fling to the door. 

Ana kneel, ye Powrs i and warm implore, 
‘Tho’ I should wander Terra o'er. 

In all her dimes. 

Grant me but this, I ask no more. 

Ay rowth o' rhymes. 

'Gie dieepin* roasts to countra lairds. 

Till icides hing frae their beards. 

Gie fine braw daes to fine life-guards. 

And maids of honor , 

An' yiU an' whisl^ me to cairds. 

Until uey sconner. 

'A title, Dempster ments it; 

A garter gie to Wiflie Pitt; 

Gie wealth to some be-led£^d 
In cent per cent ; 

But give me real, sterling wit. 

And I'm content. 
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'While ye are pleas’d to keep me hale, 
ru sit doivn o'er my scanty meal, 

Be’t water brose or mn^-kail, 

Wi’ cheerfu' face. 

As fang's the Muses duma fail 
To say Ihe grace/ 

An anidous e’e 1 never throws 
Bdunt my lug, or by my nose; 

I ]ouk benea& Misfortune's blows 
As weel's I may; 

Sworn foe to sorrow, care, am prose, 

1 rhyme away. 

0 ye douce folk that hve by rule. 
Grave, tideless-blooded, wtlm an* cool. 
Compar’d wi’ you— O fool • fool 1 fool I 

How mudi unhke < 

Your hearts are ]ust a standing pool. 
Your hves, a dylm I 

Nae hare-brain'd, sentimental traces 
In your unletter’d, nameless faces I 
In artoso trills and graces 

Ye never stray; 

But gravtsstmo, solemn basses 
Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye're wise; 
Nae ferly tho’ ye do despise 
The hainun-scauum, ram-stam bo 3 r 5 . 
The rattling squad : 

1 see ye upward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road 1 

Whilst I— but I shall hand me there, 
w you ril scarce gang ony where— 
Then, Jamie, I diall say nae mair. 

But quat my sang 
Content wi' you to mak a pair, 
Whare’er I gang. 
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THE VISION 

DOAN FmST 

I 

The son had dos’d tiie winter day. 
The curlers quat their roann’ play, 
And hunger’d maukin* taen her way. 
To kail-yards green, 
While faithless snatt^ ilk step betray 
Wbare die has been. 

The thresher’s weary fiingin’-tree. 

The lee-lang day had tirSd me, 

And when we day had dos'd his e’e. 
Far 1’ the west, 

Ben 1’ the ^ence, right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

There, lanely by the ingle-chedr, 

I sat and ey'd the spewmg reek, 

That fill’d, wi' hoast-provo^g smedc. 
The aula day big^'; 
An' heard the restless rattons sque^ 
About the riggm'. 

All in this mottie, misty dune,, 

I backward mus’d on wasted ^e, 
How I had spent my youthfu' prune, 
An’ done naething. 

But strmgmg blethers up m rhyme. 
For fools to smg. 


Had I to guid advice but harket, 

I might, by this, hae led a market, 

Or strutted m a bank and darket 
My c^-account. 

While here, halt-mad, half-fed, half-sarket, 
a' th' amount 
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Her mantle large, of greemsh hue. 

My gazing wonder chiefly dTew; 

Deep lights and shades, bold-nungling, threw 
A lustre grand, 

And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A w^-known land 

Here, nvers m the sea were bst; 

There, mountams to the ^es were toss't : 
Here, tumblu^ billows mark'd the coast, 
mth surging foam. 

There, distant ^one Art's lofty boast, 

The lordly dome 

Here, Doon pour'd down his far-fetch'd floods. 
There, well-fed Irwme statdy thuds : 

Auld heimit A}rr staw thro* his woods. 

On to the ^ore , 

And many a lesser torrent scuds, 

With seeinmg roar. 

Low, m a sandy valley roread, 

An ancient borough rear'd her head; 

Still, as m Scotb^ stoiy read. 

She boasts a race 
To eViy nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tow'r, or palace fair. 

Or nuns pendent m the air, " 

Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern. 

Some seem’d to muse, some seem'd to dare. 
With feature stem. 

My heart did glowing transport feel, 

To see a race Woic wheel. 

And brandish round the deep-dyed sted. 

In sturdy blows. 

While, back-recoihi^, seem'd to reel 
Their Suthron foes 
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His Ccrantiy’s Saviour, mark him wdH ! 
Bold Richardton's heroic swell; 

The chiesE, on Sark who glorious fdl 
In hig^ command. 

And he whom ruthless fates expel 
His native land. 

There, where a sceptr'd Pictish shade 
Stalk’d round his ashes lowly laid, 

1 mark'd a martial race, pourtray'd 
In colours strong : 

Bold, soldier-featur’d, undismay'd. 
They sbrode along. 

Thro’ many a wild, romantic grove. 
Near many a hermit-fanded cove 
(Fit haunts for fnenddup or for love, 
In musmg mood), 

An aged Jud^, I saw him rove, 
Dispensmg good. 

With deep-struck, reverential awe. 

The learned Sire and Son I saw ; 

To Nature’s God, and Nature’s law. 
They gave their lore. 

This, all its source and end to draw, 
That, to adore 

Brydon’s brave ward I well could spy. 
Beneath old Scotia's snuhng eye; 

Who call’d on Fame, low standmg by. 
To hand him on. 

Where many a patnot-name on high, 
And hero shone. 

DUAM SECOND 

Wia musmg-deep, astonidi’d stare, 

I view’d the heavenly-seeming Fair; 
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'Hence, Fnllarton, the brave and ynung; 
Hence, Dempster’s zeal-inspirM tongue, 
Hence, sweet, harmonious Beattie sung 
His “Minstrel” lays. 

Or tore, with noble ardour stung. 

The sceptic’s bays. 

'To lower orders are asagn'd 
The humbler ranks of human-kmd. 

The rustic bard, the laboring hind. 

The artisan; 

All chase, as vanous the^^re mclm’d. 

The vanous man. 

‘When ydlow waves the heavy grain. 

The thi^t’mng storm some strongly rem; 
Some teach to meliorate the plam. 

With tillage*s^ll; 

And some instruct the ^epherd-tram, 
Bl3dhe o’er the hiH. 

'Some hmt the lover's harmless wile; 

Some grace the maiden's artless smile; 
Some soothe the laborer's weary toil 
For humble gains, 

And make his cotta^scenes beguile 
His cares and pains. 

'Some, bounded to a distiict-^ace. 
Explore at large man’s mfant race. 

To mark the embiyotic trace ■ 

Of rustic bard, 

And careful note each opening grace, 

A guide and guard ' 

‘Of these am I — CoSa my namp. ; 

And this distnct as mme I . 

Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame, 
Hdd nibrag pow’r : 

I mark'd thy embryo-tuneful flame. 

Thy natal hour. 
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*With future hope I oft would gaze 
Fond, on thy hme early ways, 

Thy ruddy caroli'd chiming phrase. 

In uncouth rhymes, 

Fur'd at the sunple, artless lays 
Of olher times 

'I saw thee seek the soundmg shore. 
Delighted with the dashing roar. 

Or when the North his fleecy store 
Drove thro’ the sky, 

I saw gnm Nature’s visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye 

*Or when the deep green-mantled earth 
Warm chensh’d ev’ry floweret's birth. 

And ]oy and music pounng forth 
In ev’ry grove, 

1 saw thee ^e the general mirth 
With boundless love 

’When npen'd Adds and azure skies 
Call’d foim the reapers’ rusthng noise, 

I saw thee leave their ev'mng joys. 

And londy stalk. 

To vent thy bosom’s swelhng nse, 

In pensive walk 

‘When youthful love, wann-blushmg, strong, 
Keen-duvermg, shot thy nerves along. 

Those accents grateful to thy tongue, 
adordd Name, 

I taught Ihee how to pour m song. 

To soothe thy flame. 

‘I saw thy pulse’s maddemng play. 

Wild send thee Pleasure’s devious way, 
Mided by Fancy’s meteor-ray. 

By pasdon dnven. 

But yet the hght that led astray 

Was hght horn Heaven. 
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*I thy maimers-paintmg strains. 

The loves, ways of simple swams. 

Till now, o’er all my wide domains 
Thy fame extends; 

And some, the pnde of Coihi’s plains. 
Become thy friend. 

'Thou canst not learn, nor I can show. 
To pamt with Thomson’s landscape glow; 
Or wake the bosom-mdting throe. 

With Shenstone's art. 

Or pour, with Gray, the movmg flow 
Warm on the heart. 

'Yet, all beneath th’ unnvall’d rose. 

The lowly daisy sweetly blows, 

Tho’ large the forest’s monarch throws 
His army-^ade. 

Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 
Adown the glade 

'Then never murmur nor rejwe, 

Stnve m thy humble qihere to shme; 
And trust me, not Potosi’s mme. 

Nor king’s regard. 

Can give a bhss o’ermatchu^ thme, 

A rustic bard. 

'To give my counsels all in one. 

Thy tuneful flame still careful fan : 
Preserve the digmty of Man, 
mth soul erect, 

And trust the Universal Plan 
Will all protect 

'And wear thou <A*s’ — die solemn said. 
And bound the holly round my head . 
The pohdi’d leaves and berries red 
Did rustling play. 

And, like a passing thought, she fled 
In light away. 
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THE RANTIN' DOG. THE DADDIE OT 

hare'll our Kurlcman he’ 

0 wii \ mv babic-clotits will buy > 

O wha will tend me when I ciy/ 

Wlia will kiis me where I he f 
The rantin' dog, the daddic o't 

O wha will own he did tlic faut ? 

0 w*ha Will buy tlic groanm' maut? 

0 wha will tell me how* to ca't ? 

The rantin' dog, the daddie o't 

Wlicn I mount the crccpic-chair. 

Wia mil sit beside me there ’ 

Gie me Rob. I'll seek nae mair. 

The rantin' dog. the daddic o't. 

WHia will crack to me mv lane ? 

\Mia will mak me iidgm' fain ? 

Wlia will kiss me o’er again ^ 

The rantin' dog, the daddic o't. 


HERE’S HIS HE/\LTH IN WATER 
7*«m« — 'T he Job of Journejr-worfc ' 

Altho’ my bade be at the wa’, 

And tho' he be the fautor; 

Altho* my back be at the wa', 

Yet, hem's his health in water. 

O w'ac gae by his wanton sides, 

Sae brawhe's he could flatter, 
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Till for bis sake I’m sighted sair, 

And dree the kintra clatter : 

But tbo’ my back be at the wa’. 

Yet, here’s ins health m water. 


ADDRESS TO THE UNCO QUID 

OR THE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS 


My Son, these masuns make a rale, , 

An* lump them ay thegither, 

The 2 itnd Rt^ieous is a fool. 

The Titgtd Wtse anither . 

The cleanest com that dei was dight 
May hae some pyles o' caff m; 

So ne’er a fellow-creature slight 
For random fits o' daffin. 

S0LOU08. — ^Eccles. cb. vii. verse x6 

O YE wha are sae gaid yoorsd^, 

Sae pious and sae holy. 

Ye’ve nought to do but Tnarlr and tdl 
Your neibouxs' fonts and folly I 
Whase life is hke a weel-gaun mill. 
Supplied wi’ store 0 ' water; 

The neapet happer’s ebbing still. 

An* 8^ the mp plays datter. 

Hear me, ye venerable core. 

As counsel for poor mort^ 

That frequent pass douce Wisdom's dorar 
For gl^t Folly’s portals : 

I, for their thoughtless, caress sakes. 
Would here propone defences — 

Th^ donsie tncks, their bl^ mistakes. 
Their faihngs and 
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Ye see yoiir state tn' theirs compared, 
And shudder at the niSer; 

But cast a moment's fair r^ard, 

'VMiat mahs the mighty ^er ? 

Discount what scant occasion gave. 
That pturi^ ye pride in; 

And (wnat’s &ft mair than a' the lave) 
Your better art o' hidm’. 

Thick, when your castigated pulse 
Gles now and then a wallop 1 

Yihat ragings must his \'eins convulse, 
That elemal g^qp ! 

WV wind and ride fair i' your tail. 
Right on 3 'e scud j-our sea-v.ay. 

But in the teeth o' baith to sail. 

It mals an unco les>way. 

See Sodal Life and Glee at down. 

Ah j<^ous and unthinking, 

T13, quite transnumfy'd, they're grown 
Debauchery and Drihlmig : 

O would the}' sta}' to calc^te 
Th' etema) consequences; 

Or your more dread^ hell to state, 
Damration of expenses I 

Ye high, e:a!ted, virtuous dames. 

Tied up in godlj* laces. 

Before j'e gie poor Frailtj/ names. 
Suppose a change o’ cases; 

A dear-lov'd lad, con%cuience scug, 

A treach'rous inclination; 

But, let me wh%per i' j-oar lag. 

Ye’re aibSns nac tcmptarioo. 

Then gently scan yoar brothe- man. 
Still geiticr sister woman; 

Tho’ the}' mav gang a kencin TitT?nr, 
To step asiifs is human ; 
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One point must siili be greatly dark. 

The moving Why they do it, 

And ]ust as lamely can ye mark. 

How fax perhaps th^ rue it. 

Who made the heart, ’tis He alone 
Deddedly can try us. 

He knows each chord, its various tone. 

Each spnng, its various bias : 

Then at the balance let’s be mute. 

We never can adjust it; 

What’s done we partly may compute. 

But know not what’s resisted. 


THE INVENTORY 

m ANSWER TO A MANDATE BY THE SURVEYOR 
OF THE TAXES 

Sir, as your mandate did request, 

I send you here a faithfu’ hst, 

O’ gudes an’ gear, an’ a’ my grmth. 

To whidi I’m clear to gie my aith. 

Imprimis, then, for carnage cattle, 

I hae four brutes o’ gallant mettle. 

As ever drew before a pettle. 

My Lani-afore's a guid auld ’has been,* 

An’ wight an’ wilfu’ a’ his d^ been : 

My Landnihin’s a weel gaun ^e. 

That aft has borne me name frae EiUie, 

An’ your auld borough mony a time. 

In days when nding was nae crime. 

But ance, when m my wooing pnde 
I. like a blockhead, boost to nw, 

The wilfu’ creature sae I pat to, 

(Lf— d pardon a’ my sins, an’ that too !) 


'T ai 
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I play'd my fiUie sic a shavie. 

She's a' beaevil'd wi' the spavte. 

My Furr-ahtn's a wordy beast, 

As e’er m tug or tow was traced. 

The fourth's a Highland Donald hastie, 

A d — ^n'd red-wud Kilbunue blastie 1 
Foreby a cowt, o' cowts the wale, 

As ever ran before a tail : 

Gin he be spar'd to be a beast. 

He'll draw me fifteen pund at least. 
Wheel-carnages I hae but few, 

Three carts, an' twa are feckly new; 

An auld wheelbarrow, mair for token, 

Ae leg an' baith the tiams are broken; 

1 made a poker o' the spm’le. 

An' my auld mither brunt the tnn'le. 

For men, I've three mischievous bojTS, 
Run-deils for rantm' an' for noise; 

A gaudsman ane, a thrasher t’ other : 
Wee Davock hands the nowt m fother. 

I rule them as I ought, discreetly. 

An' aften labour them completely; 

An’ ay on Sundays duly, mghtly, 

1 on the '^estions' taree them tightly; 
Till, faith r wee Davock^s grown sae gleg, 
Tho' scarcely langer than your leg. 

He'll screed 3 mu afi Efiectual Calling, 

As last as ony m the dwalling. 

I've nane in female servan' station, 

(Lr—d keep me ay frae a' temptation I) 

I hae nae wife — and that my bliss is. 

An’ ye have laid nae tax on misses; 

An’ then, if lark folk dmna clutch me, 

I ken &e deevils darena toudh me. 

Wi’ weans I'm mair than weel contented, 
Heav'n sent me ane mair than I wanted 
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
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She stares the daddy in her face. 

Enough of ought 3?e like but grace : 

But her, my borne, sweet wee lady. 

I've paid enough for her already; 

An' gm tax her or her mither, 

By the L— d, ye’se get them a' thither 1 

And now, remember, Mr Aiken, 

Nae kind o' hcence out I'm taldn' : 

Frae this time forth, I do declare 
I'se ne'er nde horse nor hizzie mair; 

Thro* dirt and dub for hfe I'll paidle. 

Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle; 

My travd a', on foot I'll ^ank it. 

I’ve sturdy beaters, Gude be thankit 1 , 

The kirk and you may tak you that. 

It puts but httle in your pat; 

Sae dinna put me m your beuk, 

Nor for my ten white shillings leuk. 

This list, wi' my ain hand I’wrote it, 

The day and date as under noted; 

Then mow all ye whom it concerns, 

Subscnpsi Jmc, Robest Bubks. 

Mqssgibi, February 22, 1786. 


TO JOHN KENNEDY, DUMFRIES HOUSE 

Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse 
E'er bring you m by Maudhlin corse, 

^rd, man, there’s lasses there wad force 
A hermit's fancy; 

An' down the gate m faith the3?'re worse, 

An' mair unchancy). 

But as I’m sayin', please step to Dow's, 

An' taste sic gear as Johnie hrev^. 
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Till some bit callan bnngs me news 
That ye axe there. 

An’ if we dmna hae a bouze, 

I'se ne'er drink mair. 

It’s no 1 like to sit an’ swallow, 

Then like a swme to puke an’ wallow; 

But gie me just a true good fallow, 

Wi’ right ingme. 

And spunkie ance to muc us mellow. 

An’ then we'll shine. 

Now if ye’re ane o’ warl’s folk, 

Wha rate the wearer by the cloak, 

An' sklent on poverty then joke, 

Wr bitter sneer, 

Wi’ you nae fnend^p I will troke, 

Ncn cheap nor dear. 

But if, as I’m mformdd weel. 

Ye hate as ill’s the vera deil 
The flmiy heart that caima fed — 

Come, sir, here's to you ! 
Hae, there’s my haun', I wiss ye wed, 

An’ gude be wi’ you 

Host. Bvsness 

Mosscibl, 3fd Marei, 1786. 


TO MR M'ADAM, OF CRAIGEN-GILLAN, 

IN ANSWER TO AN OBUGING LETTER HE SENT IN THE 
COMMENCEMENT OF MY POETIC CAREER 

Sir, o’er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud, 

’See wha taks notice o’ the bard >' 

1 lap and cry’d fu' loud. 



POEMS AND SONGS 1 S 7 

Now ddl-ma-care about their jaw. 

The senseless, gawky milhon; 

I'll cock my nose aboon them a’, 

I’m roosxl by Craigen-GiUan 1 

'Twas noble, sir, ’twas hke yoursd. 

To grant your high protection * 

A ^at man's smile, ye ken fu' well. 

Is ay a blest infection. 

Tho' his banes wha m a tub 
Match'd Macedoman Sandy t 

On my am legs thro’ dirt and dub, 

I independent stand ay, — 

And when those 1^ to gude, warm kail, 

Wi' welcome canna bear me, 

A lee dyke-side, a sybow-tail. 

An' barley-scone shall cheer me. 

Heaven spare you lang to kiss the breath 
O’ mony flow’iy simmers 1 

An’ bless your borne lasses baith. 

I’m tauid tiiey’re loosome kinuneis 1 

An’ God bless young Dunaskin’s laud. 

The blossom of our gentry I 

An’ may he wear an auld man's beard, 

A cr^t to his country. 

TO A LOUSE 

OK SEEING ONE ON A LADY’S BONNET AT CHURCH 

Ha I whaur ye gaun, ye crowlin' ferlie ? 

Your impudence protects you sauhe; 

I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace; 

Tho’ faith ! I fear, ye dme but sfWly 
On SIC a place. 
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Ye ugly, cteepm*, blasted wonuer, 

Detested, shunned by saunt an* sinner. 

How daur ye set your fit upon,her— 

' Sae fine a lady ? ' 

Gae somewhere else, and your dinner 
On some poor body. 

Swith I m some beggar's hafi^et squattle, 

Wi' ither kmdred, jumping cattle, 

There ye may creep, and wrawl, and spiattie 
In shoals and nations; 

Whaur bom nor bane ne'er daur unsettle 
Your thidr plantations 

Now hand you there, ye're out o' si|^t, 

, Bdow the fatt'mls, snug and tight, 

Na, faith ye yet ! ye'll no be n^t, 

Till ye'Ve got on it — 

The verra tapmost, tow*nn' height 
O' Miss's bonnet. 

My sooth 1 nght bauld ye set your nose oat. 
As plump an' gray as ony groset 

0 for some rank, mercunal rozet, 

Or fell, red smeddnm, 

I’d gie yon sic a hearty dose o't, 

Wad dress your droddum. 

1 wad na been suipns'd to spy 
You on an auld wife's flannen toy; 

Or aibhns some bit duddie boy. 

On’s wyhecoat. 

But Miss’s fine Lunardi I fye I 

How daur ye do't ? 

O Jenny, dmna toss your head. 

An' set j^nr beauties a’ abread 1 
Ye htde ken what cursed speed 

The blastie's makm' : 

Thae winks an' finger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takm'. 
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0 wad some Power the giftie gie us. 

To see oui^ils as ithers see us i 
It wad frae mony a blunder free us, - 
An’ fooli^ notion . 

What airs in dress an' ^t wad lea’e us. 

An’ ev'n devotion I 

[NSCRDSED ON A WORK OF HANNAH MORE’S 

PKESENTED TO THE AUTHOR BY A LADY 

Thou fiatt’nng mark of fnentkhip kmd. 

Still may thy pages call to mind 
The dear, the beauteous, donor, 

Tho’ sweetly female ev’ry part, 

' Yet such a head, and more— the heart 
Does both the sexes honor ; 

She show’d her taste refin’d and just. 

When she selected thee; 

Yet deviatmg, own I must, 

For sae approving me . 

But kmd still I’ll nund still 
The gtver m the gift; 
m bless her, an’ wiss her 
A Fnend aboon the hft. 


THE HOLY FAIR' 

A robe of seeming tmtb and ’trust 
Hid crafty observatton. 

And secret hung, 'vntb poisoa’d crust, 

The dirk of Defamatioii : 

A mask that like the gorget shov'd 
Dire-varying on the pigeon; > 

And for a mantle large and broad. 

He viapt him in Settgion 

Hypocsisy a-ca>hods. 

Upon a sunmer Sunday mom. 

When Nature’s face is fair, 

I walkM forth to view the com. 

An* snuff Uie caller air. 
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The rising snn owre Galston inuirs 
Wi' ^onous hght was glintin'; 

The hares were hiiplin’ down the funs. 
The lav'rodis they were chantin' 

Fn’ sweet that day. 

As hghtsomely I glowr'd abroad. 

To see a scene sae gay, 

Three hizzies, early at &e road, ■ 

Cam skelpm' im the way. 

Twa had manteel^ o' dolefn' black. 
But ane wi' lyart lining. 

The third, that gaed a wee a-back. 
Was in the fa^on shining, 

Fu' gay that day. 

The twa appear’d like sisters twm, 
hi featu^ form, an' claes; 

Their visage wither'd, lang an' thin, 
An' sour as ony slaes . 

The third cam up, hap-stap-an'-lowp. 
As hg^t as ony lambie. 

An' wi' a curchie low did stoop. 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fu' kmd that day. 

Wi' bonnet afi, quoth I, 'Sweet lass, 

1 think ve seem to kra me. 

I'm sure iVe seen that borne face, 

But 3^ 1 canna name ye.' 

Quo' ^e, an' kughin' as ^e ^ak. 

An’ taks me by the hands, 

'Ye, for my sake, hae gien the feck 
Of a' the ten commands 

A screed some day.' 

‘My name is Fun— -your cronie dear. 
The nearest fnend 3^ hae. 

An' this IS Superstition here. 

An' that's Hypocrisy 
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Tm gaun to Maachline "holy fair,” 

To ^end an' hour m daifin': 

Gui Wll go there, yon rankl’d pair. 

We will get famous laughin' 

At them uus day.' 

Quoth I, ‘Wi’ a’ my heart, I'll do't; 
rU get my Sunday's sark on. 

An’ meet you on the holy spot, 

Faith, we’se hae fine remarkin' T 

Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time, 

An’ soon 1 made me ready; 

For roads were dad, frae side to side, 

Wi' mony a weane body. 

In droves that day. 

Here farmers gash, in ndm' graith, 

Gaed hoddm by then cottars . 

There swankies young, in braw braid-daith. 
Are spimgm’ owre the gutters. 

The lasses, skelpm' barefit, thrang, 

In silks an' scarlets ghtter; 

Wi’ sweet-milk cheese, m mony a whang. 

An’ i^ls, bak'd wi' butter, 

Fu' crump tiiat day. 

When by the ‘plate’ we set our nose, 

Weel heapdd up wi’ ha'pence, 

A greedy giow’r '^black-bonnet' throws. 

An’ we maun draw our tippence 

Then m we go to see tiie diow : 

On ev'iy side they're gath’rm'; 

Some carrying dails, some chairs and stools. 
An' some are busy bleth’rm’ 

Ri^t loud that day. 

Here stands a died to fend the diow’rs. 

An' screen our countra gentry; 

Thw ' Ra^ Jess.’ an' twa-three wh-res. 

Are bhnkm at the entry. 
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Here ats a raw o* tittlin’ jads, 

Wi’ heavin’ breasts an' bare neck. 
An’ there a batch o* wabster lads, 
Blackguardin’ frae Kilmarnock, 

For fun this day. 

Here some are thinkin’ on their sms. 
An’ some upo’ their daes, 

Ane curses feet tiiat fyl’d his shins, 
Anither sighs an' prays 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi’ screw*d-up, grace-proud faces. 

On that a set o'^dmps. at watdi, 
Thrang winkm’ on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

0 happy IS that man, an’ blest I 
Nae wonder that it jpnde him • 
Whase am dear lass, that he likes best. 
Comes dinkm' down beade him < 

Wi’ arm repos’d on the dxair back. 

He sweetW does compose him, 

Which; by degrees, slips round her neck, 
An’s loof upon her bosom, 

Unkend that day. 

Now a' the congregation o’er 
Is silent expectation. 

For Moodie qieels the holy door, 

Wi’ tidings o' damnation . 

Should Horme, as m ancient days, 
’Hang sons o’ God present him. 

The vera sight o’ Hoodie's face. 

To 's am net hame had sent him 
Wi’ height that day. 

Hear how he dears the pomts o’ Faith 
Wi’ rattlin’ and wi’ thumpn’ ! 

Now meekly calm, now wild m wrath. 
He’s stampm’, an’ he's jumpm'. 
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His lengthen’d dun, hw tomed-np snout, 
His eldntdi squeel an’ gestures, 

0 how they fixe the h^xt devout, 

Dike canthandian plaisters 
On dc a day 1 

But hark ! the tent has chang’ d its voice; 
There’s peace an’ rest nae langer; 

For a’ the real judges nse. 

They canna sit for anger, 

Smitii opens out his camd harangues. 

On practice and on morals; 

An’ an the godly pour m thiangs, > 

To gie the jars an’ barrels 
A hft that day. 

What signifies his barren sbme. 

Of mord powers an’ reason ? 

His Englm style, an* gesture fine ' 

Are a dean out 0’ season. 

Like Socrates or Antomne, 

Or some auld pagan heathen; 

The moral man he does define. 

But ne’er a word o’ fa\fft m 

That’s right that day. 

In guid tune comes an antidote 
^^st sic poison’d nostrum; 

For Peebles, frae the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostnun * 

See, up he’s got the word 0’ God, 

An’ meek an’ imm has view’d it. 

While 'Common-sense’ has taen -the road 
An’ aff , an’ up the Cowgate 

Fast, fast that day. 

Wee Miller niest, the Guard relieves. 

An’ Or&odoxy raibles, 

Tho' m his heart he wed believes. 

An’ thinks it auld wives' fables 
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But faith { the birkie wants a manse. 

So, cannihe he hums them, 

Altho' his carnal wit an' sense 
Like hafflms-wise o'ercomes him 
~ At times that day. 

Now butt an* ben the diange-house fills, 
Wi' yill-caup commentatois, 

Here's crym' out for bakes and gills. 

An* there the pmt-stowp datteis. 

While thick an' thrang, an' loud an' lang, 
Wi' logic an' wi' scnptuie. 

They raise a dm, that m the end 
Is like to breed a rupture 

O’ wrath that day. 

Leeze me on dnnk 1 it gies us mair 
Than either school or collie; 

It ken’les wit, it waukens lear, 

It pangs us fou o' knowledge : 

Be't whi^-giU or penny-wh^p. 

Or ony stronger potion. 

It never fails, on dnnkm' deep. 

To kittle up our notion. 

By mght or day. 

The lads an' lasses, blythdy bent 
To mind baith saul an' body, 

Sit round the table, weel content. 

An' steer about the toddy : 

On this ane’s dress, an' that ane's leak. 
They’re makm' observations; 

While some are cozie i' the neuk. 

An' fo rming assignations 

To meet some day. 

But now the Lr->'s am trumpet touts, 

TiU a' the hills are rairm'. 

And echoes back-return the shouts; 

Black Russell is na sparm' * 



195 


POEMS AND SONGS 

TTifi .ptercm* words, like Highlan’ swords, 
Divide die joints an' marrow; 

His talk o' whare devils dwdOi, 

Our vera 'sauls does harrow' 

Wi’ fnght that day ! 

A vast, unbottom'd, boundless pit. 

Fill'd fou o' lowin' brunstane, 

Whase ragm' flame, an' scorching heat. 
Wad mdt the hardest whun-stane 1 
The half-ade^ start up wi' fear. 

An' thmk they hear it roaim'; 

When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neibor snonn’ 

Adeep that day. 

'Twad be owre king a tale to tell. 

How mony stones past. 

An’ how th^ croudea to the yill. 

When they were a’ dismist, , 

How dnnk gaed round, m cogs an' caups, 
Amang the forms an' bench^; 

An’ cheese an’ bread, hae women’s laps. 
Was dealt about m lundhes. 

An’ dawds ttot day. 

In comes a gawsie, gadi guidwife. 

An' sits down by me fire. 

Syne draws her kebbuck an’ her knife; 

The lasses they are shyer ; 

The auld g^dmen, about the grace, 

Fiae side to side they bother; 

Till some ane by his bonnet lays. 

An' gies them’t hke a te^er, 

Fu’ lang that day. 

Waesucks 1 for him that gets nae lane 
Or lasses that hae tiarfiiing { 

Sma' need has he to say a grace. 

Or mdvie his braw daitbwg { 
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O wives, be mindfu* ance yoursd 
How borne lads ye wanted; 

An' dinna, ‘for a kebbuck-heel. 

Let lasses be affronted 

On SIC a day I 

Now 'Clinkumbell,* wi' rattlin' tow. 
Begins to jow an' croon; 

' Some swagger lume the best they dow. 
Some wait the afternoon 

At ^aps the bilhes halt a blink, 

Till lasses stnp their shoon * 

Wi' faith an' hope, an' love an' dnnk, 
Thejr're a' in famous tune 

For crack that day. 

How mony hearts this day converts, 

O' smners and 0' lasses I 

Their hearts o' stane, gin night, are gane^ 
As saft as ony fle^ is 
, There's some are fou o' love divme; 
There's some are fou o' brandy; 

An' mony jobs that day begm. 

May end m 'houghmagandie' 

Some ither day, 


AND MAUN I STILL -ON MENIE DOAT 

i 

Tune — 'Johnny’s Gray Breeks ’ 

Again rejoicing Nature sees 
Her robe assume its vernal hues : 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze. 

All freely steep’d in morning dews. 
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Chorus , — ^And mann I stiU on Menie doat. 
And bear the scorn that's m her e'e ? 

For it’s jet, jet-black, an’ it's like a hawk. 
An’ it winna let' a body be. 

In vain to me the cow^ps blaw. 

In vain to me the vi'lds ^ling; 

In vain to me in glen or shaw. 

The mavis and the hntwhate sing, > 

And maun I stiU, etc. 

I 

The merry ploaghboy cheers his team, 

Wi’ ]oy the tentie seedsman stalks; 

Bnt life’s to me a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wanks. 

And maun I still, etc. 

The wanton coot the water skiTWR, 

Amang the reeds the duddmgs cry, 

The stately swan majestic swims. 

And ev’ry thmg is blest but I 

And mann I still, etc. 

The ^ee^herd steeks his fanlding slap. 

And o'ct the moodand whistles shnll; 

Wi’ wild, nneqnal, wand'rmg step, 

I meet him on the dewy mil. 

And mann I stall, etc. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukens by the daiq^'s side. 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 

A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide . 

And mann I stall, etc. 

Come wmter, with thine angry howl 
And raging, bend the naked tree, ' 

Thy gloom vnll soothe my cheerless soul. 

When nature all is sad hke me ! , 

And maun I still, etc. 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY 

I 

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, IN APRIL, 

1786 

Wee, modest, cnmson-tipped flow’r, 

Thou's met me m an evu w}ur; 

For I maun crush amang the stoure 
Thy ^nder stem : 

To spare thee now is past my pow'r. 

Thou borne gem. 

Alas 1 it's no thy neibor sweet. 

The borne lark, compamon meet. 

Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi* spreckl’d breast I 
When upward-sprmpig, blythe, to greet 
The purpling east 

Cauld blew the tntter-bitmg north 
I^on thy early, humble birth; 

Yet cheerfully thou glmted forth 
Aimd the storm. 

Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 
Thy tender form 

The fiauntmg flow'rs our gardens yield, 

H^h shelt’nng woods and wa's maun ^eld; 
But thou, beneath the random bield 
O' clod or stane. 

Adorns the histie stibble field. 

Unseen, alane. 

There, m thy scanty mantle dad. 

Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spre^. 

Thou hfts thy unassummg he^ 

In humble guise. 

But now the share uptears thy bed 
And low thou lies • 
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Such IS the iate of artless maid, 

Sweet flow'ret of the rural shade < 

By love's simplicity betray'd, 

And guildess trust; 

Till die, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 
Low i' the dust. 

Such IS the fate of simple bard. 

On hfe’s rough ocean luckless darr’d I 
Undolful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whdm him o’er ! 

Sudi fate to sufEenng worth is mv'n. 

Who long with wants and woes has striv’n. 
By human pnde or cunning dnv'n 
To mis’ry's bnnk; 

Till wrendi’d of ev’ry stay but Heav’n, 
He, rum’d, dnk 1 

Ev'n thou who moum'st the Daisy’s fate. 
That fate is thme — no distant date; 

Stem Rum's plou^-share drives elate. 
Full on thy bloom, 

TiH crudi’d beneath the furrow’s weight. 
Shall be thy door^ 


TO RUIN 

Aix hail, inexorable lord I 
At whose destruction-breathing word. 
The mightiest empires fedl ! 

Thy crud, woerddighted train. 

The ministers of gnef and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all I 
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With stem-resolv’d, despainng eye, 

I see each aimid dart. 

For one has cut my dearest tie. 

And qmvers m my heart. 

Then low'ring, and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread; 
Tho' thick'mng, and black’nmg. 
Round my devoted head. 

And thou gnm Pow'r by hfe abhorr'd. 
While life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh 1 hear a wretch's pray*r 1 
No more I shrink appall’d, afraid; 

I court, I beg thy mendly aid, 

To dose tms scene of care I 
When shall my soul, in silent peace. 
Resign life's joyle^ day — 

My weary heart its throbbmgs cease. 
Cold diould'img in the clay ? 

No fear more, no tear more. 

To stam my hfdess face, 
Enda^Sd, and grasped, 

Witnm thy cold embrace 1 


THE LAMENT 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE OF A 

friend’s amour 

Alas I how oft does goodness wound itsdf. 

And sweet affection pro^ tiie spnng of woe 1 — Home 

0 THOU pale orb that silent dunes, 

While care-untroubled mortals sleep I 
Thou seest a wretdi who inly pmes. 

And wanders here to wail ana weep ' 



201 


POEMS AND SONGS 


With woe I nightly vigils keep, 
Beneatii thy wan, nnwarming beam; 
And moum, in lamentation deep. 

How hfe and love are al^ a dream ! 


I j^less view thy ra^ adorn 
The famtly-marked, distant bill; 

I myless ^ew thy trembling horn, 
Rimected in the gurgling nU : 

My f ondly-fluttenng h^rt, be still 1 
Thou busy pow’r, remembrance, cease t 
Ah t must the agomsmg thnll 
For ever bar returning peace 1 


No idly-feign'd, poetic pains. 

My sad, love-lom kmentings claim ; 

No aiepherd's pipe — ^Arcadian strains; 

No fabled toitoes, quamt and tamo 
The plghted feith, mutual 
The oft-attested pow'is above. 

The promis’d fathers tender name; 

These were the pledges of my love I 

Endrded in her clasping arms. 

How have the raptur’d moments flown I 
How have I wish’d for fortune’s charms. 
For her dear sake, and her’s alone 1 
And, must I think it I is die gone. 

My secret heart’s exulting boast ? 

And does she heedless hear my groan ? 
And IS she’ ever, ever lost ? ' - 


Oh « can die bear so base a heart. 

So lost to hpnour.tost to truths 
As irom the fondest lover partj ' ' " 
The ptehted husband of her youth ? 

J hfe s path may be unsmooth 1 
Her way may he thro’ rough distress » 
11^, who her pangs and pams will soothe 
tier sorrows share, and make tb^m p’ 
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Ye \7inged hours that o'er us pass’d. 
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy’d, 

Your dear remembrance m my breast 
My fondly-treasur'd thoughts emplo^d : 
That breast, dreary novr, and void. 
For her too scanty once of room I 
Ev'n ev’iy ray of hope destroy'd, 

And not a vnsh to ^d the gloom t 

The mom that warns th' approaching day, 
Awalces me up to toil and woe, 

I see the hours m long array, 

That I must suffer, lingenng slow : 

Full many a pang, and many a throe. 

Keen recollection’s direful tram, 

Must wrmg nry soul, ere Phoebus, low, 

Shall kiss the distant western mam. 

And when my nightly couch I try. 

Sore harassed out with care and gnef. 

My toil-beat nerves, and tear-wom eye. 
Keep watchmgs with the nightly Imef : 

Or if 1 slumber, fancy, diief. 

Reigns, haggard-wild, in sore affn^t ; 
Ev'n day, altbitter, bimgs rdief 
From such a horror-breathing mght. 

O thou bnght queen, who, o’er th' expanse 
Now highest reign’st, with boundless sway I 
Oft has ay silent-markmg dance 
Observ’d us, fondly-wand^img, stray 1 
The time, unheeded, sped away, 

^VhIle love’s luxunous pulse beat highi 
Beneath thy silver-gleammg ray. 

To mark the mutual-kmdhng eye. 

Oh I scenes m strong r^embrance set * 
Scenes, never, never to return • 

Scenes, if m stupor I forget. 

Again I fed, a^un I bum I 
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From ev’iy joy and pleMure tom, 

Life's "weary vale I'll wander thro'; 

And hopeless, comfortless. I'll mourn 
A feutldess woman's broken vow 1 


DESPONDENCY— AN ODE 

Oppress'd with grief, oppress'd "with care, 
A burden more man 1 can bear, 

1 set me down and sigh; 

0 hfe I thou art a gallmg load, 

Along a rough, a weary road. 

To wretdies such as 1 1 
Dim-backward as I cast my -new. 

What sck'ning scenes appear I 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through. 
Too justly I may fear I 
Stm caring, d^pairmg, 

Must be my bitter doom; 

My woes here riiah dose ne’er 
But with the dosing tomb I 

Happy 1 ye sons of buw hfe. 

Who, equal to the busthng strife. 

No other view reratd I 
EVn when the wimed end's denied. 

Yet while the busy means are phed 
They bring their own reward : 

Whilst I, a mipe-abandon’d "wig^t, 
Unfitt^ with an aim, 

Meet eVry sad retoming night. 

And joyless mom the same 1 
You, busthng and justlmg, 

Forget eadh gnef an' pam; 

I, listless, yet restless, 

Fmd evry prospect vaui. 
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If ve then, mann be then 
Frae hame this comm' Fnday, 
Then please, sir, to lea'e, sir. 
The orders wi’ your lady. 

My word of honour I hae gi’en, 

In Paidey John's, that mght at e'en, 
To meet the 'warld's worm'. 

To try to get the twa to 'gree. 

An' name the airles an' the fee. 

In legal mode an' form * 

I ken he weel a sntck can draw, 
V^en simple bodies let him; 

An' if a Devn be at a’. 

In faith he's sure to get bun 
To phrase you an' praise you, 
Ye ken your Lauieat scorns : 
The pra3r'r still, you share still. 
Of grateful Minstrel Burns. 


VERSIFIED REPLY TO AN INVITATION 


Yours this moment I unseal. 

And faith I'm gay and hearty I 
To tell the truth and shame the deil, 

I am as fou as Bartie * 

But Fooisday, sir, my promise leal. 
Expect me o' your partie, 

If on a beastie I can speil. 

Or hurl m a carhe. 

Yours, 

Robert Burns. 

Maucbuk, Monday mght, xa o'clock. 
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WHJL YE GO TO THE INDIES, MY MAEY? 

Tune — * Bwe<BnghtB^ Maxton.* 

WnL ye go to the Indies, my Maiy, 

And leave anld Scotia’s shore ? 

Will ye go to ^e Indies, my Mary, 

Across th’ Atlantic’s roar ? 

0 sweet grows the hme and the orange. 

And the apple on the pme. 

But a’ the charms 0' the Indies 
Can never equal thine. 

1 hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true, 

And sae may the Heavens forget me. 

When I forget my vow I 

O phght me your faith, my Mary, 

And plight me your hly-white hand; 

0 pb^t me your fmth, my Mary, 

Berore I leave Scotia's strand. 

We hae phghted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutum affection to ]om. 

And curst be the cause that shall part us I 
The hour and the moment o’ timB 1 


MY HIGHLAND LASSIE, O 

Nae gentle dames, tho’ ne’er sae fair. 
Shall ever be my muse’s care . 

Their titles a' are empty show, 

Gie me my Highland lassie, O. 
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Chortts — ^Withm the glen sae bushy, 0. 
. Aboon the {dam aae rashy, 0 
I set me down wi* nght guid will. 

To sing my High^d lassie, 0. 

0 were yon hills and valhes mme, 

Yon palace and yon gardens fine ' 

The world then the love should know 

1 bear my Highland lassie, O. 

But fickle fortune frowns on me. 

And I maun cross the ragmg sea, 

But while my crimson currents flow. 

I'll love my Highland lassie, 0. 

I 

Altho' thro' foreign dimes I range, 

I know her heart will never change. 

For her bosom bums with honour's glow. 
My faithful Highland lassie, O. 

For her I'll dare the billow's roar. 

For her I'll trace a distant shore. 

That Indian wealth may lustre llirow 
Around my Highland l^e, 0. 

She has my heart, die has my hand, 
secret troth and honor's band 1 
'Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low. 
I'm thine, my Highland lassie, O. 

Farewell the glen sae budiy, O I 
Farewell the plain sae rashy, 0 * 

To other lands I now must go, 

To sing my Highland lassie, O. 
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EPISTI-E TO A YOUNG FRIEND 

May , 1786. 

I LANG hae thought, my 3routhfu’ fnend, 

A somethmg to have sent you, 

Tho’ it should serve nae ither end 
Than }ust a kmd memento ‘ 

But how the sub)ect-theme may gang. 

Let tune and chance determine. 

Perhaps it may turn out a sang; 

Perhaps, turn out a sermon. 

Ye’ll try the world soon, my lad; 

And, Andrew dear, b^eve me. 

Ye'll £^d mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may gneve ye : 

For care and trouble set your thought 
Ev’n when your end’s attained, 

And a’ your views may come to nought. 
Where ev’ry nerve is strained. 

m no say men are viHams a’; 

The real, harden’d wicked, 

Wha hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few restncked; 

But, och ! mankind are unco weak. 

An' httle to be tn^ed. 

If self the wavering balance shake. 

It’s rarely right adjusted I 

Yet they wha fa’ m fortune’s strife. 

Their fate we shouldna censure. 

For shll, th’ important end o’ life 
They equally may answer; 

A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly stare him; 

A man may tak a neibor’s part. 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him.* 
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Ay free, aff han’, your story tell, 

When "wi’ a bosom crony. 

But still keep something to yoursel 
Ye scarcely tell to ony . 

Conceal yoursel as wed’s ye can 
Frae critical dissection. 

But keek thro* ev’ry other man, 

Wi’ diarpen’d sly mspection. 

The sacred lowe o* wed-plac'd love. 
Luxuriantly mdulge it, 

But never tempt th' ilhat rove 
Tho* naethmg diould divulge it : 

I wave the quantum o' the sm, 

The hazard of conceahng, 

But, och 1 it hardens a' withm. 

And petnhes the feeling I 

To catdi Dame Fortune’s golden smile, 
Assiduous wait upon her. 

And gather gear by ev’ry wde 
That’s justif/d by honor. 

Not for to hide it m a hedge. 

Nor for a tram attendant; 

But for the glonous pnvilege 
Of bemg mdependent. 

The fear o' Hell's a hangman's whip. 
To hand the wretch m order, 

But where you fed your honour gnp. 
Let that ay be your border 
Its dightest touches, mstant pause — 
Debar a’ side-pretences. 

And resolutdy keeps its laws, 

Uncanng consequences. 

The great Creator to revere, 

Must sure become the creature. 

But still the preadiing cant forbear. 
And ev’n tlie ngid feature 
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Yet ne’er wiih \nts profane to xangej 
Be complaisance extended; 

An atheist-laugh’s a poor ex^ange 
For Deity ofiended 1 

When ranting round in pleasure’s ring, 
‘Religion may be bhnded. 

Or if she me a random sting. 

It may be little mmded; 

But when on hfe ■we're tempest-driv’n— 

A conscience but a canker — 

A correspondence fix’d wi’ Heav’n, 

Is sure a noble anchor 1 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth 1 
Your heart can ne’er be ■wanting ! 

prudence, fortitude, and truth. 

Erect your brow undaimtmg 1 
In plougWan phrase, *God send you speed,’ 
Still daily to grow wiser. 

And may you better reck rede. 

Than ever did th' adviser I 


ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB 

To the Sight Honotable the Bail of 
Fresideat of the Bight Honorable and Honorable the Hig^ 
tend Society, which met on the 23id of May last, at tiie 
Stoikraiieare, Covent Garden, to concert ways and w»aiT?? to 
ftnsteate ^ designs of five hnndred Highlanders who. as 
the Society were informed by B€r M'Kenae of Applecwiss 
were so andamons as to attempt an escape from their lawful 
lords and masters whose property they are. bv 

^ ^«niy tolKSf 

of Ca.iiad&i la seaxch of that fantastic 

I^NG life, my lord, an* health be yours, 
Unskaith’d by hux^er’d Highland boors; 
i^d grant nae duddie, desi^ate be^ar, 

Wi dirk, daymore, and rusty trigger. 

May twm auld Scotland o' a hf e , 

She likes — ^as lambkms bVi* a 
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Faith, you and Applecross were right. 

To keep the Higmand hounds in sight : 

I doubt na > they wad bid nae better. 

Than let them ance out owre the water. 
Then up amang thae lakes and seas, 
Th^’U mak what rales and laws &ey please 
Some danng Hancbke, or a FranUm, 

May set their Highland blind a-rankhn*. 
Some Washington again may head them. 

Or some Mon^omery, fearless, lead them; 
Till (God knows what may be Seated 
When by such heads and hearts directed). 
Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire 
May to Fatndan nghts aspire < 

Nae sage North now, nor sager SackviUe, 
To watch and premier o'er the padc vile, — 
An' whare will ye get Howes and Clmtons 
To bnng them to a right repentance — 

To cowe the rebd generation. 

An’ save the honor o* the nation ? 

T/iey, an' be d — d'l what nght hae they 
To meat, or sleep, or hght a day > 

Far less — to ncbes, powr, or freedom, 

But what your lord^p likes to gie them ? 


But hear, my lord • Glengaiy, hear I 
Your hand’s owre hght on them, 1 fear. 
Your factors, gneves, trustees, and baihes, 

I canna say but they do gayhes; 

They lay aside a' tender meraes. 

An' tirl the halhons to the biises. 

Yet while the 3 ^re only pomd't and hemet. 
They’ll ke^ raeir stubborn Highland spirit : 
But smash them ! crash them a' to spws. 
An' rot the dyvors i' the jails I 
The youi^ dogs, swmge them to the labour; 
Let wark an' hunger mak them sober > 
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The hizzies, if they’re aughthns fawsont. 
Let them in Druiy-lane be lesson’d I 
An' if the 'wives an' dirty brats 
Come thiggin' at your doors an’ yetts, 
Flafiin’ vn’ duds, an’ gray "wi’ beas’, 
Fnghtm’ away your duc& an’ geese ; 

Get out a horsewhip or a jowler, ' 

The longest thong, the fiercest growler. 
An’ gar the tatter’d g 3 rpsies pack 
Wi' a' thdr bastards on then back I , 


Go on, my Lord 1 I laag to meet you. 

An’ in my 'house at hame' to greet you, 

Wi’ common lords ye ^anna mmgle. 

The benmost neuk beside the m^. 

At my right han' assigned your seat, 

’Tween Herod’s hip an’ Polycrate, 

Or (if you on your station tairow). 

Between Ahnagro and Pizarro, 

A seat, I’m sure ye’re wdl deservm’t; 

An’ tiU ye come — your humble servant, 

T w ^ . Beelzebub. 

June istf Anno Mund% 5790* 


A DREAM 

^ds, and deeds, the Statute blames With reason- 
But smely Dreams were ne'er indicted Treason. 

^^blic papers, the Laureate's Ode, with 
Autiior was no sooner 
dr^t asiMp, than he imagined himsdf transported to the 
and, in his dreaming iancy, m^ the foUw- 


Guid-moenin’ to your Majesty • 
May Heaven augment your bhsses 
On ev ry new birthday ye see, • 
A humble poet wi^s 
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My bardshro here, at your Levee 
O SIC a day as this is. 

Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 
Amang thae birthday dresses 
Sae fine ibis day. 

I see ye*re comphmented thrang, 

By znony a lord an' lady, 

'God save the King' 's a cuckoo sang 
That 's unco ea^ said ay * 

The poete, too, a venal gang, 

Wr rhymes weel-tum'd an' ready. 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang. 
But ay unemng steady. 

On SIC a day. 

For me I before a monarch's face, 
EVn there I wmna flatter, 

For neither pension, post, nor place. 
Am I your humble debtor * 

So, nae reflecbon on your Grace, 

Your Kingship to bespatter. 

There's mony waur been o' the race. 
And aibhns ane been better 

Than you this day. 

'Tis very true, my sovereign King, 
My skdl may weel be doubted, 

But hicts are duels that wmna dmg. 
An' downa be disputed 
Your royal nest, beneath your wmg. 
Is e'en reft an' douted, 

And now the third part o' the stnng. 
An' less, will g^g about it 

than did ae day. 

Far be't frae me that I aspire 
To blame your legislation. 

Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire 
To rule this mighty nation . 
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But faith I I mudde doubt, my sire, 
Ye’ve trusted numstration 
To diaps wha m a bam or byre 
Wad better iUl'd their station, 

Than courts yon day. 


And now ve’ve gien auld Bntain peace. 
Her broken smns to platster; 

Your sair taxation does her fleece, 

TiE she has scarce a tester : 

For me, thank God, my life's a lease, 
Nae bargain wearm' faster, 

Or faith I I fear, that, wi' the geese, 

I ^rtly boost to pasture 

r the craft some day. 


I'm no mistrustmg WiDie Pitt, 
When taxes he enlai^es, 

(An* Will’s a true gmd Mow’s get, 
A name not envy spairges). 

That he mtends to pay your debt. 
An’ lessen a’ your charges, 

But, G — d sake I let nae savmg fit 
Abndge your borne barges 

An' boats lius day. 


Adieu, my Liege I may Freedom geek 
Beneath your high protection. 

An’ may ye rax Cormption’s neck, 
And ^e her for dissecfaon I 
But since I'm here, I’H no neglect. 

In loyal, true afieefaon. 

To pay your Queen, wi’ due respect. 
My fealty an’ subjection 

This great birthday, 

Hail, Majesty most Excdknt 1 
While nobles strive to please y& 

Will ye accept a compliment, 
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Then, when I’m tir’d — ^and sae are ye, 

Wi’ mony a fulsome, smfu’ he. 

Set im a face how I stop short, 

For mar your modesty ;be hurt. 

I 

This may do — maun do, su*, wi’ them wha 
Maun please the great-folk for a wamefou. 
For me > sae lai^ 1 need na bow. 

For, Lord be thanket, I can plough, 

And when I downa yoke a naig. 

Then, Lord be thanket, I can beg; 

Sae I shall say= — an' that’s nae flatt'xm' — 
It’s jnst SIC poet an' sic’ patron. 

The Poet, some gmd angd help him. 

Or else, I fear, some ill ane ^dp him I 
He may do weel for a’ he’s done yet. 

But oruy— he’s no just begun yet. 

The Patron (sir, ye maun forgie me; 

I winna he, come what will o’ me). 

On ev’iy hand it wih allow’d be. 

He’s just — ^nae better than he ^ou’d be 

I readily and fireely grant 
He downa see a poor man want; 

What’s no his am, he winna tak it; 

What ance he says, he wmna break it; 
Ought he can lend he'll no refus’t. 

Till aft his guidness is abus’d. 

And rascals whyles that do ban wrang, 
Ev'n that, he does na mmd it lang. 

As master, landlord, husband, father. 

He does na fail his part m eilher. 

But thoa, nae thanks to him for a’ that, 
Nae godly symptmn ye can ca’ that. 

It’s naething but a milder feature 
Of our poor, smfu* corrupt nature : 
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Ye’ll get the best o* moral works, 

’Mang black Gentoos, and pagan Turks, 
Or hunters wild on Fonataxi, 

Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 

That he’s the poor man’s friend m need. 
The gentleman m word and deed, 

It’s no thro’ terror of d-mn-t-n; 

It’s just a carnal mdmation. 

Morahty, thou deadly bane, 

Thy tens o’ thousands thou hast slain 1 
Vain IS his hope, whase stay an’ trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice I 

No — stretdi a pomt to catch a pjack; 
Abuse a brother to hts back. 

Steal thro' the wumock frae a whore. 

But pomt the rake ihat taks the door; 

Be to the poor like ome whunstane. 

And baud their noses to the grunstane; 
Ply ev’iy art o' legal thievmg; 

No matter — stick to sound bdieving. 

Learn three-mile pra/rs, an’ half-mile 
graces, 

Wi’ wed-spread tooves, an’ lang, wry faces; 
Gr^t up a solemn, lengthen’d groan, 
iuid damn a’ parties but your own; 

III warrant, t^n jre’re nae decmver, 

A steady, sturdy, staunch bdiever. 


0 ye wha leave the springs o’ Calvm 
For gumhe dubs of your am ddvm' I 
Ye^ ^ of Heresy and Error, 

Ye 11 s^e day squed m quaking terror. 
When ViwigMnce draws the sword m wra 
And m the fire throws the sheath, 
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When Rum, with his sweeping besom, 
Just frets till Heav’n commission gies him; 
While o'er the harp pale Misery moans, 
And strikes the ever deep'nmg tones. 

Still louder shneks, and heavier groans 1 

Your pardon, sir, for this digression : 

I maist fomat my Dedication. 

But ivhen Divinity comes ‘cross me. 

My readers still are sure to lose me. 

So, sir, you see ‘twas nae daft vapour; 
But I maturely thou^t it proper, 

When a‘ my works I did review. 

To dedicate them, sir, to you 
Because (ye need na tak it ill), 

I thought them somethmg like 3 muisel. 

Then patronize them wi' your favour. 

And your petitioner diall ever 

I had amaist said, ever pray. 

But that's a word I need na say; 

For praym' I hae httle skill o't, 

I’m baith dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o’t; 
But I’se repeat each poor man's pray'r. 
That kens or hears about you, Sar 

‘May ne’er Misfortune’s growlmg bark, 
Howl thro’ the dwellmg o' the clerk • 

May ne'er his gen’rous, honest heart. 

For that same gen’rous spint smart j 
May Kennedy's far-honor d name 
Lang beet his hymeneal flame. 

Till Hamiltons, at least a dizzra. 

Are frae their nuptial labors nsen : 

Five home lasses round their fable. 

And sev’n braw fellows, stout an’ able. 

To serve their kmg an’ country wed. 

By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 
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May health and peace, with mutual rays, 
Shme on the ev’nmg o* his days; 

Till his wee, curiie John*s ier-oe, 

When ebhh^ hie nae mair ^all flow,' 

The last, «id, mournful rites bestow ! * 

1 will not wind a lang conclusion. 

With complimentary emision; 

But whilst your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and favours, 

I am, dear sir, with zeal most fervent. 

Your much mdebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Pow’rs above prevent) 

That iron-hearted carl. Want, 

Attended, m his gnm advances, 

By sad mistakes, and black misdiances, 
W^e hopes, and joys, and plesasures fly him. 
Make you as poor a dog as I am. 

Your 'humble servant'; then no more; 

For who would humbly s^e the poor ? 

But, by a poor man's hopes m Heav'n 
WhUe recollection’s powT is giVn — 

If, m the vale of humble life. 

The victim sad of fortune's strife, 

I, thro’ the tender gushing tear, 

^ould recognise my master dear; 

If fnendless, low, we meet together. 

Then, sir, your hand — ^my fnend and brother I 

VERSIFIED NOTE TO DR MACKENZIE, 
MAUCHLINE 

Friday first's the day appomted 
By the Right Worshipful anomted. 

To hold our grand procession; 

To get a blad o' Johnie’s morals. 

And taste a swatch o’ Manson’s barrds 
r the way of our profession. 
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The Master and the Broth^hood 
Would a' be glad to see you; 

For me I wad be mair than proud 
To ^are the meraes wi’ you. 

If Death, then, wi' ^aith, then. 

Some mortal heart is hechtm'. 
Inform him, and storm him. 

That Saturday you’ll fecht him. 

Robert Borns 

Mosscasi:, An. ikf. 5790. 


THE FAREWELL 

TO THE BRETHREN OF ST JAMES'S LODGE, TAXBOLTOK 


Tme — 'Good-jught, and joy be m’ yon a’.* 

Aozeu 1 a heart-warm, fond adieu; 

Dear brothers of the mysttc iye > 

Ye favoured, ye efUtgJitetird few, 
Compamons of my soaal jmr; 

Tho' I to foreign lands must hie. 
Pursuing Fortune’s shdd’ry ba’. 

With meltmg heart, and bnmful eye. 
I’ll mmd you still, tho’ far awa’. 

Oft have I met your soaal band. 

And spent the cheerful, festive night : 
Oft, honoiur’d with supreme command. 
Presided o’er the sons of ItgJit 
And by that InerogMhtc bnght, 

Which none but Craftsmen ever saw 1 
Strong Mem’iy on my heart shall ivnte 
T^se happy scenes, when far awa’ 
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May Freedom, Harmony, and I^e, 
tJmte 3 rou in the grand Design, 

Beneath th’ Ommsaent Eye above — 

The glorious Architect Divme, 

That you may keep th’ unerring line, 

Still nsmg by the plummet's law. 

Till Order bngnt completdy ^ine. 

Shall be my pray’r whcm far awa’. 

And you, farewell 1 whose ments daim 
Justly that higfiest badge to wear : 
HeaVn bless your honour'd, noble name. 
To Mamiry and Scotia dear t 
A last request permit me here — 

When yearly ye assemble a’, 

One rowid,, 1 ask it with a tear. 

To him, ike Bard that’s far awa* 


ON A SCOTCH BARD 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES 

A| TE wha hve by sowps o’ dnnk, 

A’ ye wha hve by crambo-dmk, 

A’ ye wha hve and never thmk, 

_ Come, mourn wi’ me t 
Our billie’s gien us a’ a jmk, 

An* owre the sea 1 

l^ent him a’ ye rantm’ core, 
whA dearly like a random-splore; 

Nae mair he’ll jom fhe merry roar. 

In social key; 

For now he’s taen amther shore. 

An’ owre the seal 
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The borne lasses wed may wiss him, 

And m fheir dear petitions place hun * 
The widows, wives, an’ a’ may bless him 
Wi’ tearfa’ e’e; 

For wed I wat they’ll sairly miss him 
That's owre the sea 1 

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble > 
Hadst thou taen aS some drowsy bummle, 
Wba can do nou^t but fyke an^ fumble, 
’Twad been nae j^ea. 

But he was gleg as ome wumble. 

That’s owre the sea ! 

Aold, cantie Kyle, may weepers wear. 

An’ stain them wi’ the saut, saut tear : 
’Twill mak her poor auld heart, 1 fear. 

In flmders flee . 

He was her Laureat mome a year, 

That’s owre ine sea 

He saw Misfortune’s cauld nor-west 
Lang mustenng up a bitter blast, 

A ]iUet brak hu heart at last, 
ni may she be t 
So, took a berth afore the mast. 

An’ owre the sea 

To tremble under Fortune's cummock. 

On scarce a beUyfu’ o’ drummock, 

Wi’ his proud, mdependent stomach, 

Comd ill agpiue. 

So, row't his hurdles m a hammock. 

An’ owre the sea 

He ne’er was gien to great misguidm’, 

Yet com his pouches wad na bide in; 

Wi' him it ne’er was under hidm’. 

He dealt it free : 

The Muse was a’ that he took pnde in. 
That's owre the sea. 
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Jamaica bodies, use bim wed. 

An’ hap him in a cozie bid : , 

Ye'U find lum ay a dainty chid, 

An* fou o'^glee : r 
, He wad na wrai^’d the vera ddl. 

That's owre the sea. 

Farewed my rhyme-compopig biUie 1 
Yoiir native soil was n^t ill-willie; 

But may ye flounsh hke a lily. 

Now bonihe 1 

I’ll toast you in my hmdmost gillie, ' ' 

Tho’ owre the sea 1 


FAREWELL TO ELIZA 

Tutu — 'Gilderoy/ 

From thee, Eliza, I must go. 

And from my native shore; ' 

The crud fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean's roar 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 
Between my tove and me. 

They never, never can divide 
My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewdl, farewell, Eliza dear. 

The maid that I adore • 

A bodmg voice is m mine ear. 

We pmi to meet no more I 

leaves my heart. 
While Death stands victor by— 

That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 

And thme that latest si^ 1 
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A BARD’S EPITAPH 

Is there a whim-mroirAi fool, 

Ovrae fast for thon^t, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool. 
Let hun draw near. 
And owre this grassy heap ang doOl, 

And dxap a tear. 

•Is there a bard of rustic song. 

Who, noteless, steals the crov^ among. 
That we^y this area throng, 

O, pass not by 1 
But, with a frater-feding strong. 

Here, heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment dear 
Can others teadi the course to steer. 

Yet runs, himsdf, life’s mad career, 

Wild as the wave. 

Here, pause — and, thro’ the starting tear, 
Surv^ this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know. 

And keenly fdt the fnendly glow. 

And softer flame; 

But thoughtless folhes laid hun low. 

And stam’d his name 1 

Reader, attend • whether thy soul 
Soars fant^s flights beyond the pole. 

Or darklmg grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit, 

Enow, prudent, cautious, self-control 
Is wisdom's root. 
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EPITAPH FOR ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ. 


Know thou, 0 stranger to the fame 
Of this mudi lov’d, much honoured name I 
(For none that knew him need be told) 

A warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 

I 


EPITAPH FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Tee TOOT man weeps— here Gavin deeps. 
Whom cantmg wretches blam’d. 

But with such as he, where'er he be. 

May I be sav’d or d— d 1 


EPITAPH ON *WEE JOHNIE’ 

Htc Jacet wee Johnte 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know 
That Death has murd^d Johmc; 
An’ here his body lies fu’ lowj 
For saul he ne'er hart ony. 


THE LASS O’ BALLOCHMYLE 

r«»j^-'Ettrusk Baiiks ' 

Twas even— the dewy fields were green. 
On every blade the pearls hang; 

A 'wanton'd round the bean 
And bore its fragrant sweets aiang ’ 
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In ev'ry glen the mavis srag, 

All nature hst'mng seem’d the while, 

Except where greoiwood echoes rang, 
Amang the braes o* Balloclunyle. 

With careless step I onward stray'd, 

My heart rejoic’d m nature’s joy, 

When, musmg m a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I dianc’d to spy . 

Her look was like the mommas eye. 

Her air like nature's vernal smile; 

Perfection whisper’d, passing by, 

'Bdiold the lass o’ Balloc^yle I’ 

Fair is the mom in flowery May, 

And sweet is night m autumn mild; ‘ 

When roving thrcT the garden gay. 

Or wand'nng in the lonely wild ' 

But woman, nature's darhng child I 
There all her charms she does compile; 

Even there her other works are foil’d 
By the borne lass o’ Ballochmyle. 

O had ^e been a countiy maid. 

And I the happy country swam, ' 

Tho’ shelter’d m the lowest shed 
That ever rose on Scotland's plain I 

Thro’ weary wmter’s wmd and ram. 

With joy, with rapture, I would toil; 

And mghtly to my bosom stram 
The borne lass o’ Ballochmyle. 

Then pnde might climb the shpp’iy steep. 
Where fsune and honors lofty shme; 

And thirst of gold might tempt the deep. 
Or down^rara seek the Indian nune . 

Give me &e cot below the pine. 

To tend the flocks or till the soil; 

And ev’ry day have joys divme 
With the borne lass o’ Ballochmyle. 
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LINES TO MR JOHN KENNEDY 

\ 

Fabeweix, dear friend I may gude luck hit you, 
A riH 'mang her favourites admit you : 

If e’er Detraction diore to smit you. 

May nane bdieve him, 

And ouy deil that thinks to get you. 

Good Lord, deceive him I 


LINES TO AN OLD SWEETHEART 

Once fondly lov’d, and still remember’d dear. 
Sweet early object of my youthfol vows, 
Accept this mark of fnend^p, warm, smcere, 
Fz^(^p i ’tis all cold duty now allows. 

And when you read the ^ple, artless rhymes. 
One fnendly sigh for him— he asks no more. 
Who, distant, bums m dammg, tomd dimes. 
Or haply hes beneath th’ Atlantic roar. 


LINES WRITTEN ON A BANK-NOTE 

Wae worth thy powrar, thou cursed leaf, 
Fell source o' a’ my woe and gnef, 

For lack o' thee I've lost my lass. 

For lack o' thee I scnmp my glass : 

I see the children of afBiction 
Unaided, through thy curst restiictioa • 
I've seen the oppressor’s crud smile 
Amid his hapless victim's spod: 
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And for tliy potcncc vainlj' wished, 

To cruidi the villain in the dust : 

For lack o* thee. 1 Ica'i c this much-lov'd shore. 
Never, perhaps, to greet auld Scotland more 


STANZAS ON NAETHING 
txrnMPOiu: epistle to cavin Hamilton, esq 

To you, sir, this summons I’ve sent, 

Prav, Viliip till the pounic is fracthing; 

But 11 you demand what 1 want, 

1 honestly answer yott-~nacthmg. 

Ne’er scorn a poor Poet like me, 

For idly just hvmg and brcatlimg, 

VtTule people of cverj' degree 
Are bus}’ employea about — ^naething. 

Poor Cenlum>pcr>centum may fast. 

And grumble his hurdics their claithmg, 

He’ll find, when the balance is cast. 

He's gane to the devil for — ^naething 

The courtier ermges and bows. 

Ambition has likewise its plaything; 

A coronet beams on lus brows; 

And what is a coronet—naetbmg. 

Some quarrel the Presbyter gown, 

Some quarrel Episcopal giaithmg; 

But every good fellow will own 
The quarrel is a' about— naethmg. 
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The lover may sparkle and glow, 

Approaching ms bonie bit gay thing; 

But mamage will soon let him know 
He's gotten — a buskit up naething. 


The Poet may jmgle and rhyme. 

In hopes ol a laureate wreathing, 

And when he has wasted his tune. 

He’s kmdly rewarded wi’ — naething . 

The thundenng bully may rage, 

And swa^er and swear hke a heathen; 

But collar hm fast, m engage. 

You'll find that his courage is — naptbing, 

Last mght wi’ a feminine whig— 

A poet ^e couldna put faiu m; 

But soon we grew lovmgly big, 

I taught her, her terrors were naething. 


Her whigship was wonderful pleased. 

But chaximngly tickled wi' ae thing; 

Her fingers I lovmgly squeezed, 

And kissed her, and promised her— naething. 

The pnest anathemas may threat — 
Predicament, sir, that we’re baith m; 

But when honor’s reveille is beat. 

The holy artillery’s naething. 


Arid now I must mount on the wave 

My vowe perhaps there is death in; 
Birt What is a watery grave ? 

The drowning a Poet is naeOnij^. 

now, as gran death’s in my thought. 
To you, SIT, I make this bequeatlS- 
My sCTvice as long as ye've^ht, ® 
A^^inmaihlp, ly God.,^ 


ye’ve 



23 ® 


POEMS AND SONGS 


THE FARE\\CELL 


Tlie valiant, in }iiin5elf, «}iat can lie suffer, 

Or what docs he regard his single woes ? 

But 'uhun, alas 1 he multiphes himself, 

To dearer nches, to the lov'd tender fair, 

To those uhosc bliss, uhose beings hang upon him, 
To helpless children — then, oh then he feels 
The (Mini of miserv festenng in his heart, 

And ncaU> weeps his fortunes hkc a coward : 
Such, such am I->-ufldoncl 

TIlOMso^ s Edward and Eleonora. 

pARCtrci r , old Scotia's bleak domains. 
Par dealer than the tomd plains, 

VlTiere nch ananas blow f 
Parewcll, a mother's blessing dear I 
A brother's sigh I a sister's tear I 
My Jean's heart-rending throe I 
Faiewell, my Bess 1 tho’ thou’rt bereft 
Of ray paternal care, 

A faithful brother 1 have left. 

My part in him thou'lt share I 
Adieu, too, to you too. 

My Smith, my bosom frien'; 

\Vhen kindly you mind me, 

O tiien befriend my Jean I 

bursting angui^ tears my heart; 
From thee, my Jeany, must I part ? 

Thou, weeping, answ’rest — ^'No I' 

Alas I misfortune stares my face. 

And points to nun and disgrace, 

I for thy sake must m I 
Thee, Hamilton, and ^en dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu * 

I, wira a much-mdebted tear. 

Shall still remember you 1 
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A]1 had then, the gale then. 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore 1 
It rustles, and whistles. 

I’ll never see thee more 1 


THE CALF 

To the Rev. James Sxbveh, oh his text, Malachi, chap. iv. 
ver. 2 — *And ye ahain go forth, and grow np as cai.vbs (» the 
staU* 


Right, ar ! your text I'll prove it true, 
Tho’ heretics may laugh, 

For instance, there's yoursd just now, 
God knows, an unco calf. 

And should some patron be so kind. 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 

1 doubt na, sir, but then we’ll find. 
Ye’re still as great a sUrk. 

% 

But if the lover's raptur’d hour, 

Shall ever be your lot. 

Forbid it, ev'ry heavenly Power, 

You e’er diould be a. stot! 

Tho’, when some kind conimbial 
Your but-an’-ben adorns. 

The like has been that— you may wear 
A noble head of Jioms. 

And, in your lug, most reverend James, 
To hear you roar and rowte. 

Few men o sense will doubt your rfnitne 
To rank amang the tiowU, 
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And when 3 *c'rc number'd \ri' the dead, 
JBeJow a grassy hillock. 

With justice they may mark your head — 
'Here lies a fsiimous bullock!* 


NATURE'S LAW— A POEM 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Gr^at Nature spoke, otKer\ant man obey’d — P ope 

Llt Other heroes boast their scars, 

Tlic marks of strut and strife, 

And other poets sing of uars, 

Tlie plagues of human life, 

Shame fa’ the fun, wi' si^ord and gun 
To slap mankind like lumber ! 

I sing his name, and nobler fame, 

WHia multiplies our number 

Great Nature spoke, nith air benign, 

‘Go on, 3 'c human race, 

Tins lower world I you resign; 

Be fruitful and increase 
Tlic liquid fire of strong desire 
I've poured it in each bosom; 

Here, on this hand, does Mankind stand. 
And there is Beauty's blossom.' 

The Hero of these artless strains, 

A lowly bard was he. 

Who sung his rhymes in Coila's plains. 
With mcikle mirth an' glee; 

Kind Nature's care had given his ^axe 
Large, of the flammg current; 

And, all devout, he never sought 
To stem the sacred torrent. 
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He the powerful, hi^ bdiest 
Thrill, vital, thro’ and thro'; 

And sought a correspondent breast. 

To give obe^ence due ; 

Propitious Powers screen’d the young flow’is. 
From mildews of abortion. 

And lo I the bard — a great reward — 

Has got a double portion 1 

Auld cantie Cod may count the day. 

As annual it returns. 

The third of Libra’s equal sway. 

That gave another Bums, 

With future rhymes, an* other times. 

To emulate nis sire; 

To sing auld Cod in nobler style. 

With more poetic fixe. 

Ye Powers of peace, and peaceful song, 

Xnok down with gracious eyes ; 

And bless auld Coda, large and long. 

With multiplying joys. 



And Burnses spring, her fiune to sing. 
To endless generations I 


WILLIE CHALMERS 

Wi’ braw new bracks in mickle pride. 
And dre a braw new brechan. 

My Pegasus I’m got astnde. 

And up Parnassus pechm’; 

Whdes owre a bush wi’ downward crush. 
The doited beastie stammers; 

Then up he gets, and off he sets 
For sike o' Willie ChalmerSi 
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I doubt na, lass, that weel kenn'd name 
Slay cost a pair o* blushes; 

1 am nae stranger to his fame. 

Nor his Vi ana uiged wishes. 

Your boiiic face, sac mild and sweet. 

Ills honest heart enamours, 

And faith ye'll no be lost a Mbit, 

Tlio' air'd on \Villie Qialmers. 

Auld Truth hcrscl might snear ye’re fair, 
And Honour safclj' back her; 

And ]ifodest3' assume your air, 

And ne'er a anc mislak her : 

And sic tiva lovc>inspinng cen 
Might fire even 11013' pdmers; 

Nae wonder then they’ve fatal been 
To honest Wilhe Cbalmers. 

I doubt na fortune may you shore 
Some mun-mou’d poutner’d pnestie, 
Fu' lifted up wi’ Hebrew lore, 

And bana upon Ins breastie : 

But oh I uhat signifies to you 
His Icidcons and grammars. 

The feehng heart's the royal blue. 

And that's vn’ Wilhc Chalmers. 

Some gapm', gloisrm' countra laird 
Jlay warsle for your favour. 

May claw liis lug, and straik his beard. 
And hoast up some palaver * 

My bonie maid, before ye wed 
Sic clumsy-witted hammers, 

Seek Heaven for help, and barefit skelp 
Awa' wi’ Wilhe Chalmers. 

Foi;g^ve tlie Bard ! my fond regard 
For ane that shares my bosom. 

Inspires ray Mpse to gie 'm his dues, 

For deil a hair I roose him. 
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May powers aboon mute you soon, 
And fructify your amours, 

And every year come in mair dear 
To you and WiUie Chalmers 


REPLY TO A TRIMMING EPISTLE RECEIVED 
FROM A TAILOR 

What ads ye now, ye lousie bitdi, 

To thresh my bade at sic a pitch ? 

Losh, man ! hae mercy wi' your natch. 

Your bodkm's bauld; 

I didna suffer half sae much 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

What tho' at tunes, when I grow crouse, 

I gie their wames a random pouse, 

Is that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sae ? 

Gae mind your s«un, ye pnck-the-louse. 

An' ]ag-the-flea ! 

Kk^ David, o’ poeUc brief, 

Wiocht 'mang the lasses sic Tnisrbie f 
As fill’d hisiuter-hfe wi’ gnef, 

. , , . An' bluidy rants, 

An yet he s rank’d amang the chief 
O’ Is^-syne saunts. 

^d maybe, .Tam, for a’ my cants, . 

My wicked rhymes, an’ drucken rants, 

1 11 gi6 Eulu ciov^ Oootie’s hEimtSi 

A I unco shp yet. 

An snugly sit amang the saunte. 

At Davie’s hip yet I 
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But, fep I the Sesaon says I maun ' 

Gae fa’ upo’ anither plan 
Than gamn' lasses coup the cran, 

Qean heds owie body. 

An’ sanrly thole their mother’s ban 
Afore the howdy. 

This leads me on to tell for sport. 

How I did wi’ the Session sort, 

Auld Chhkum, at the inner port, 

Cned three times, 'Eobm 
Come hither lad, and answer for't, 

Ye’re blam’d for jobbm’ 1’ 

Wi* pmch I put a Sunday’s face on. 

An’ snoov’d awa’ before the^ Session . 

I made an open, fair confession — 

I scorn’d to lee. 

An* syne Mess John, beyond expression, 

foul o' me. 

A fomicatOT'loun he call’d me, 

An' said my faut frae bliss expell’d me; 

I own’d the tale was true he tell’d me, 

'But, what the matter ? 
(Quo’ I) I fear unless ye gdd me. 

I’ll ne’&c be better 1* 

'Geld you 1 (quo* he) an’ what for no ? 

If that your nght hand, 1^, or toe 
Should ever prove your spintual foe. 

You diould remember 
To cut it aff— an’ what for no ? — 

Your dearest member I’ 

*Na, na (quo' I), I’m no for that, 

G^^g’s nae better than ’tis ca’t; 

I’d ramer sufief for my faut, 

A hearty flewit. 

As sair owre hip as ye can draw’t, 

Tho’ I should rue it.’ 
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Still, if some patron's gen'rous care he trace, 
Skill'd m the secret to bestow with grace, 

When Ballantme befriends his humble name. 

And hands the rustic stranger up to fame. 

With heartfelt throes his ^teful bosom swells. 
The godlike bhss, to give, mone excels. 

'Twas when the stacks get on their wmter hap, 
And thack and rape secure the tod-won crap . 
Potato bin^ are snuggM up frae skith 
0' coming Wmter’s biting, frosty breath. 

The bees, rejoicmg o'er then summer toils. 
Unnumber’d buds an' flow’rs’ ddiaous spoils. 
Seal’d up with frugal care m massive waxen piles, 
Are doom'd by Man, that tyrant o’er the we^, 
The death o’ devils, smoor^d wi’ brimstone re^ ; 
The thundenng guns are heard on ev'xy side. 

The wounded coveys, reehng, scatter wide; 

The feather'd field-mates, bound by Nature's tie. 
Sires, mothers, children, m one carnage he 
(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds. 

And execrates man's sava^, ruthless deeds I) 

Nae mair the fiow’r m fidd or meadow Spnngs, 
Nae mair the grove with any concert rings. 

Except perhaps the Robm's whistling glee, 

Proua o’ the height o' some bit halwang tree : 
The hoary moms precede the sunny days, 

MUd, calm, serene, wide spreads the noontide blaze. 
While thick the gossamour waves wanton m the rays 

Twas in that season, when a simple Bard, 
Unknown and poor — simphcity’s reward 1 — 

Ae ni^t, withm the ancient l^gh of Ayr, 
whim inspir'd, or haply prest wi’ care, 
left lus bed, and took his wa 3 rward route, 

And down by Simpson’s wheel'd the left about : 
(Whether impdl’dby all-directing Fate, 

To witness what I after shall narrate; 
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Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 

He wander'd out, he knew not where nor why ) 
The drowsy Dungeon-clock had number’d two. 

And Walhice Tower had sworn the fact was true : 
The tide-svvoln firth, with sullen-soundmg roar, 
Through the still night da^’d hoarse along the 
shore. 

All dse was hu^’d as Nature’s dosM e’e; 

The silent moon shone lugh o’er tower and tree; 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam, 

Crept gently, crustmg-o’er the ghttenng stream — 

‘ I 

When, lo ! on either hand the list’ning Bard, 

The dangmg sugh of whisthngs wm^ is heard; 

Two dusky forms dart thro’ me midnig ht air. 

Swift as the gos drives on the whedu^ hare, 

Ane on the Auld Bng his airy shape uprears. 

The ither flutters o’er the rising piers : 

Our warlock Khymer mstantly oescned 
The Srates that o’er the Brigs of Ayr preside. 

(That Bards are second-dghted is nae )oke, ' 

And ken the hngo of the sp’ntued folk. 

Fays, Spunkies, Kdpies, a’, they can explain them. 
And ev n the vera deils th^ brawly ken them). 
'Auld Bng’ appear'd of anaent Pictish race, * 

The very wrinkles Gothic m his &ce; 

He seem’d as he wi’ Time had warstl’d lang. 

Yet, teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 

^ew Bng'was buskit in a braw new coat, 

Tl^t he, at Lon’on, frae'ane Adams got; 
fa's hand five taper staves as smooth’s a bead. 

Wi virls 'an’ whirlygigums at the head. ' 

The Goa was stdkmg round with anxious search. 
Spying the time-wom flaws m ev’iy arch. 

It dianc’d his new-come neibor took his e’e 
^d e en a vex’d and angry heart Toad he 1 
Wi toeveless sneer to see his modish mipr. 

He, doWh the water, gies him tins guid-een 
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AULD Bma 

I doubt na, frien', ye*ll think ye'ro nae sheepshank. 
Ance ye were streelat o^^re frae bank to bank ! 

But gin ye be a bng as auld as me — 

Tho’ iaith. that date, I doubt, ye'll ncv*er see — 
There’ll be, if that da}* come. I’ll wad a boddlc. 
Some fe'tver whigmalecncs in your noddle. 

KEW BRIG 

Auld Vandal 1 ye but show your little mense. 
Just much about it wi' your scant}*^ sense : 

Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street, 

Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet, 
Your ruin'd, formless buU: o' stane and hme. 
Compare wi' borne bngs o' modem time > 

There's men o' taste wou'd tak the Ducat stream, 
Tho' they should cast the vera sark and swim. 

E'er they would grate tlieir feebngs wi' the view 
O' sic an ugly, Gothic hulk as you. 

AULD BRIG 

Conceited gowk » puff’d up wi’ windy pride I 
This mony a year I've stood the flood an' tide; 

And tho' wi' crazy cild I'm sair forfaim. 

I'll be a bng %yhea ye're a shapeless caim 1 
As yet ye little ken' about the matter. 

But twa-tliree wonters will infonn ye better. 

When lieavy, dark, continued, a'-day rams, 

Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains; 

When from the hills where spnngs the brawling Coil, 
Or stately Lugar’s mossy fountams boil. 

Or where the Greenod: winds lus moorland coiir e. 
Or hauiitcd Carpal draws his feeble source. 

Arous'd by blustering winds an' spotting thm^es. 

In mony a -torrent down the snaw-broo row'cs, 
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While craslung ice, bCme on the roaring spate, 
Sweeps dams, an’ mills, an’ brigs, a' to the gate; 
And from 'Glenbuck, down to ime Raitton-key, 

Auld Ayr is just one lengthen’d, tumbling sea — 
Then down ye’ll burl (d^ nor ye never nse 1 ) 

^d da^ the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies 1 
A lesson sadly teachmg, tO'youT cost, 

That Ardiitecture’s nrale art is lost I 

NEW BRIG 1 

Fme architecture, trowth, I needs must say’t o’t. 
The L — d be thankit that we’ve tmt the gate o’t 1 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist--allurmg edifices, , , 

Hangmg with threat’rung ]ut like preapices; 
O’er-ar^ing, mouldy, gloom-mspinng coves, 
Supportmg roo&, fantastic, stony groves, 

Wmdows and doors m nameless sculptures drest. 
With order, symmetry, or taste unbl^t; 

Forms like some bedim Statuary's dream, > 
The craz’d aeations of misgmded whim, 

Forms might be worshipp’d on the bended Icnee, 
And sbll me second dread command be free. 

Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea I 
■Mansions that would disgrace the building , taste 
Of any mason reptile, bird or beast : 

Fit omy for a doited monkish race, 

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embr a ce , 

Or cuiis of later times, wha hdd the notion. 

That sullen gloom was sterhng true devotion : 

Fanaes that our gmd Brugh demes protection, 

And soon may th^ expire, unblest wi’ resurrection 1 

AULD BRIG 

0 ye, my dear-remember’d, anaent yeahngs. 
Were ye but here to share my wounded | 

Ye worthy Proveses, an* mony a Baihe, 

Wha in the paths o’ righteousness did toil ay 
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'* t 

Ye dainty Deacons, an* ye douce Conveeners, 

To whom our modems are but causey-deaners. 

Ye godly G)imals, wha hae blest this town. 

Ye godly Brethren o* the sacred gown, 

Wha meekly gie your hurdles to the smiters; 

And (what would now be strange), ye godly Wnters; 
A* ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo. 

Were ye but here, what would ye say or do ? 

How would your spints groan in deep vexation. 

To see each melanchoty alteration. 

And, agomsmg, curse me time and place 
When ye begat the base degenerate race i 
Nae langer rev’rend men, their country's gloiy. 

In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain, braid story, 
Nae langer thrifty atizens, an' douce. 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Councd-house; 

But staumrd, corlty-headed, graceless Gentry, 

The henyment and rum of the country; 

Men, three-parts made by tailors and by barbers, 
Wha waste your weel-ham'd gear on d — 'd new brigs 
and harbours 1 


NEW BRIG 

Now hand you there 1 for faith ye've said enough, 
And mudde mair than ye can mak to through. 

As for your Priesthood, I shall say but httle, 
Corbtes and Clergy are a ^ot ri^t kittle * 

But, under favour o' your langer beard. 

Abuse o' Magistrates might vrea be spared;* 

To liken them to your auld-ivarld squad, 

I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 

In Ayr, loag-mts nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth Citizen' a term o' scandal; 

Nae Tnair the Council waddles doum the street. 

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit; 

Men wha grew wise pnggin’ owre hops an' raisins. 
Or gatho^ lib'ral views m Bonds and Seisins ' 
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If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 

Had ^or’d'them with a glimmer of his lamp. 

And would to Common-sense f6r once betra/d them, 
Flam, dull Stupidity stept kmdly m to aul them. 


What farther (Mi-ma-claTer mi^ht been said, 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had mood to shed, 
No man can tell; but, aH before their ^t, 

A fany train appear'd m order br^ht; 

Adown the ghttermg stream they fatly danc’d, 
Bn§^t to the moon their various dresses ^c'd : 
They footed o’er the wat’ry glass so nat. 

The mfant ice scarce bent benath their feet : 
While arts of Minstrdsy among them rung. 

And soul-ennobhng Bards hermc dittia sung. 


0 had M'Laucblan, thamn-inspuing sage, 

Been there to hear ths havenly band agage, 
Wha thro’ his dear strathspeys ^ey bore with 
Highland rage; 

Or wha they stai^ old Scotia’s mdting airs. 

The lover’s raptured joys or bleeding cares; 

How would his High^d lug bea nobler fir’d. 

And ev’n his matchless hand with finer touch 
insi^dl 

No guess could ten what mstrumat appear’d, ■ 

But all the soul of Music’s sedf was heard; 
Haimomous cacert rung m eveiy part. 

While sunple mdody pour’d moving a the heart 


The Genius of the Stream m front appears 
A vaerable.Oaef advanc’d in years; 

^ hoaiy head with water-lihes crown’d ' 

His m?nly leg with garter-tangje bound. ' 

Neirt (^e the lovdiest pair in all the ring 
female Beauty hand m hand withSj^ng; 
^Dia, crown d with fiow’iy hay, came Ruraijoy 
«!iimma, with his fervid-beaming eye; ^ 
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Afl-cheenng Plenty, with her flowing horn. 

Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with noddmg com; 
Then Wmter’s tun&'bleadi’d locks did hoary ^ow. 
By Hospitahty with cloudless brow:, 

Next followed Courage witii his martial stnde. 
From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide; 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 

A female form, came from the tow'is of Stair, 
Leammg and Worth m equal measures strode. 
From sunple Catime, their long-bv'd abode; 

Last, white-rob’d Peace, crown'd with a hazd 
wreath. 

To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken, iron mstromente of death . 

At sight of whom our Spntes foigat their kmdling 
wrath. 


THE NIGHT WAS STILL 

Tee night was still, and o'er the hill 
The moon shone on the castle wa’. 
The mavis sang, while dew-drops hang 
Around her on the castle wa , 

Sae memly th^ danced the img 
Frae e'enm' ^ the cock did craw; 
And ay the o'erword 0 ' the spring 
Was Irvme's banns are bonme a*. 


EPIGRAM ON ROUGH ROADS 

I'm now arrived — ^thanks to the CTds 1— • 
Thro', pathways rough and muddy, 

A certam sign that makm' roads 
Is no this people's study : 
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Altho’ I’m not wi’ Scnptore cram’d, 
I’m sure the Bible sajre i 

That heedless sinners shall be damn’d. 
Unless they mend their ways. 


PRAYER— 0 THOU DREAD POWER 


I 

O Thou dread Power, who* reign’st above, 
1 know thou wilt me hear, ' 

When for this scene of peace and love, 

1 make my prayer smcere 

The hoary Sire — the mortal stroke, 

Long, long be pleas’d to spare. 

To bless his little fihal flock, 

And show what good men are. 

She, who her lovdy oEspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears, ‘ ' 

0 bless her wth a mother’s jo;^, 

But spare a mother’s tears I 


Their hope, their stay, their darling youth. 
In manhood’s dawmng blush, , 
Bless him . Thou God of love and truth. 
Up to a parent’s wish. 


The beauteous, seraph sister-band 

With earnest tears I pray— , 

Thou know'st the snares on ev’iy 
Gmde Thou their st^is alway. 


When, Mon or late, theyreach that coast, 
O er Life s rough ocean dnven. 

May thq^ rejoice, no wand’rer lost. 

A fanuly m H^ven 1 , 
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FAREWELL TO THE BANKS OF AYR 

Tune — 'Roshn Castle.' 

TbE gloomy night is gath'nng 
Loud roars the wild, mconstant blast. 

Yon murl^ doud is foul with ram, 

I see it dnvmg o'er the plam; 

The hunter now has left the moor, 

The scatt'red cove^ meet secure, 

While here I wander, prest with care. 
Along the londy banks of Ayr. 

The Autumn mourns her np'nmg com 
By ^ly Wmter's ravage tom. 

Across her placid, azure dcy. 

She sees the scowhng tempest fly : 
dull runs my blood to hear it rave; 

I think upon the stormy wave, 

Where many a danger I must dare. 

Far from the borne banks of Ayr. 

Tis not the surgmg billow's roar, 

Tis not that fatal, deadly ^ore; 

Tho’ death m ev’ry shape appear, 

' The wretdied have no more to fear : 

But round my heart the ties are bound, 
The heart transpierc'd with many a wound; 
These bleed afr^, those ties 1 tear. 

To leave the borne banks of Ayr. 

Farewdl, old Coda's hills and dales. 

Her heathy moors and winding vales; 

The scenes where wretched Fancy roves, 
Pursuing past, imhappy loves I 
Farewell, my fnends I farewell, my foes I 
^ peace with these, my love with those : 
The burstmg tears my heart dedare — 
Farewell, tilm borne banks of Ayr 1 
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ON MEETING WITH LOED DAER 


This 'vrot ye all whom it concerns, 
I, Rhymer Rohm, alias Bums, 

October twenty-third, 
A ne’er-to-be-forgotten day, 

Sae far I spradd’d up the brae, 

I dmner’d wx' a Lord. 


I’ve been at drucken writers’ feasls. 

Nay, been bitch-fou ’mang godly priests — 
Wi’ rev’rence be it spoken I — 
Fve even iom’d the honor'd }orum, 

When mighty Squrrediips of die q^rum. 

Their hydm drouth md sloken. 


But wi' a Lord I — stand out my dun, 

A Lord — a Peer — an Earl's son I 

Up hi^er yet, my boimet I 
An’ ac a l^ord f— lang Scot(^ rIIb twa. 
Our Peerage he o’erlooks them a'. 

As I look o'er my soimeL 


But 0 for Hogarth’s ms^ pow’r I 
To show Su: Bardie's willyart glow'r, 

■.TTt. ^ star'f an’ stammei’d. 

When, goavm’, as if led wi’ branks, 's 
An' stumpm’ on his ploughman gTignire' 

He m me parlour hammed. 


I sidhng shelter’d m a nook. 

An’ at his Lordship steal’t a look, 

Like some portentous omen; 
Mcept good sense and soaal vIrr, 

An (what somns'd me) modesty 

I markM nought uncommon. 


aeeression 



250 POEMS AND SONGS 

I watch'd the sjmiptoms o' the Great, 

The gentle pnde, the lor^y state, 

The arrogant assuming; 

The fient a pnde, nae pnde had he, 

Nor sauce, nor stain, that I could see, 

Mair tl^ an honest ploughman. 

Then from his Lord^p I shall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as weel’s another, 

Nae honest, worthy man need care 
To meet with noble, youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother 


MASONIC SONG 


Tune — 'Shawn-boy', or, ‘Over the vnter to Charhe' 

t 


Ye sons of old Kilhe, assembled by Willie, 

To follow the noble vocation. 

Your thnfty old mother has scarce such another 
To sit m that honoured station 
I’ve httle to say, but only to pray. 

As praying's the ion of your fa^on; 

■A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse, 
Tis sddom her favounte passion. 


Yepowers who preside o'er the wmd and the tide, 
'V^o markSd each element's border. 

Who formed this frame with beneficent aim. 
Whose sovereign statute is order . — 

Withm this dear mansion, may-wayward Contention 
Or withered Envy ne’er enter; 

May secrecy round be the mystical bound, ' 

And brotherly love be the centre I 
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TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY 

An honest man's the noblest work of God~PopE. 

Has aold XGlmaniock seen the deil ? 

Or ^eat Maddnlay thravm }us heel ? 

Or Kobertson grown weel. 

To preach an' read ? 

'Na, waur than a' 1' ones ilka chid, 

'Tam Samson’s dead !* 

Kilmarnock lang may grunt an’ graen. 

An' sigh, an’ sab, an greet her lane. 

An' c&d her barms, man, wife, an' wean, 
In mourmng weed; 

To Death she’s dearly pa 3 ?’d the kane — 
Tam Samson's dead ! 

The Brethren 0 * the mysfac *levd’ 

May hing then head in woefn' bevd, 

Wmle by their nose the tears wiU revd. 

Like ony bead; 

Death's gien the Lodge an unco devd— 
Tam Samson's dead I 

When Wmter muffles up his rfoaV, 

And bmds the mire like a rock. 

When to the loughs the ciulms flock, 
w' gleesome speed, 

Wha will they station at the ‘cock’ ?— 

Tam Samson's dead 1 

He was the king V a' the core. 

To guard, or draw, or wide a bore. 

Or up the nnk like Jdm roai‘. 

In bme o' need; 

But now he li^ on Death’s * hog-score 
Tam Samson’s <mad I 
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Now safe the stately sawmont sail. 

And trouts bedropp^d m' cnmson hail, 

And eds, weel-ken'd for souple tail, 

'And geds for greed. 

Since, dark in Death^ 'fish-creel, we wail' 
Tam Samson deadl 

Rejoice, ye birring paitncks a'; 

Ye cootie muircocks, crousely craw; 

Ye maukins, cock your fad fu' braw, 
Withouten dread; 

Your mortal fae is now awa' — 

Tam Samson's dead 1 

That woefu* mom be ever mourn'd. 

Saw him in sliootm* CTmth adorn'd. 

While pointers round impatient bum'd, 

Frae couples free'd. 

But, och I he gaed and ne'er return'd I 
Tam Samson's dead 1 

In vain auld age his body batters. 

In vam the gout his ankles fetters. 

In vam the bums cam down like waters. 

An acre braid 1 

Now ev’iy auld wife, greetm', clatters 
‘Tarn Samson's dead T 

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit, 

An’ ay the tither ^ot he thumpit, 

TiU coward Death behmt him lumpit, 

Wi’ deadly feide; 

Now he proclaims wi' tout o’ trumpet. 

'Tam Samson's dead !' 

When at his heart he felt the dagger. 

He red’d his wonted bottle-swagger. 

But yet he drew the mortal trigger, 

WV weel-aimed heed; 

'L— d, five !' he cry’d, an’ owre did stagger— 
Tam Samson's dead I 
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Ilk hoary hunter mourn'd a brither; 

Ilk sportsman-youth bemoan'd a father; 

Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather, 
Marks out ms head; 

Whare Bums has mote, in rhymmg blether, 
'Tam Samson's Dead 1* 

There, low he hes in lasting rest. 

Perhaps upon his mould'rmg breast 
Some spit^* muirfowl bigs her nest. 

To hatch and breed : 

Alas ! nae man: he'll them molest 1 
Tam Samson's dead t 

When August wmds the heather wave. 

And sportsmen wander by yon grave. 

Three volle}rs let his memory crave, 

O' pouther an' lead. 

Till Echo answer frae her cave, 

*^Tam Samson's dead 1 ' ; 

Heav'n rest his saul whare' er he be 1 
Is th' wish o' mony mae than me : 

He had twa fauts, or maybe three. 

Yet what remead ? 

Ae soaal, honest man want we : 

Tam Samson’s dead I 

TEE EPITAPH ' 

'Tam Samson's’ weel-wom day hrare lies, 

Ye cantmg zealots, spare him 1 
If honest worth m Heaven nse I 
Ye'll mend or ye wm near him, 

PER CONTRA 

Go Fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a’ the streets an' neuks o' Killie; 

Tell ev'ry sodal honest bilhe 

To cease his grievin'; 

For, yet unskaith’d Death's gleg gulhe, 
Tam Samson's lee\^ ! 
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EPISTLE TO MAJOR LOGAN 

Hail, thainn-ms|»rmV rattlin' Willfe 1 
Tho' fortune's road be rough an' hilly 
To 'every fiddling, rhyming bilhe. 

We never heed. 

But take it like the unback'd filly, 

, Proud o' her speed. 

f 

When, idly goavin', whyles we saunter; 
Yur ! fancy barks, awa'^we canter. 

Up lull, down brae, till some mischanter, 

' ^ Some black bog-hole^ 

Arrests us, then the scathe an' banter 
We're forced to thole. 

I 

Hale be your heart I hale be your fiddle I 
Lang may your elbuck link and diddle. 

To meer you through' the weary widdle 
' O' mis wild warl'. 

Until you on a crununock dnddle, 

A gray-hair'd carl. 

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon. 
Heaven send your heart-strmgs ay m tune. 
And screw your temper-pms aboon 
(A firth or mair), 

The melanchohous, la^ croon 
, O’ cankne care. 

May still your hie from day to day 
Nae 'lente largo' m'the play, 

But 'allegretto forte gay,, , 

Harmonious flow, 

A sweeping, kindlmg, bauld strathspey — 
Encore.) Bravo* 

t • » 
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A bles^g on the cheery gang 
Wha dearly hke a ]ig or sang» 

An' never think o' nght an' \vrang 
By square an' rule. 

But as the degs o' fedmg stang. 

Are wise or fool. 

My hand-'Waled corse keep hard in chase 
The harpy, hbodock, porse>proud race, 

Wha count on ^orhu as disgrace; 

^eir tundess hearts. 

May fireside discords jar a base 
To a' their parts ( 

But come, your hand, my careless bnther, 
r th' ither warl’, if there’s amther. 

An* that there is. I've httle swither 
About the matter. 

We, cheek for chow, shah jog tbegither, 

I’se ne'er bid better. 

We’ve faults and failings — granted dearly, 

, We’re frail badcshding mortals merdy, 

Eve’s borne squad, pnests wyte them dieerfy 
For our grand fa’; 

But sthl, but stQl, I hke them dearly — 

God bless them a' ! 

Odion for poor Castahan drinkers. 

When they fa’ fool o’ earthly jinkers ! 

The witdung, curs'd, ddidous blinkers 
Hae put me hyte. 

And gart me weet my wauknfe winkers. 
Wi’.gimm' spite. 

But by yon moon^—and that's Tii gb swearm'— 
An^ every star within my heaikn 
An’ by her een wha was a dear ane 1 
, I'h ne’er forget, 

1 hope to gie the ]ads a dearin'. 

In fair play yet. 



456 


POEMS AND SONGS 

My loss I mourn, butmoti repent it; 

I’fl seek my putsie whare I tint it; ■ 

Ance to the Indies I were wonted, ' 

Some cantraip hour, 

By some sweet df rU yet be dinted; 

Then vtve V amour I 

Failes mes batssemains respedueusd. 

To sentimental sister Susie, 

An' honest Lud^, no to roose you, 

Ye may be proud. 

That sic a couple fate allows ye, 

To grace your blood. 

Nae mair at present can I measure. 

An' trowth my rhymm' ware’s nae treasure; 
But when m Ayr, some half-hour's leisure, 
]^'t hght, be't dark, 

Su Baid 1^ do himsdf the pleasure 
To call at Park 

Robert Burns. 

* 

Mossgxel, 30th' Oeiobert 1786. • 

» 


.ON SENSIBILITY 

Rusticitv's ungainly form 
May doud the highest mind; 

But when the heart is nobly warm, 
The good excuse wiU find 
Primnety’s cold, cautious rules 
Wann fervour may o’erlook; 

But spare poor sensibility 
Th’ ungentle, harsh rebuke. 
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A WINTER NIGHT 


Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 

That bide the pditing of this pityless storm 1 
How fthql ' your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons snch as thesc^?— > ohaks6PBAKB. 


When biting lloreas, fell and doure, ' 

Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow'r; 

When Phoebus gies a diort-hv’d gloVr, 

Far south the hit, 

Dhn-dark'ning thro’ the flaky show’r, 

Or whirling ihift : 

t 

Ae iiKht the storm the steeples rocked. 
Poor Labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While bums, wi’ snawy wreaths up-choked, 
, Wild-wdying swirl. 

Or, thro' the miiung outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl : 

List'mng the doors an’ wiimocks rattle, 

I thought me on the oune cattle. 

Or silly ^eep, wha bide this brattle 
O' wmter war. 

And thro' the drift, deep-lainng, sprattle 
Beneath a scaur. 


Ilk happing bird, — wee, hdpless thing 1 
That, m the meny months o' spring. 
Delighted me to near thee smg. 

What comes o’ thee ? 

Whare wilt thou cow’r thy chittermg wing. 
An’ dose thy e^e ? 


B.E. 


X 
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EVn you, on murdering errands toil'd. 

Lone from your savage homes sol’d. 

The blood-stam'd roost, and sheep-cote foil'd, 
My heart forgets, 

WHule pityless the tempest wd 

Sore on you beats I 

Now Phoebe, in her midnight rsgn, 
Dark-muiH’d, view’d the meaiy plain, 

Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train. 

Rose in my soul. 

When on my ear this plaintive stram. 

Slow, solemn, stole — 

'Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust 1 
And freeze, thou bitter-bitmg frost 1 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows 1 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
More hard unkindness, unrelenting. 

Vengeful mahce, unrraentmg, 

Than heaven-iUumm’d Man on brother Man bestowsl 

‘See stem Oppression's iron gnp. 

Or mad Ambition's gory hand, 

Sendmg, like blood-hounds from the shp, 

Woe, Want, and Murder o'er the land I 
Ev'n m the peaceful rural vale. 

Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale. 

How pamper^ Luxuiy, Flatt’ry by her side, 

The parasite empoisonmg her ear, 

With all the seivule ivretches in the rear. 

Looks o’er proud Property, extended vide; 

And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil upholds the glitt’nng show— 

A creature of another kmd. 

Some coarser substance, unrefin'd — 

Plac'd for her lordly use, thus far, thus vile, below I 
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‘Where, where is Loye's iond, tender throe. 

With lordly Honor’s lofty brow* 

The pow’rs yon proudly own ? 

Is there, beneath Love's noble name, 
harbour, dark, the selfish aom. 

To bless himself alone 1 
Mark maiden-innocence a prey 
To love-pretendmg snares . , 

This boasted Honor turns away, 

Shunmng soft Pity’s nsmg sway. 

Regardless of the tears and unavailing pray’rs I 
Perhaps this .hour, m' Miser 3 r’s squalid nest. 

She strams your infant to her joyless breast. 
And with a mother’s fears sbnnks at the roc£ang 
blast I 

* ' r 

‘Oh ye ! who, sunk m beds of down, ’ ’T 
Fed not a want but what yourselves create,' 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 1 
Whom feiends and fortune quite disown i 
Hl-satofy’d keen nature's damorous'call, ' 
Strkdn’d on his stifaw, he lays hinisdf to sleep; ' 
While thro’ the ragged roof and chinky wiOi; ' ' - 

Chill, o’er his lumbers, pil^ the drifty heap I ’ 
Think on the dungeon’s gnm confine. 

Where Guilt and poor liiisfortune pine 1 
Guilt-ernng man, rdenting view, ' ‘ 

But shall uiy le^ rage pursue ; , 

The wretch, alr^y crushed low 
.By cauel Fortune’s undeServM blow ? 
Affliction’s.sons are brothers m .distress, 

A brother to rdieve, how exquisite the bhss 1* 

« • • 

, I heard, nae mair, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the poutheiy snaw, 

And had!d' ^e moxnmg with a 
A cottage-rousing crayr. ' 
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But deep this truth impress’d my mmd — 
Thro’ all His works abroad, 

The heart benevolent and kind 
The most resembles God. '' 


YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide. 

That nurse m their bosom the youth o* the Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveys thro' the header to 
feed, 

And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed. 

Not Gowne’s nch valley, nor Forth's sunny shores, 

To me hae the charms o' yon wild, mossy moors. 

For .there, by a lanely, sequesterM stream. 

Besides a sweet lassie, my thou^t and my dream. 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my path, 

Ilk stream foammg down its am green, narrow strath, 
or there, wi’ my lassie, the day-lang I rove, 

V 'hile o|er us .unheeded file the swift hours o' love. 

She is not the fairest, altiio' she is fair; 

O' nice education but sma' is her share; 

Her parentage humble as humble can be; 

But I lo'e the dear lassie because ^e lo'es me. 

To Beauty what man but maun yield him a prize. 

In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs ’ 

And when wit and refinement hae polic'd her darts. 
They dazzle our een, as they file to our hearts 

But kmdness, sweet kindness, m the fond-sparkling e'e. 
Has lustre outshmmg the diamond to me; 

And the heart beating lo^’as I'm clasp'd m her arms, 
O, these are my lassie’s all-fcbnquenng charms 1 
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ADDRESS TO ' EDINBURGH 


1 

Edina i Scotia's darling seat I, 

AU hail thy palaces and tow'ts, 

Where on^, beneath a Monarch's feet. 
Sat Legation's sovereign pow'is : 

From marking wildly-scatrred floors, 
As on the banks of A 3 nr I stray'd. 

And singing, lone, the hngenng houx^ 

1 shelter m thy honor'd shade. 

Here Wealth still swells the golden ti de . 
As busy Trade his labonr plies; 

There Architectnre's noble pride 
Bids el^;ance and splendour rise : 

Here Justice, from her native skies, 
Hi^ wields her bidance and her rod; 

There Learning, with his eagle eyes. 
Seeks Saence in her coy abode. 


TIw sons, Edina, social, kind. 

With open arms the stranger hail; 
Their views enlarg’d, their hbetal itiinti 
Above the narrow, rural vale : 
Attentive still to Sorrow’s wail, . * 
Or modest Ment's silent daim; 

And never m^ their sources fail I 
And never Envy blot their tianw | . 


Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn. 
Gay as the gilded summer sky, 
Si^t as the dewy, milk-white Aom, 
Dw as the rap^d thrill of loy ! 
F^ Bum^ strikes th’ adoring eye, 
Heawn s beauties on my fancy dime 
I see the Sire of Ixive on liig\ ^ ' 
And own His work indeed divine I 
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There, watching high the least alanns, 

Thy rough, rude fortress glfeams afar, 
Like some bold veteran, gray m arms, 

And marked with many a seamy scar * 
The pond’rous wall and massy bar, 
Gnm-nsing o’er the rugged rock. 

Have oft wimstood assaihng war. 

And oft repdl’d th’ mva<ter’s diock. 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 
1 view that noble, stately Dome, 

Where Scotia's kmgs of other years. 

Fam’d, heroes 1 had their royal home 
Alas I how diang’d the times to come I 
Their royal name low in the dust > 

Their hapless race wild-wand’nng roam ! 
Tho*^ rigid Law cnes out, "twas just I' 

I 

i 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps. 
Whose ancestors, m dajrs of yore, 

Thro’ hostile ranks and nun'd gaps 
Old Scotia’s bloody hon bore . 

Ev’n I who smg in rustic lore. 

Haply > my sires have left their shed. 

And fac’d gnm Danger’s loudest Toar, 
Bold-foUowmg where your fathers' led > 

Edin'a ^ ’ 'Scotia's darlmg seat < 

AH hail thy palaces and tpw'rs, 

Wherfe once, beneaft Monarch’s feet. 

Sat Legislatiofa’s 'sovereign powers 
From marking wildly-scattred floWre,' 

As on the banks of Ayr I 'stray'd, ' 

And sifaging, lone, the hneermg houfe,’ 

I belter m thy honor’d shade.' 
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ADDRESS TO A HAGGIS 

Fair fa’ your honest, 'sonsie face, 

Greit chieftain 0’ the puddin’-race I' 

Aboon them a’ tc tak your place, 

ramch, tape, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy 0’ a grace 

As lang's my arm. 

i 

The' groaning trencher there ye fill. 

Your hurdles like a distant hill, ' 

Your pin wad help to mend a imH 
In tune 0’ need. 

While thro’ yOur pores the dews distil 
me amber bead. 

His knife see rustic Labour dight, 

An’ cut you up wi’ ready dei^t, 

Trenchir^ your gushmg entrads bright. 
Like ony ditch; 

And then, 0 what a glonous sight, 
Warm-reekm’, nch ! 

Then, horn for horn, they stretch an' stave : 
Dell tak the hmdmost > ontheydnve. 

Till a’ their weel-^wali'd Iqdes bel^^e’ 

Are bent like drums. 

Then auld Guidman, maist .like to nve 
' > 'Bethanket I’ hums 

‘1 > f t 

Is there that owre his French ragoMf, 

Or oho that wad staw a sow, 
Or^tcflsseswadmak her spew 

Wi' perfect sconner. 

Looks down wi sneering, scomfu' view 
On sic a dumer ? 
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Poor devil I see Mm owre Ms tra^. 

As feckless as a wither'd rash, 

His spindle shank, a whip-lash, 

His meve a ml. 

Thro' bloody flood or Add to dadi, 

0 how unfit 1 

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed. 

The trembling earth resounds his tread. 
Clap in Ms walie meve a blade. 

He'll mak it whissle. 

An' legs an* arms, an’ heads will sned, 

, like taps o' thnssle. 

Ye Pow'rs wha mak mankmd vour care. 
And Ash them out their bill fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skmkmg ware 
That jaups m luggies, 
But, if ye widi ha- gratefu' prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis 1 


TO MISS LOGAN 

Beattie's poems for a new-yeak’s gift, 
JANUARY I, 1787 

Again the dlent wheels of tune 
Their aimual round have ^ven. 

And you, tho’ scarce m maiden prime, 

Are so much nearer Heaven. 

Nqgifts have I from Indian coasts 
T^ infant year to hail; 

I send you more than India boasts. 

In Edwm's simple tale. 
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Our sex udth guile, 'and faitbless love, 

Is charg’d, perha^ too true; 

But may, dear maid, eadi lover prove 
An Edvnn still to you. 


WILLIAM SMELLIE-A SKETCH 

Shkswd Wilhe Smelhe to Crodiallan came; 

The old cock’d hat, the gray surtout, the same; 

His bnstlmg beard lust nsing m its might, 

'Twas four long nights and o&yi to ^avmg night, 
His uncomb’d, grizzly bcks, wild stanng, thatch’d 
A head for thought profound and clear, unmatch’d; 
Yet tho' his caustic wit was bitmg*rude, 

His heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 


RATTLIN’, ROARIN' WILLIE 

0 RAmiN', roarin’ VlTiliie, 

0, he held to the fair, 

An’ for to sell his fiddle. 

An’ buy some other ware; 

But partmg wi’ his fiddle. 

The saut tear bhn’t ^ e'e, 
An’ ratthn’, roarm’ Wilhe, 

Ye're wdcome hame to me. 

4 

0 Wilhe, come sdl your fiddle, 
0 sell your fiddle sae fine ' 

0 Willie, come sell your fiddle. 
An’ buy.a pmt 0’ wine ! 
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If I should sell my fiddle, • 

The warld would think I was mad; 

For monie a rantm’ day * 

My fiddle an* 1 hae had.' 

As I cam by Crochallan, 

1 cannihe keeket bm, 

Eattlm’, roarm* Wilhe 
Was sittm* at yon boord-en’; 

Sittin* at yon boord-en'. 

And amang gude compame; 

Rattlin', roarur Willie, 

Ye're welcome hame to me I 


JBONIE DUNDEE 

0 WEAK gat ye that haver-meal bannock ? 

Silly bhn' booby, O dinna ye see, 

1 gat it frae a bi^ young sodger laddie 
Atween Saint Johnstoun an' borne Dundee 

0^1 saw the laddie that gae me't 1 
Aft has he dondl’t me upon his knee. 

May Heaven protect my borne Scots laddie. 

An' send him safe hame to his balne an' me 

My blessin's upon thy sweet wee hppie 1 
My blessm's upon thy borne e’e-bne ! 

Thy smiles are sae like my bh^e sodger laddie, 
Thou's ay the dearer, and dearer to me > 

But I'll bfe a bow’r on yon bonie banks, 

Whare Tay tins wimplm' by sae dear. 

An' rH deed thee in the tartan sae fine. 

And mak thee a man like tiiy daddie dear. 
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■ EPIGRAMS 

EXTEMPOBE IN THE COURT OF SESSION 
LORD ADVOCAte 

t 

He clench’d his pamphlets m his fist. 
He quoted and he Wted, 

Till, m a declSmation-mist, 

1^ aiEhment he tmt it : 

He gapM for’t, he grapgd fort. 

He fand it vras awa', man; 

But vrhat his common sense came ^ort. 
He eikdd out wi' law, man. 

MR ERSEINE 

Collected, Hany stood awee. 

Then open’d out his arm; man; 

His Loid^p sat wi' ruefu' e'e, ^ 

And ey’d the gathenng storm, man : 

Like 'wmd-dnv’n had it did 
Or torrmts owre a hnn, man; 

The Bench sae wise hft up thetr eyes, 
Half-wauken’d wi' the dm, ma^ , 


INSCRIPTION POR THE HEADSTONE ’OF - 
FERGUSSON THE POET 

I ' 

No sculptured marble here, nor pompous lav. 

No stoned um nor animated Irast’* 

XhB sunple stone directs pale Scotia’s wav 
lo pour her sorrows o’er the Poet’s dust 
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ADDrnON.\L STAKZAS 

She mourns, sweet tuneful youth, thy hapless fate; 

Tho* all the powers of song thy fancj' fired. 
Yet Luxury and Wealth lay by m state. 

And, thankless, starv'd wl^t they so much 
admired. 

This tribute, with a tear, now gives 
A brother Bard — ^he can no more bestow; 

But dear to fame thy Song immortal hves, 

A nobler monument than Art can show. 


INSCRIBED UNDER FERGUSSON'S PORTRAIT 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleased. 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure. 

0 thou, my elder brother in misfortune, 

Bv fax my elder brother in the Muses, 

With tears I pity thy unhappy fate I 
WTi}' IS the Bard unpitied by the world. 

Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures ? 


EPISTLE TO MRS SCOTT 

TBE GUDEWIFE OF WAUCHOFE HOUSE, ROXBURGBSHIBE 

I MIND it wed in early date. 

When I was beardless, young, and blate. 

An' first could thre^ the bam. 

Or baud a yokin' at the pleugh; 

An’ tho' forfoughten sw eneugh. 

Yet unco proud to leam : 
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When iirst among the yellow com 
A man I reck<m’d,was, 

An’ wi’ the kve ilk merm mom 
Could rank my ng and lass, 

Still bearing, and deaiuig 
The tither stookM raw, 

Wi’ daivers and haivets. 

Wearing the day awa*. 

E’en then, a wish (I nund its pow’r), 
A vndi that to my latest hoar 
Shall stron^y heave my, breast, 
That I for poor auld Scotland's sake 
Some nsefn^ plan or book could make, 
Or smg a sang at least. 

The rough burr-thistle, spreading wide 
Amang the bearded b^, 

1 turn’d the weeder-dips aside. 

An' spar’d the q/mbbl dear : 

No nation, no station. 

My envy e’er could raise; 

A Scot stm, but blot still; 

I knew nae higher praise. , 

But still the dements o’ sang. 

In formless jumble, right an^ wrang, 
Wild floats in my brain; 

’TiU on that har’st I said before, 

My partner in the merry cbte. 

She rous’d the forming strain; 

1 see her yet, the sonsie quean 
That lifted up my jingle. 

Her TOtc&ng snnle, her pawty een 
That gait my heart-stnn^ tingle, 

1 firM, inspirM,, 

At every kmdhng kedc, 

But badimg, and dashing, 

I fearid ay to speak. 
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PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN BY MR WOODS ON HIS BENEFIT NIGHT, MONDA 
i6tH APRIL, 1787 

When, by a generous Public's kind acclaim, 
That dearest meed is granted — honest fame, 

• When here yom favour is the actor's lot. 

Nor even the man in prtvate life forgot. 

What breast so dead to heavenly Virtue’s glow, 
But heaves impassion’d with Ihe grateful &oe ? 

Poor is the task to please a barb’rous throng, 

It needs no Siddons^ powers m Southern’s song; 
But here an anaent nation fam’d afar 
For gemus, learning high, as great in war. 

Hail, Caledonia 1 name for ever dear I 
Before whose sons I'm honoured to appear ? 
Where every science, eveiy noble art, 

That can mfoxm the mind, or mend the heart. 

Is known; as grateful nations oft have found, 

Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound. 
Philosophy, no idle pedant dream. 

Here holiis her search by heaven-taught Reason 
beam. 

Here hbtorj^aints with elegance and force 
The tide of Empire's fiuctuatmg course; 

Here Douglas forms wild Shakespeare mto plan. 
And Harley rouses all the God in man. 

When well-foim'd taste and sparkhng wit unite 
With manly lore, or female beauty bnght 
(Beauty, where faultless symmetry and mace 
Can only charm in the second place), 
Witness, my heart, how oft with panting fear. 

As on tte night, I've met these judges here I 
But still the ho^ Expenence taught to hve. 
Equal to judge — you're candid to forgive. 
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No hundred-headed Riot here we meet, 

With decency and law beneath his feet; 

Nor Insolence assumes &ir Freedom's name : 
like Caledonians, you applaud or blame. . 

O Thou, dread Power I whose empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stretch’d to ^eld the honour^ land t 
Strong may ^ow with all har anmrat fire; 

May every son be worthy of his sire, 

Firm may she rise, with g^erous disdain 
At Tyranny's , or direr Pleasure's chain; 

Still Self-dependent in native ^ore. 

Bold may she brave gnm Danger's loudest roar. 

Till Fate the curtam drops on worlds to be no more. 


THE BONIE MOOR-HEN 

The heather was bloommg, the meadows were mawn, 
Our lads gaed a-hunting ae day at the dawn. 

O’er moors and o’er mosses and mony a gl en. 

At length they discovered a borne moor-hen. 


Clioytts— I rede yon, beware at the hunting, young 

I r^e you, beware at the huntmg, young men; 
Take some on the wing, and some as they 
^ling. 

But cannuy steal on a borne moor-hen. 


from ttie brown h^ gther 

Her colours betray’d her on yon mosw fdls; 

Her jgumage outlustr’d the pride o' the.sprmg. 

And O I as die wanton’d sae gay on the wing 
I rede you, etc. 
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Auld Phoebus himsd, as he peep’d o’er the hill, 

In spite at her plumage he try^ his ddl; 

He levell'd his rays where she badc’d on the brae— 
His rays were outshone, and but mark’d where die 
lay. 

I rede you, etc 

They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill. 

The best of our lads wi' the best o' their skill; 

But still as the fairest she sat m their sight, 

Then whirr I she was over, a mile at a ^ht. 

I rede you, etc. 


m LORD A-HUNTING 

Chorus— My lady’s gown, there’s gairs upon’t, 
Am.gowden dowets sae rare upon't; 
But Jenny’s jimps and jirkinet. 

My lord thinks meiMe mair upon’t. 

Mv lord a-hunting he is gape. 

But hounds or hawks wi^hhn are nane. 
By Cohn’s cottage hes his game, 

If Cohn's Jenny be at hame 
i • 'My lady's gown, etc. 

My lady’s white, my lady’s red. 

And kith and km o' Cassilhs’ blude; 
,But her ten-pimd lands o' tocher rade 
Were a' the charms his lordship laed. 
My lad 3 r’s gown, etc. 

Out o’er yon muir, out o'er yon moss, 
Whare gor-cocks thro' the heather pass, 
Iherb wons auld Cohn's bonie lass^ 

A hly m a wilderness ' 

My lad 3 ^s gown, etc. 
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Sae sweetly move her geniy limbs. 

Like music notes o* lovers’ hymns : 

The diamond-dew m her een sae blue, 

' Where ‘laughing love sae wanton swims. 
My lady's gown, etc. 

My lady’s dmk, my la^s drest. 

The flower and fancy o’^^the west; 

But the lassie that a man b’es 
0, that’s the lass to mak him blest. 

My lady’s gown, etc. 


EPIGRAM AT ROSLIN INN 

My blessings on ye, honest wifd I . 

I ne’er was here before; 

Ye’ve wealth o’ gear for spoon and knife — 
Heart could not wish for more. 

Heav’n keep you dear o' sturt and. strife, 
Till far ayont fourscore. 

And while I toddle on thro’ life, ' 

I’ll ne’er gae by your door 1 


EPIGRAM ADDRESSED TO AN ARTIST 

WHOM THE POET FOUND ENGAGED ON A EEPBESENTA 
HON OF JACOB*? DEEAM 

Dear , I’ll’ gie ye some advice, 

You’ll tak it no unavil 
You shouldna paint at angels mair. 

But try and paint the devil. 


agetession 
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To' paint an Angel's kittle ivark,' 

Wi' Nick, there's little danger:. 
You’ll easy draw a lang-kent &ce, 

, But no sae wed a S^anger. — ^R. B. 


THE BOOK-WORMS 

I 

Through and through th' inspir'd leaves, 
Ye maggots, make your wmdmgs. 

But 0 respect his lordship's taste 
And spare the golden bmdings. 


ON ELPHINSTONE’S TRANSLATION OF 
MARTIAL'S EPIGRAMS 

I 

, O THOU whom Toesy abhors. 

Whom Prose has tumM out of doors, 
Heard^st thou yon groan ? — proceed no 
further, 

Twas laurd'd Martial calling 'murther.' 


A 'BOTTLE AND FRIEND 

There's nane that's blest of human kmd, 
But the cheerful and the gay, man 

Heius’s a bottle and an honest friend I 
What wad ye wish for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, before his hfe may end. 
What his share may be o’ care, man ? 
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t 

Then catch the moments as they fly, 

And use them as thej^ ought, man : 

Edieve me, happiness is shy. 

And comes not ay when sought, man. 


LINES WRITTEN UNDER THE PICTURE OF 
THE CELEBRATED MISS BURNS 

Cease, ye prudes, your envious railing, 
Lovdy Bums has charms-Hmnfess : 

True li is, she had one failing, 

ILad a woman ever less ? 


EPITAPH FOR WILLIAM NTCOL, OF THE HIGH 
SCHOOL, EDINBURGH 

Ye ms^gots, feed on NicoTs brain. 

For few sic feasts you've gotten; 

And fix 3rour daws in Nicol's heart. 

For dal a bit o't’s rotten. 


EPITAPH FOR WILLIAM MICHIE 

SCHOOLMASTER OF CLEISH PARISH, FIBESHIRE 

Here he Willie Michie’s banes, ' 

0 Satan, when ye tak him, 

Gie him the schulm' o' your weans 
For clever deils he'll mak them 1 * 
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HEY, CA*' THRO’ . 

Up wi* the carb o* Dysart, 
And the lads o' Buckhaven, 
And the kmuners o* Largo, 
And the lasses 0’ l^en. 


CAom— Hw, ca' thro', ca’ thro'. 
For we hae nuclde ado; 
Hw, ca' thro’, ca’ thro*. 
For we hae midde ado. 


We hae tales to tell, ' 
An* we hae sangs to sing; 

We hae pennies to spend. 

An’ we hae pints to bring, 
Hey, ca^ thro', etc. 

t 

We'll live a’ our days. 

And them that comes behin'. 
Let them do the like, 

' An' ^end the gear they win. 
Hey, ca’ tmo’, etc. 


ADDRESS TO WM TYTLER, ESQ., OF 
WOODHOUSELEE 

» 

WITH AN IMPRESSION OF THE AUTHOR’S PORTRAIT 

Revered defender of beautepus Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 

A ngTTiP.j w^ch to love was the mark of a true heart. 
But now 'tis despis’d and neglected. 
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Tho’ something like moisture conglobes m my eye, 
l^t no one nu^eem me disloyal; 

A poor fnendless wand'rer may claim a sigh, 
Still more, if that wand'rer were royal 

> 1 ' t 

My fathers that name have rever'd ori a throne ’ 

My fathers have died to nght it; 

Those fathers would spurn theur degenerate son. 
That name should ^ scoffingly ^ht it. , 

• r 

Still m prayers for Emg George I most heartily join. 
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry : 

Be they wise, be they foohsh, is nothing of mme; 
Then: title's avow’d my country. 

But why of that epodia make such a fuss. 

That gave us tn Electoral stem ? 

Xf bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I'm sure 'twas as lucky for ttem ’ 

t 

But loyalty truce I we’re cm dangerous ground; 
Who knows how the fashions may alter ? 

The doctrme to-day, that is loyalty soimd. 
To-morrow may bnng us a halter 1 


I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A t^e scarce worthy your care; ’ ' 
Birt accept it, good Sr, as a mark of regard, 
Smcere as a samt's dying prayer. 


Now Me s chilly evening dim diades on your eve 
And udiers the long ^eary night . 

But you, like the star that athwart ^ds the dev 
Your course to the latest is brij^t, 
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EPIGRAM TO MISS AINSLIE IN CHURCH 

Fair maid, you need not take the hint, 
Nor idle texts pursue : 

Twas guilty sinners that he meant, 

Not Ai^els sudi as you. 


BURLESQUE LAMENT FOR THE ABSENCE OF 
WILLIAM CREECH. PUBLISHER 

Auld chuckle Reekie’s sair distrest, 

Doum droops her ance weel bunush'd crest, 
Nae joy her borne buskit nest 
Can yield ava, 

Her darhng bird that she lo*es best— 

Wilhe’s awa’. 

0 Wilhe was a witty wight. 

And had o' thmgs an unco height, 

Auld Reekie ay he keepit tight, 

And tng an' braw : 

But now they’ll busk her hke a fright, — 

Wilhe's aw^ I 

The stiffest o' them a’ .he bow'd, 

The bauldest o' them a' he cow’d, 

They durst nae mair than he allow'd. 

That was a law 

We’ve lost a birkie weel worth gowd; 

Wilhe's awa' 1 

Now gawkies, iawpies, rowks and fools, 

Frae colleges and boaitung schools, 

May sprout like simmer puddoCk-stools 
In glen or shaw; 

He wha could brush them down to mools — 

Wilhe's awa' 1 
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The brethren o’ the commefce-chanmer 
May mourn their loss wi’ doolfu' clamour; 

He was a dictionax and grammar 
Among thran a’, 

I -f far they'll now mak mony a stammer; 

Wilhe's awa’ 1 

Nae mair we see his levee door 
Philosophers and Poets pour. 

And toothy cntics by the score. 

In bloody raw 1 
The adjutant o’ a’ the core — . 

WilHe's awa' I 

Now worthy Gregory’s Latin face, 

Tytler's and Gre^dd’s modest grace; 
M’Edizie, Stewart, such a brace 

As Rome ne’er saw; 

They a' maun meet some ither place, 

Wilhe's awa’ I 

Poor Bums ev’n 'Scotch Dnnk’ canna qmcken. 
He dieeps hke some bewilder'd dudcen 
Scar'd frae it's minnie and the deckin'. 

By hoodie-craw; 

Gnef's gien his heart an unco kickm', 

Willie's awa' I 

Now ev’ry sour-mou'd gimm' bleUum, 

And Calvm's folk, are fit to fell him; 
nk self-conceited critic dcdlum 

Hb qvdn may draw; 

He wha could brawhe ward their b^um— 

I Wiflie's awa’ 1 

Up wimpling statdy Tweed I’ve sped, 

And Edm scenes on crystal Jed, 

And Ettrick banks, now roaring red, 

Wble tempests blaw; 

But every joy and pleasure's fled, 

Wilhe’s awa’ 1 


session 
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May I be Slander's common speech; 

A text for Infamy to preach. 

And lastly, streelat ont to bleadi 
In wmter snaw, 

"When I forget thee;, Wilue Cbeech, 

Tho' far awa’ 1 

May never 'wicked Fortune toude him ! 
May never wicked men l^mboozle hun 1 
Until a pow as auld's Methusalem 
He canty claw ! 

Then to the blessed new Jerusalem, 

Fleet wing awa' I 


NOTE TO MR RENTON OF LASIERTON 

Yous billet. Sir, I grant receipt; 

Wi’ you I'll canter ony gate, 
iho’ 'twere a trip to yon blue warl’, 
Wliaie buMes nuuch on burning marl : 
Then, Sir, God Tvilhng, I'll attend ye. 

And to His goodness I commend ye 

R. Bcxxs 


THE BARD AT INVERARAY ' 

Whoe'er he be that sojourns here, 

I pity mudi his case. 

Unless he come to wait upon 
The lord ihetr god, ‘Has Grace.' 

There's naethmg here but Highland pride, 
i^d J^ghland scab and hunger : 

If Providence has sent me here, 

'Twas surely m an anger 
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EPIGRAM TO MISS JEAN SCX)TT 

0 HAD each Scot of andent tunes 
Been Jeanie Scott, as thou art. 
The bravest heart on Enghsh ground 
Had yielded like a coward. 


ON THE DEATH OF JOHN M'LEOD, ESQ. 

BROTHER TO A YOUNG lADY. A PARTICULAR FRIEND OF 
THE AUTHOR 

Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueM thy alarms, 

, Death tears the brother of her love 
From Isabdla's arms. 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew . 

The morning rose may blow; , 

But cold succesdve noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabdla'S mom 
The sun propitious smil’d. 

But, long ere norm, succeeding douds 
Succeeding hopds beguil'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom 'diords 
That Nature finest strung; 

So Isabella's heart was form'd, 

And so that heart was wnw g . 

Dread Omnipotence alone 
’Can heal the wound He gaVe^ 

Can pomt the brimful care-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 
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Virtue's blossoms there shall blow, 
.And fear no uitiieruig blast; 
There Isabella’s spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last. 


j ' 

ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF SIR JAMES 
HUNTER BLAIR 

Tbe lamp of day with lU-presaging glare. 

Dun, doudy, sank beneath the western wave, 

Th’ inconstant blast howl’d thro’ the darkening au, 
And hollow whistled in the rod^ cave. 

Lone as I wander’d by each cliff and dell, 

Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia's royal tram; 

Or mus’d where limpid streams, once hallow'd, wdl. 
Or mould’nng rums mark the sacred fane. 

Th' increasmg blast roared round the beethng rocks. 
The douds, swift-wing’d, flew o’er the starry sky. 

The groamng trees untimdy shed their locks, 

And shooting meteors caught the startled ^e. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 

And ^ong the cliSs disclos'd a stately form 

In weeds of woe, that hantic beat her breast, 

And mix'd her waiflngs with the ravmg storm. 

Wild to my heart the fihal pulses glow, 

'Twas Caledoma's trophiw shield I view’d : 

Her form majesbc droop'd in pensive woe, 

The hghtnmg of her eye m tears imbued. 

Revers'd that spear, redoubtable in war, 

Rechned that banner, erst m fields unfurl'd, 

That like a deathful meteor gleam’d alar, 

And brav’d the mighty monarchs of the world. 
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‘Iiity patriot son fills an untimely grave 1 ’ 

With accents wild and lifted arms she cried : 
‘Lw hes the hand that oft was stretch’d to save. 
Low hes the heart that swell’d with honest pnde. 

‘A weeping country joins a widow’s tear; 

The helpless poor mix with the orphan’s cry; 

The drooping .^is surround their patron’s bier; 
And gratelul Science heaves the heart-felt sigh 1 

'I saw my sons resume then ancient fire; 

I saw fair Freedom’s blossoms nchly blow : 

But ah I how hope is bom but to expire I 
Relentless Fate has laid their guardian low. 

‘My patnot falls, but ^all he he unsung, 

WMe enrnty greatness saves a worthless name ? 
No; every Muse ^aJl jom her tuneful tongue, 

' And future ages hear his growing fame.' 

'And I will jom a mother’s tender cares. 

Thro’ future times to make his virtues last; 

That distant years may boast of other Blairs T 
She said, and vamsh’d with the sweepmg blast. 


I 


TO MISS FERRIER 

ENCLOSING THE ELEGY ON SIR J. H. BLAIR 

Nae heathen name ^all I prefix, 

Frae Fmdus or Parnassus, 

' Auld Reekie dmgs them a’ ito sticks. 

For rhyme-mspirmg lasses. 

Jove’s tunefu’ dochters three times three 
Made Homer deep the ir debtor; 

But, gien the body half an e'e, 

Nme Femers wad done better 1 
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Last day my mmd was in a bog, 
DoAvn George’s Street 1 stoitcd; 

A creeping, cauld, prosaic fog 
My very senses doited. 

Do what I dought to set her free. 

My saul lay in the mire; 

Ye turned a neuk — saw your e'e — 
She took the wing hke me 

Die moumfu' sang I here enclose. 

In gratitude I send you. 

And pray, in rhyme as wed as prose, 
A’ guid things may attend you i 


IMPROMPTU ON CARRON IRON WORKS 

Wc cam na here to view your warks. 

In hopes to be mair wise. 

But only, lest we gang to hell. 

It may be nae surpnse 
But when we tirl'd at your door 
Your porter dought na hear us; 

Sac may, shou’d w'e to Hell's yetts come. 
Your billy Satan sair us > 


WRITTEN BY SOMEBODY ON THE WINDOW 

OF AK INN AT STOULING, ON SEEING THE ROYAL PALACE 

IN RUIN 

Here Stuarts once in glory reigned. 

And laws for Scotland^ weal ordauied; 

But now unroof d their palace stands. 

Their sceptre's sway’d by other hands; 
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Fallen indeed', and to the eartii , 

Whmce giovdling reptiles take their birm. 
The ininred Stuart line iS'gone, 

A race outlandidi fills their throne, 

An idiot race, to honour lost; 

Who Imow them best despise them most 


VERSES WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

OVER THE CHIJIKET-PIECE, IN THE PAKWDR OF THE 
din at KENMOSE, TAYMOUTH 

Admiring Nature m her wildest grace. 

These northern scenes with weary feet I trace; 

O’er many a wmdmg dale and j^ful steep, 

Th’ abodes of covejy d grouse and tanid Saep, 

My savage loumey, curious, I pursue, _ 

Till Wd Breadalbane opens to my view _ 

The meeting chfis each deep-sunk ^ divides, 

The woods, wild-scaiter'd, clothe their ample sides; 
Th' outstretdung lake, unbosomed 'mone tiie hills, 
The ^e with wonder and amazement fills. 

The lay meand’nng sweet m mfant pnde, 

The pa^ nang on his verdant side, 

The lawns wood-frmg’d m Nature’s native taste. 
The hilio<^ dropt m Nature's careless haste, 

The arches stning o’er the new-born stream, 

The vil^ ghttermg m the noontide beam— 

Poetic ardors m my bosom swell, 

Lone wand'rmg by the hermit’s mossy cell; 

The sweeping theatre of hangmg woods, 

Th’ mcessant roar of headlong tumbbng fioods- 


Here Poesy might wake her heav’n-taught lyre, 
And look thro^ Nature uith creative fire, 
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Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconal'd, 
Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander wild; 

And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds, 

Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling wounds : 
Here heart-struck Gnef might hcav'nward stretch 
lier scan, 

And injur’d Worth forget and pardon man. 


THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY 


Chorus — ^Bonic lassie, will ye go. 

Will ye go, wll ye go, 

Bonie lassie, will ye go 
To the birks of Abcrfeldy 1 


Now Simmer bhnks on flowery braes. 
And o’er the crystal streamlet plays; 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days, 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 

Borne lassie, etc 

The little birdies bljthely sing, 

While o'er their he^s the hazels hing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton \ving. 

In tlie birks of Aberfeldy. 

Borne lassie, etc. 

The braes ascend hke lofty Ws, 

Tlie foamy stream deep-roanng fa’s, 
O'erhung w’ fragrant spreadmg shaivs — 
The birks of Aberfeldy 
Bonie lassie, etc. 
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The hoaiy diffs are crown'd wi' flowers. 
White o'er the hnns the bnmie pours. 

And nsing, weets wi’ misty showers 
The bins of Aberfddy. 

Borne lassie, etc. 

Let Fortune's gifts at random flee, 

They ne'er diaJl draw a wish frae me; 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee. 

La the birks of Aberfddy. 

Borne lassie, etc. 


THE HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATER 


TO THE NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOIE 


My lord, I know your noble ear 
Woe ne’er assails m vam; 

Embolden'd thus, I b^ you’ll hear 
Your humble dave complain. 

How saucy Phoebus’ scordbmg beams, 

Li flammg summer>pnde, 
Dry-withenn^, waste my foamy streams. 
And dniik my crystal hde. 

The lightly-jumpin’, glow'rm’ trouts. 
That thro’ my wal^ play, 
li, m theur random, wanton spouts. 

They near the matEm stray; 

If, hapless chance t they lii^^er lang. 

I'm scorching up so sinllow. 

They’re left the whitening stanes amang, 
In gaping death to w^ow. 


BP. 


E 
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Last day Z grat m* spite and teen, 

As poet Bums came by. 

That, to a bard. I should be seen 
Wr half my dianncl diy, 

A pancgync rhjrme, I ween, 

Ev'n as I was, he shor’d me; 

But had I in my glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the skeivy rocks. 

In twisting strength I nn; 

There, high my boihng torrent smokes, 
Wild-roanng o’er a Imn : 

Enjoying large each spnng and well. 

As Nature gave them me, 

I am, altho' I say’t mysel, 

Worth gaun a mile to see. 

Would then my noble master please 
To grant my highest wishes, 

He’ll shade the banks wi’ tow’img trees. 
And borne spreadmg budies 
Delighted doubly then, my lord. 

You’ll wander on my banks. 

And listen raony a grateful biid 
Ketum you tmielul thanks. 

The sober lav’rocfc, warbling wild. 

Shall to the skies aspire; 

The gowdspink. Music’s gayest child, 
Shall sweetly join the clioir. 

Die blackbird strong, the hntwhite dear, 
Tlie mavis mild and mellow, 

The robm pensive Autumn cheer. 

In all her locks of ydlow. 

This, too, a covert shall ensure, 

To shield them from the storm. 

And coward maulon sleep secure. 

Low in her grassy form . 
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Here shall the shepherd make his seat, 
To weave his crown of flow’rs. 

Or a shelt'rmg, safe retreat, 

From prone-descending show'rs. 

And here, by sweet, endearing stealth. 
Shall meet the lovmg pair, 

Despismg worlds, with all their wealth. 
As empty, idle care. 

The flow’rs shall vie m all their charms. 
The hour of heaVn to grace; 

And birk extend their fragrant arms 
To screen the dear onbrace 

Here, haply, too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing bard may stray. 

And eye the smokmg, dewy lawn. 

And misty mountam gray. 

Or, by the reaper’s mghtly beam, 
Mild-chequenng thro' the trees. 

Rave to my darluy dashmg stream, 
Hoarse-swelhng on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 

My lowly banks o'erspread. 

And view, deep-bendmg m the pool. 
Their shadows* wat'ry-bed . 

Let fragrant birks, m woodbines drest. 
My craggy diffe adorn; 

And, for the httle songster’s nest. 

The dose embow’rmg thorn. 

So may, old Scotia's darhng hope. 

Your httle angel band 
Sprmg, like their fathers, up to prop 
Their honour* d native land ! 

So may, thro* Albion’s farthest ken, 

‘ To social-flowmg glasses. 

The grace be — ‘ Athole’s honest 
And Athole’s borne lasses I * 
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LINES ON THE FALLS OF FYERS 

NEAR LOCH-MESS 

WnTEM WITH A PENCIL ON THE SPOT 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 
The loanng Fyers pours his mossy floods, 

Till full he da^es on the rocky mounds, 

Where, thro’a^peless-breach, hisstream resounds, 
As high m air the bursting torrents flow. 

As deep recoihng surges foam below. 

Prone down the rock &e whitemng sheet descends. 
And viewless Echo's ear, astom^ed, rends. 
Dim-seen, through nsmg mists and ceasdess 
diow'rs. 

The hoary cavern, wide surroundu^ lours : 

Still thro’^ the gap the strugghng river toils, 

And still, bdow, the homd calmon boils — 

• • «> • • • 


A HIGHLAND WELCOME 

WRITTEN ON PARTING WITH A KIND HOST IN THE 
HIGHLANDS 

When Death's ihffk stream I ferry o’er, 

(A time that surely shall come), 

In Heav’n itsdf I'll ask no more. 

Than just a Highland wdcome. 


STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT 

I 

THICKEST night, surround my dwdhng I 
Howling tempests, o'er me rave > 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling, 
Roarmg by my londy cave • 
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Ci\|stal streamlets gently flowing, 
Bu^ flaunts of base man^d. 
Western breezes softly blowing, 

Suit not my distracted mind. 

In the cause of Bight engagM, 
Wrongs injunous to redress, 
Honor’s war we strongly wagM, 

But the heavens den;y d success. 
Ruin's whed has dnven o’er us. 

Not a hope that dare attend. 

The wide world is all before us — . ' 
But a world without a friend. 


CASTLE GORDON 

SrrsEAMs that ghde m onent plains. 
Never bound by Wmtw’s dimns; 

Glowing here on golden sands. 

There immixed with foulest stams * 
From Tyranny’s empurpled hands : 
These, their ncHfy gleammg waves, 

I leave to tyrants and their slaves. 
Give me the stream that sweetly kves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 

Spicy forests, ever gay, 

Shadmg from the burmng ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil; 

Or the ruthless native’s way. 

Brat on slaughter.* blood, and spofl : 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 

I leave the tyrant and the slave, 

Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Castle Gordon, 
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Wildly here without control. 

Nature reigns and rules Ihe whole; 

In that sober, pensive mood, 

Dearest to the leehng soul, 

She plants the forest, pours the flood : 
Life's poor day I'll musing rave. 

And find at night a sheltenng cave, 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By borne Castle Gordon 


LADY ONLIE, HONEST LUCKY 

r««e — 'The Kuffian's Rant.* 

A' THE lads o' Thormebank, 

AA^en they gae to the shore o’ Bucky, 
They’ll step m an' tak a pmt, 

Wi' Lady Onlie, honest ludcy. 

CAows.-— Lady Onhe, honest lucky. 

Brews gude ale at shore o' Bucky, 
I wi^ her sale for her gude ale. 

The best on a' the shore o' Bucky. 

Her house sae bien, her curch sae clean, 

I wat she is a c^ty chuckle. 

And cheery blinks the m^e-gleede 
O’ Lady Onlie, honest lucfy. 

Lady Onhe, etc. 


THENIEL MENZIES' BONIE MARY 

Air — 'The Ruffian's Rant,' or 'Roy’s Wife.* 

In comm' by the bng o’ Dye, 

At Darlet we a bl^ did tarry. 

As day was dawm' m the sky. 

We drank a health to borne Mary. 
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CJionts . — Thenid Mensaes’ borne Ma^, 

. Themel Menzies' borne Mary, 
Charlie Gmot tint his plaidie, 
Kissin’ ‘fiieniel*s home Maty. 

Her een sae bright, her brow sae white. 

Her haffet locks as brown's a berry; 

And ay they dimpl't wi' a smile. 

The row cheelra o' borne Mary. 

Themd Meimes’ borne Mary, etc. 

We lap an’ danc’d tie lee-lang day, 

TiU piper lads were wae and weary. 

But Charhe gat the sprmg to pay. 

For lossm^^Themd^s borne Mary, etc. 
Themd Menzies' borne Mary, etc. 


THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANY 
Tune — 'Mary's Dieam.' 

My heart is wae, and unco wae. 

To think upon the raging sea 
That roars between her gardens green 
An’ the borne Lass of Albany. 

This lovdy maid’s of royal blood 
That ruled Albion’s kmgdoms thr ae. 
But oh, alas 1 for her bbnie face, 

The 3 ^ve wrang’d the Lass of AJbany. 

In the Tolling tide of sprea ding Clyde 
There sits an ide of mgh degree. 

And a town of fame whose prmcdy name 
Should grace the Lass of Albany. 
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But there’s a youth, a witless youth. 

That fills the place where she should be. 
We’ll send hun o'er to his native shore. 

And bring our am sweet Albany. 

Alas the day, and woe the day, 

A false usurper wan the gree, 

Who now commands the towers and lands — 
The royal ng^t of Albany. 

•We’ll daily pray, we’ll nightly pray. 

On bended Imees most fervently. 

The time may come, wilh pipe ah* drum 
We’ll welcome hame fw Albany. 


ON SCARING SOME WATER-FOWL IN 
LOCH-TURIT 

Why, ye tenants of the lake. 

For me your wat’iy haunt forsake ? 

Thfl me, fdlow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus 3rDu fly ? 

Why disturb vour social joys. 

Parent, fihal, londred ties ? — 

Common fnend to you and me. 

Nature’s mfts to adl are free : 

Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 

Busy feed, or wanton lave. 

Or, beneath the ^eltenng rock. 

Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race. 

Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 

Mmi, your proud usurpmg foe, 

Wordd be lord of all below 
Flumes himself m freedom’s pnde. 
Tyrant stem to all beside. 



297 


POEMS AND SONGS 

The eagle, from the (Mj brow, 
I tfarTnng you his prey below, < 

In hxs breast no pxty dwells, 

StroiK necessity compels : 

But Man, to whom alone is giv n 
A ray direct from pitymg Heay'n, 
Glones m heart humane — 

Atifi creatures for his pleasure dam I 

In these savage, hqnid plains. 

Only known to wand^rmg swams, 
Where the mo^y nv’let strays. 

Far from human haunts and wa3rs; 
All on Nature you depend, 

And life’s poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man’s superior might 
Dare invade your native right. 

On the lofty ether borne, 

Man with ^ his pow’is you scorn; 
Swiftly sedr, on dangmg wmgs. 

Other lakes and other springs; 

And the foe you caimot brave. 

Scorn at least to be his slave. 


BLYTHE WAS SHE 

T«n« — 'Andto and Ins Catty Gas.' 

Chorus — Bly^, blythe and merry was she, 
Blythe was she but and ben, 
Blythe by the banks of Earn, 

And blythe m Glentunt glra. 

By Oughtertyie grows the aik. 

On Yarrow ba^ the birken shaw; 

But Fhemie was a bonier lass 
Than braes o’ Yarrow ever saw. 

Bl3rthe, blythe, etc. 
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Her looks were like a fiow'r in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer mom : 

She tnppM by the banks o' Earn, 

As light’s a bird upon a thorn. 

Blythe, biythe, etc. 

Her borne face it was as meek 
As ony lamb upon a lea. 

The evemng sun was ne'er sae sweet. 
As was the bhnk o' Phemie's e'e. 

Blythe, biythe, etc. 

The Highland hills I've wander'd wide, 
And o'er the I.owlands, 1 hae been. 

But Phemie was the blythest lass 
That ever trode the dewy green. 

Blythe, biythe, etc. 


A ROSE-BUD BY MY EAEU^Y WALK 

A ROSE-BUD by my early walk, 

Adown a com-mclosM bawk, 

Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 

All on a dewy mommg 
Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled. 

In a’ its cnmson glory spread. 

And droopmg nch the dewy head. 

It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush her covert nest 
A httle Imnet fondly piest. 

The dew sat chilly on her breast, 

Sae early in the mommg 
She soon ^aJl see her tender brood. 

The pnde, the pleasure 0 ’ the wood, 

Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd. 
Awake the 'early mommg. 
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So thou, dear bxrd, young Jeany fair. 

On trembling stnng or vocd air. 

Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents tty early mommg. 

So thou, sweet Rose-bud, young and gay. 
Shall beauteous blaze upon the day. 

And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watch’d thy early morning. 


EPITAPH FOR MR W. CRUICKSHANK 

Honest Will to Heaven’s away. 

And mony shall lament him. 

His fau’ts they a’ m l^tm lay, ; 

In English nane e’er kent ttem. 


THE BANKS OF THE DEVON 


How pleasant the banks of the dear windmg Devon, 
With green spreading bushes and flow’rs blooming 
fair I 

But the bomest flow’r on the banks of the Devon 
Was once a siveet bad on tlie braes of the Ayr. 
Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower. 

In the gay rosy mom, as it bathes in the dew; 
And gently the fall of the soft vernal ttower. 

That steals on the evenmg eadi leaf to renew 1 


O spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 

With cM hoary wing as ye usher the dawn; 
Ai^iar be thou distant, thou reptile that sfity-pg 
T verdure and pnde of the garden or lawn 1 
Let Bombon exult m his gay gilded hhes, 

^d E^land tnumphant display her proud rose ; 
A fairer than either adorns the nreen vallevs 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandenng?^ 
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BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'S STORMS 

I 

Tun0 — 'NeiZ Cow's Lameat for Abercaimy.* 

Where, braving angry winter’s storms, 
The lofty Ocfiils nse, 

Far in their shade my Peggy’s dianns 
First blest my wondermg eyes. 

As one who by some savage stream 
A lonely gem surveys. 

Astonish’d, doubly marks its beam 
With art’s most pohsh’d blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester’d shade. 
And blest the day and hour. 

Where Peggy’s charms I first snrve3^d. 
When nrst I felt their pow’r J 
The tyrant Death, wfti gnm controul. 
May seize my fleeting breath. 

But teanng Peggy from my soul 
Must be a stronger dealh. 


MY PEGGY’S CHARMS 

My Peggy’s face, my Peggy’s form. 
The frost of hermit Age might warm; 
My Peggy’s worii, my Pegg/s mmd. 
Might charm the tot of human land. 

I love my Peggy’s angel air, 

Her face so truly, heavenly fair. 

Her native grace, so void of art. 

But I adore my Peggy’s heart. 
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The M3 ^s hue, the rose's dye, 

The mdling lustre oi an ^e; 

Who but owns their maac sway I 
Who but knows they all decay ! 

i 

The tender thxill, the frying tear. 
The generous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look tl^t rage disarms — 
These are all immortal charms. 


THE YOUNG HIGHLAITO ROVER 


run*— ‘Motag.* 

Loup blaws the frosty breezes. 

The snaws the mountains cover; 
Like wmter on me seizes, 

Smce my young Highland rover 
Far wanders nations over. ’ 
Where'er he go, where'er he stray, 
May Heaven be his warden; 
Return hirn safe to fair Strathroey, 
And bonie Castle-Gordon. 


The trees now naked groaning. 

Shall soon wi’ leaves be hmgmg. 
The birdies dowie moanmg. 

Shall a' be blythely smgmg. 

And every flower be spnngmg; 

Sae m rejoice the lee-lang day 
men (by his mighty Warden) 

My ywth's return’d to fair Strathspev 
And borne Castle-Gordon. 
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BIRTHDAY ODE FOR 31ST DECEMBER, 1787 

Afar the lUustnons Exile roams. 

Whom kmgdoms on this day ^ould hail; 

An mmate in the casual ^d, 

On transient pity’s bounty fed. 

Haunted by busy memory’s bitter tale • 

Beasts of the forest have their savage homes, 

But he, who shoidd imperial purple wear, 

Owns not the lap of earth wnere rests his royal head! 
His wretched refuge, dark despair. 

While ravenmg wrongs and woes pursue. 

And distant far the faithful few 
Who would his sorrows ^are. 

False flatterer, Hope, away I 
Nor thmk to lure us as m days of yore : 

We solemnise this sorrowing natal day. 

To prove our loyal truth— we can no more. 

And ownmg Heaven’s mystenous sway. 
Submissive, low, adore 
Ye honored, mighty Dead, 

Who nobly perished in the glorious cause. 

Your King, your Country, and her laws. 

From great Dundee, who smiling Victory led. 
And fdl a Martyr m her arms 
ryi^at breast of northern ice but warms 
To bold Balmerino’s undyii^ name, 

V^ose soul of fire, hghted at Heaven's high flame. 
Deserves tiie proudest wreath departed heroes claim : 
Not unrevenged ^ur fate ^all lie, 

It only lags, the hour. 

Your blood shall, with mcessant cry. 

Awake at last th' unspanng Power; 

As horn the difi, with thundenng course. 

The snowy rum smokes along 
With doubhng speed and gathering force, 
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till deep it, crushing, whdms the cottage in the vale. 
So Vengeance’ arm, ensanguin’d, strong, 

Shall mUi resistless might assail. 

Usurping Brunswick's pnde shall lay, 

And Stewart’s wrongs and yours, vuth tenfold weight, 
repay, 

PERoraoN, baleful child of night ! 

Rise and revenge the mjured nght 
Of Stewart's royal race . 

Lead on the unmuzzled hounds of hdl. 

Till all the hi§^ted echoes tell 
The blood-notes of the chase 1 
Full on the quarry pomt their view, 

Full on the base, usurpmg crew. 

The tools of faction, and the nation’s curse 1 
Hark how the cry grows on the wind, 

Th^ leave the lading gale bdund. 

Their savage fuiy, pityless, they pour; 

With muideni^ eyes already they devour; 

See Brunswick spent, a wretched prey. 

His hfe one poor despairing day, 

Where each avenging hour sbH ushers in a worse ! 
Such havock, howhng all abroad. 

Their utter rum bang. 

The base apostates to theu God, 

Or rebels to their EjwG. 

ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT DUNDAS, ESQ. 
OF ARNISTON 

iate toed eresideht of the court of session 

Lone on the blealty hills the straying flnrTn; 

Shun the fierce storms amoim tht*. lettering rocks* 
Down from the nvulets, rrf with* daslimg rainc ’ 
The gathering floods burst o’er the distant plam®’ 
Beneath the blast the leafless forests groanT^’ 
The hollow caves return a sullen moan. 
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Ye hills, ye plains, 3^6 forests, and ye caves, 

Ye howling winds, and wintry swelling waves > 
Unheard, unseen, by human ear or eye. 

Sad to your sympathetic glooms I fly, 

'Wliere, to the whisthng blast and water’s roar. 
Pale Scotia’s recent wound I may deplore. 

■ 

0 heavy loss, thy country ill could' bear > 

A loss uese evil days can ne’er repair 1 
Justice, the high vicegerent of her God, > 

Her doubtful balance eyed, and swayed her rod 
Hearing the tidmgs of the fatal blow, 

She saj^, abandon’d to the wildest woe 

I 

Wrongs, injunes. from many a darksome den. 
Now, gay m hope, explore me paths of men . 

See fr^ bis cavern gum Oppression nse. 

And throw on Poverty his crad eyes 
Keen on the hdpless victim see mm fly. 

And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry * 

Mark ruffian Violence, distamed with enmes, 
Rousmg date m these degenerate times. 

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey. 

As guileful Fraud pomts out the errmg way : 
While subtile Litigation's pliant tongue 
The hfe-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong * 
Hark, injur’d Want recounts m unhsten’d tale, 
And mudi-wrong’d Mis'iy pours th’ unpitied wail I 

Ye dark, waste hills, ye brown unsi^tly plains. 
Congenial scenes, ye soothe my moumfiu strains . 
Ye tempests, rage 1 ye turbid torrents, roll I 
Ye smt the joyless tenor of my soul. 

Life’s social haunts and pleasures I resign. 

Be namdess wilds and londy wandermgs nune. 

To mourn the woes my country must endure — 
That wor^ degenerate ages cannot cure. 
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SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA 

When dear Clannda, matchless fair. 

First struck Sylvander’s raptur'd view. 

He gaz'd, he listened, to despair, 

Alas I 'twas aU he dared to do. 

Love, from Clannda’s heavenly eyes, 
Transfixed bis bosom thro' and thro’; 

But still m Fnendship's guarded guise. 

For more the demon fear'd to do. 

That heart, already more than lost. 

The nni> beleaguer’d aH perdue , 

For frowniim Honor kept Ins post — 

To meet uat frown be sbninif to do. 

His pangs the Bard refused to own, 

Tho’ half he wish'd Clarmda knew; 

But AnOTdi wrung the unweetmg groan — 
Who blames what frantic Pam must do ? 

That heart, where motl^ folhes blend. 

Was sternly still to Honor true : 

To prove .Clarmda’s fondest friend. 

Was what a lover sure might do. 

The Muse his ready quill employed. 

Nor nearer 'bliss he could pursue; 

This bliss Qarinda cold den3r'd — , 

Send word by Qiarles how you do I’ 

The chill behest disarm'd his muse, 

TiH pasaon, all impafaent grew; 

He wrote, and hmteoL for excuse, ' 

Twas, 'cause 'he’d nothing else to do/ 
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But by those hopes I have above I 
And by those faults 1 dearly rue 1 
The deed, the boldest mark of love, 

For thee, that deed 1 dare to do 1 

O could the Fates but name the pnce 
Would bless me mth your charms and you ' 
With frantic joy Fd pay it thnce. 

If human art and power could do 1 

Then take, Clannda, friendship's hand 
(Fnend^p, at least, I may avow), 

And lay no more your chill command, — 

I’ll wnte, whatever I’ve to do 

Sylvander. 


CXARINDA, MISTRESS OF MY SOUL 

Clarinda, mistress of my soul. 

The measur'd time is nm 1 
The wretch beneath the dreary pole 
So marks his latest sun 

To what dark cai^ of frozen night 
Shall poor Sylvander hie, 

Dronv'd of thee, his life and hght. 

The sun of aU his joy. 

We part — ^but by these precious drops. 
That fill thy lovely eyes. 

No other hght diall guide my steps. 
Till thy bright beams arise 1 

She, the fair sun of all her sex, 

Has blest my glorious day. 

And shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 
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I'M O'ER YOUNG TO MARRY YET 

Clmus.—Vm o’er young, I'm o’er young. 
I’m o’er young to marry yet; 

I'm o’er young, Twad be a sm 
To tak me frae my mammy yet. 

I AM my mammy’s ae bairn, 

Wi’ rmco lobe I weary, sir; 

And lying m a strange bed, 

I’m fley d it mak me eene, sir. 

I'm o'er young, etc. 

Hallowmass is come and gane. 

The mghts are lang in winter, ot, 

And you an’ I m ae bed. 

In trowth, I dare na venture, sir. 

I’m o’er young, etc. 

Fu’ loud an’ dull the frosty wind 
Blaws thro’ the leafless timmer, sir; 

But if ye come this gate agam. 

I’ll auldei be gm simmer, sir. 

I’m o’er young, etc. 


TO THE WEAVER’S GIN YOU GO 

My heart was ance as blythe and ftee 
As simmer days were lang; 

But a borne, westlm’ weaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang. 

Chmts --To ^e weaver’s ^ you go, fair maids. 
To the 'Weavers gin you go; 

I rede you nght, gang ne’er at night, 
10 the weavers gm you go. 



3o8 


POEMS AND SONGS 

My mither sent me to the town, 

To warp a plaiden wab. 

But the weaiy, weary waipm' o*t 
Has gart me agh and sab. 

To the weaver’s, etc. 

A borne, westhn’ weaver lad 
Sat working at his loom; 

He took my heart as wi* a>net. 

In eve^ knot and thrum 
To the weaver's, etc. 

I sat beside my warpm'-wheel. 

And ay I ca’d it roun’, 

But every diot and every knock. 

My heart it gae a stoun. 

To the weaver's, etc. 

The moon was sinking m the west, 
Wi’ visage pale and wan. 

As my borne, westhn' weaver lad 

. Convoy'd me thro’ the glen. 

To the weaver’s, etc. 

But what was said, or what was done. 
Shame fa' me ^ I tell. 

But oh I I fear ue kmtra soon 
Wdl ken as weel's mysd > 

To the weavers, etc. 


MTHERSON’S FAREWELL 

Tune — ‘MThenoJi's Rant' 

Fakewell, ye dungeons dark and strong. 
The wretcti’s destime > . 

M'lherson’s tune will- not be long 
On yonder gallows-tree. 
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C/wm — ^Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae datmtrngly gaed he. 

Relay’d a spnng, and danc'd it round. 
Below the gallows-tree. 

O what IS death but parting breath ? 

On many a bloody plain 

I’ve dared his face, and m this place 
1 scorn him yet apin 1 
Sae rantingly, etc. 

Untie these bands from oS my hands. 

And bring to me my sword; 

And there's no a man in rdl Scotland, 

But rU brave bun at a word. 

Sae rantmgjy, etc. 

I’ve hv’d a hfe of sturt and strife, 

I die by treacherie 

It bums my heart, I must depart, 

And not avengM be. 

Sae rantmgly, etc. 

Now farewell hght, Ihou sunshme bright. 
And all beneath the sliy 1 ' 
coward shame distain his 
The wretch that dare not die I 
Sae rantingly, etc. ‘ 


STAY MY CHAKMER 

i 1 I , 

Gaelic j4tr-~*The Black-haired lad.* 

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
Cruel, cmel, to deceive me; 

Well you know how much you gneve me; 
Cruel charmer, can you go ? ' 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 
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By my love so ill-requited, 

By the faith you fondly phghted 
By the pangs of lovers shghted. 
Do not, do not leave me so 1 
Do not, do not leave me so 1 


MY HOGGIE 

What will I do gm my Hoggie die 
My joy, my pnde, my Hoggie ! 

My only beast, 1 had nae mae. 

And vow but 1 was vogie I 
The lee-lang nmht we watch'd the fauld. 
Me and my mthfu* doggie, 

We heard nocht but the roaring him, 
Amang the braes sae scroggie. 

But the houlet cry'd frae the castle wa’. 
The bhtter frae the bogme. 

The tod reply’d upon themll, 

I trembled for my Hoggie. 

When day did (kw, and cocks did craw. 
The mommg it was foggie. 

An unco tyke, lap o'er the dyke. 

And maist has loll'd my Hoggie 1 


THE CARES 0' LOVE 

HE 

The cares o' Love are sweeter iax 
Than onie other pleasure. 

And if sae dear its sorrows are, 
Enjojunent, what a treasure I 
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SHE 

I fear to try, I dare na try 
A pasaon sae easnanng; 

For light's her heart and blythe’s hex sang 
That ior nae man is canng. 


RAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING 

Tune — 'M'Gngor of Koto's Lament ’ 

Ravihg wmds around her blowing, 

Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 

By a nver hoarsely roamg, 

Isabella stray'd deploring — 

'Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunshme days of }oy and pleasure; 

Had, thou gloomy mght of sorrow, 
Cheerless n^ht that knows no morrow 1 

'O'er the past too fondly wandering. 

On the hopeless future pondenng, 

QuUy gnef my hfe-blood freezes, 

Fell despair my fancy seizes 

'Life, thou soul of evoy blessing. 

Load to misery most distressing. 

Gladly how would I resign thee. 

And to dark obhvion jom thee 1 ’ 


UP IN THE MORNING EARLY 

Catjlp blaws the wmd frae east to west, 
The dnft is dnvmg sairly, 

Sae loud and shdl 's I hear the blast— 
I'm ^e It's wmter fairly. 
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Choru'i — ^Up in the mominjj’s no for me. 

Up in the morning early, 

Wlicn a' the hills arc cover'd wi' snaw 
I’m sure It's winter fairly. 

Tlie birds sit chitlcring in the tliom, 

A* day they fare but sparely; 

And lang's tlic niglit frae e'en to mom — 

I'm sure it's winter fairl}*. 

Up in the morning's, etc. 


HOW LONG AND DREARY IS THE NIGHT 


How long and dieary is the night, 
When 1 am frae niy dearie * 

I sleepless he frae e'en to mom, 
TIio’ 1 Mere ne’er so ueaiy 
I sleepless he frae e’en to mom, 
Tho’ I were ne’er sac weary! 


^^llcn I think on the happy days 
I spent wi' you, my dearie : 

And now what lands between us lie, 
How' can I be but cene ^ 

And now ivhat lands between us he. 
Now' can I be but eerie ? 


How dow ye mow, ye heavy hours. 
As 3 'e wore wan and weary • 

It was na sae — ye ghnted by, 
WTien I was wi’ my deane I 
It w'as na sae—ye ghnted by, 
WTien I was wi’ my deane I 
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t 

THE DUSTY MILLER 

t 

Hey, the dusty miller, 

And his dusty coat, , 

He vnll vdn a shilhng. 

Or he spend a groat : . 

Dusty was the coat, 

Dusty was the colour. 

Dusty was the kiss 
Ihat 1 gat frae the Miller. 

Hey, the dusty Miller, 

And his dusty sad: : 

Leeze me on the calling 
FiUs the dusty peck. 

Fills the dusty peck, 

Brings the dusty siller; 

I wad gae my coatie 
For the dusty Miller. 


DUNCAN DAVIDSON 

Thebe was a lass, they ca’d her Meg, 

And die held o'er the moors to spm; 

There was a lad that follow’d her. 

They ca’d him Duncan Davi^n. 

The moon was dreigh, and Meg was skd^. 
Her favour Duncan could na wm; 

For wi’ the rock she wad him kno(£. 

And ay she shook the temper-pin. 

As o’er the moor they hg^htly foor, 

A bum was dear, a glen was green, 

Upon the banks they eas'd their dianks. 
And ay she set the whed between : 
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Ent Duncan s^^no^ a haiv aith, 

That Meg should be a bndc Uic mnrn. 
Then Mc^ took up her spinnin'^graitli. 
And dang them a* out o'er the bum. 

We \mU big a wee, wee house. 

And we will li\c like king and queen; 
Sae blythc and mern' *s we will be, 
Wien ye set by the wheel at e'en. 

A man may dnnk, and no be drunk; 

A man may fight and no be slam, 

A man mav ki'^s a home lass. 

And ay tie welcome back agam 1 


JUMPIN’ JOHN 

Her daddic forbad, h^r minnie forbad, 
Forbidden she wadna be * 

She wadna lrow»’t, the browst she brew’d 
W ad taste sac bitterlie 

Chorus — ^The lang lad they ca' Jumpin’ John 
Beguil’d tiie borne lassie. 

The lang lad the}* ca’ Jumpm’ John 
Beguil’d the bonic lassie 

A COW’ and a cauf, a 3 ’ 0 \ve and a liauf, 

And thretty gude shilhn’s and three; 

A vera gude tocher, a cotter-man's dochter, 
Tlic lass wi' the borne black e’e 
The lang lad, etc. 


TALK OF HIM THAT'S FAR AWA’ 

Musxkg on the roaring ocean. 

Which divides my love and me. 
Wearying heav'n in wami deTOtion 
For his w'eal where’er he be 
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Hope and Fear's alternate hdlow 
Yielding late to Nature's law, 
Whispering spints round my pillow, 

T aflr of Wi that's far awa'. 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 

Ye who never died a tear. 
Care-untroubled, 3 oy-surroonded, 

Gaudy day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me. 

Downy sleep, the curtain draw, 

Spints md, again attend me. 

Talk of him that's far awa' 1 


TO DAtJNTON ME 

The blude red rose at Yule may blaw. 

The sunmer hhes bloom m snaw. 

The frost may freeze the deepest sea, 

But an auld man shall never daunton me. 

Rtfratn . — To daunton me, to daunton me. 

An auld man shall never daimton me. 

To daunton me, and me sae young, 

Wi' his fause heart and flatt'nng tongue. 
That IS the thmg you shall never see. 

For an auld man diall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, etc. 

For a’ his meal and a* his maut. 

For a* his fresh beef and his saot. 

For a’ his gold and white mome. 

An auld man shall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, etc. 


Aa9tn<taa\Mr uam wiawi 
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His gear may buy bim kye and yowes. 

His gear may buy bun glens and Imowes; 

But me be shall not buy nor fee. 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, etc. 

He birples twa-f auld as be dow, 

Wi' bis teetbless gab and bis aidd b^ pow, 
And tbe ram rams dorm frae bis red blear’d e*e; 
Tbat auld man shall never daunton me 
To daunton me, etc. 


THE WTNTER IT IS PAST 

The wmter it is past, and tbe summer comes at last, 
And the small birds, they smg on ev’ry tree. 

Now eViy thing is glad, while I am very sad, 

Smce my true love is parted from me. 

The rose upon the breer, by the waters runnmg clear. 
May have charms for the linnet or tbe bee, 

■ I httle loves are blest, and their httle hearts at rest. 
But my true love is parted from me 


THE BONIE LAD IHAT’S FAR AWA’ 

O HOW can I be bl3rtbe and glad, 

Or bow can I gang brisk and braW, 
When the borne lad that I lo'e best 
Is o'er the hills and far awa' ! 

It's no the frosty winter wmd. 

It's no the dnvmg drift and snaw; 

But ay the tear comes m m}^ e’e. 

To think on him that's far awa'. 
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My ibther pat me frae his door. 

My fhends thay hae disown'd me a’; 

But I hae ane will tak my part. 

The bonie lad that's far awa'. 

A pair o’ glooves he bought to me. 

And silken snoods he gae me twa; 

And I will wear them for his sake. 

The borne lad that's far awa'. 

0 weary Wmter soon wdl pass, 

And Spring will deed the birken shaw. 

And my young babie wiU be bom. 

And he'll be hame that's far awa'. 


VERSES TO CLARINDA 

SENT WITH A PAIR OF WINE-GIASSES 


Fair Empress of the poet's soul. 

And Queen of poetesses. 

Qannda, take tl^ httle boon, 

This humble pair of glasses : 

And fill them up with generous juice. 
As generous as your mind; 
An^ledge them to the generous toast, 
‘The whole of human find ! ' 

‘To those who love us 1'. second fill; 

But not to those whom we love. 

Lest we love those who love not us — 

A third— 'To thee and me, love 1’’ 
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THE CHEVALIER’S LAMENT 

Atr — 'Captain O'Kean.* 

The small birds rejoice m the green leaves returning, 
The murmuring sixeamlet winds dear t^o’ the vale. 
The primroses dIow m the dews of the morning. 

And wild scatter’d cowshps bedeck the green dale 
But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair, 
When the hngenng moments are numbered wi' care ' 
No birds sweetly smgmg, nor flow’rs gaily sprmging. 
Can soothe the sad TOSom of joyless despair. 

The deed that I dat’d, could it ment their mahce ^ 
A king and a father to place on his throne 1 
His nght are these hills, and his right are these valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find dielter, tho’ 1 can find none I 
But ’tis not my sufi'rmgs thus wretdied, forlorn, 

My brave gallant friend, ’tis your nun I mourn; 
Your faith proved so loysd m hot-bloody tnal— 

Alas I can I make it no better return 1 


EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER 

In this strange land, this uncouth clime, 
A land unknown to prose or rhyme. 

Where words ne’er cros't the Muse’s heckles. 
Nor hmpit m poetic shaddes . 

A land that Prose did never view it. 

Except when drunk he stacher't thro’ it; 
Here, ambu^’d by the chirnla cheek. 

Hid in an atmosphere of reek, 

I hear a wheel thrum i' the neuk, 

I hear it — ^for m vain I leuk 
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The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel, 
Enhu^M by a fog infernal^ 

Here, for my wonted rhymmg raptures, 

I at and count my ans by chapters; 

For hfe and spunk like ither Chnstians, 

I’m dwmdled down to mere existence, 

Wi’ nae converse but Gallowa' bodies, 

Wi’ nae Imnn’d face but 'Jenny Geddes,’ 
Jenny, my Pegasean pnde 1 
Dowie die saunters down Nithside, 

And ay a westlm’ leuk she throws. 

While tears hap o’er her auld brown nose 1 
Was it for this, wi’ cannie care. 

Thou bure the Bard through many a shire ? 
At howes or hillocks never stumbled. 

And late or early never grumbled > — 

0 had I power like mdmation. 

I'd heeze thee up a constellation. 

To canter with me Sagitarre, 

Or loup the echptic like a bar; 

Or tom the pole like any arrow. 

Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow, 
Down Ihe zodiac urge the race. 

And cast dirt on his godship’s face ; 

For I could lay my bread and kail 
He’d ne’er cast saut upo’ thy tad. — 

Wi’ a’ this care and a’ this grief. 

And sma’, sma' prospect of rdief. 

And nought but peat reek i’ my head. 

How can I wnte what ye can read ? — 
Tarbolton, twenty-fourm o' June, 

Ye’ll find me in a better tune. 

But till we meet and weet our whistle, 

Tak this excuse for nae epistle 

Robert Burns. 
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OF A’ THE AIRTS THE WIND CAN BLAW 

T«f}0~*Miss Admiral Gordon's Strathsp^.* 

Of a' tlie airts the can blaw, 

I dearly hke the west. 

For there the borne lassie hves, 

The lassie I lo*e best : 

There’s wild-woods grow, and nvers row, 
And mony a hill between * 

But day and night my fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her m the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair ; 

I hear her m the tonefu* birds, 

I hear her charm the air 
There's not a borne flower that spnngs. 

By fountam, shaw, or green, 

There’s not a borne bird that smgs 
But imnds me o’ my Jean. 


I HAE A ^VIFE O’ MY AIN 

I HAE a wife o’ my am. 

I’ll partake wi’ naebody; 

I'll take cuckold irae nane. 

I’ll gie cuckold to naebody. 

I hae a penny to spend. 

There— thanks to naebody { 

I hae naething to lend. 

I’ll borrow &ae naebody. 



331 


POEMS AND SONGS 

I am naebody's lord. 

I’ll be dave to naebody; 

I hae a gude braid sword. 

I’ll tak donts frae naebody. 

rU be merry and free, 

I’ll be sad for naebody; 
Naebody cares for me, 

X care for naebody. 


VERSES m FRIAR’S CARSE HERMITAGE 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 

Be thou clad m russet weed, , 

Be thou dcckt in silkea stole. 

Grave ^ese maxims on thy soul. 

Life IS but a day at most. 

Sprung from mght m darlmess bst; 

Ilope not sunshme every hour. 

Fear not clouds will always lour. 

Happmess is but a name. 

Make content and ease iky aim. 

Ambition is a meteor-gleam. 

Fame a restless, idle dream. 

Peace, th’ tend’rest flow’r of spring; 
Pleasures, msects on the wrag. 

Those that sip die dew alone — 

Make the butterflies thy own; 

Those that would the bloom devour — 
Crush the locusts, save the dower. 

For the future be prepared. 

Guard wherever thou can’st guard; 

But thy utmost duly done, 

Wdcome what thou can’st not diun 
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Follies past, give thou to air. 

Make their consequence thy care : 
Kera the name of Man in mind, 

Ana di^onour not thy land. 
Reverence with lowly heart 
Him, whose wondrous work thou art, 
Keep His Goodness still m view. 

Thy trust, and ihy example, too. 

Stranger, ^ ! Heaven be thy gmde I 
Quod the Beadsman of Nidside. 


TO ALEX CUNNINGHAM, ESQ , WRITER, 
EDINBURGH 

Ellisianu, Niihsdaib, July 27, 17S8. 

My godlike fnend — nay, do not stare, 

You think the phrase is odd-hke. 

But *God is Love,' the saints declare. 
Then surely thou art god-hke. 

And IS thy ardour still the same ? 

And kindled still at Anna ? 

Others may boast a partial flame, 

But thou art a volcano 1 

Ev'n Wedlock asks not love beyond 
Death's tie-dissolving portal; 

But thou, onuupotently fond, 

May'st promise love immortal I 

TTm wounds sudi healing powers defy. 
Such symptoms dire attend them, 

That last great antihectic try— 

Marriage perhaps may mend them 
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Sweet Anna has an air— a grace, 

Divine, magnetic, touching, 

She talks, she charms — ^but who can trace 
The process of bewitchmg ? 


ANNA, THY CHARMS 

Amt A, thy charms my bosom fire. 
And waste my sonl with care. 
But ah 1 how bootless to admire. 
When fated to despair 1 

Yet m thy presence, lovdy Fair, 
To hope may be forgiven, 

For sure ’twere impious to despair 
So mudi m sight of Heaven. 


THE F^TE CHAMpItRE 

Tune — 'Killicninkie ’ 

O WHA Will to Saint Stephen’s House, 
To do our errands there, man ? 

O wha wih to Samt Stephen's House 
O’ th’ merry lads of Ayr, man? 

Or will we send a man o’ law ^ 

Or will we send a sodger ? 

Or hun wha led o'er Scotlmd a’ 

The meiMe Ursa-Major ^ 

Come, will ye court a noble lord. 

Or buy a score o’ lairds, man ? 

Forworth and honour pawn their word 
Their vote shall be Glencaird’s, man.’ 
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The echoing wood, the winding flood, 
Like Paradise did ghtter. 

When Angds met, at Adam’s yett. 

To hold their F^te Champetre. 

t 

When Politics came thare, to mix 
And make his ether-stane, man i 
He circled round the magic ground. 

But entrance found he nane, man 
He blu^’d for shame, he guat his name. 
Forswore it, every letter, 

Wi' humble pr^er to join and ^are 
This festive rSte Chamfiptre. 


EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ,, OF 
FINTRY 

BEQUESTING A FAVOUR 

When Nature her great masterpiece design'd, 

And fram’d her last, best work, Ihe human mind 
Her eye mtent on all the ma:^ plan. 

She form’d of vanous parts the vanous Man. ' 

Then first she calls the useful many forth; 

Plam plodding Industry, and sober l^rth 
Thence peasants, fanners, native sons of earth, ■ 
And mCTchandise’ whole genus take their birth : 
Each prudent at a warm existence finds. 

And aJl mechamcs’ many aproned kmds 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet. 

The lead and buoy are needful to the ^t : 

The caput mortuwm of gross desures 

Makes a material for mere knights and sqmres 
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Their hearts no selfish, stem, absorbent stuff. 

That never gives — tho' humbly takes enough. 

The httie fate allows, they shve as soon. 

Unlike sage, proverb’d Wisdom's hard-wrung boon : 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend. 

Ah, that ‘the fnendly e’er should want a friend I' 
Let Prudence numb^ o’er eadi sturdy son, 

Who life and wisdom at one race begun. 

Who fed by reason and who give by rule, 
(Instmct’s a bmte, and sentiment a fool >) 

Who make poor 'will do' wait upon 'I should' — 
We own they re prudent, but who fee^ they're good ? 
Ye wise ones, hmce I ye hurt the socird eye I 
God’s image ruddy etch'd on base aUoy I 
But come ye who the godlike pleasure know. 
Heaven's attnbute distmgmdi'd — to bestow ! 
Whose arms of love would grasp the human race : 
Come Hum who giv’st with all a courtier’s grace, 
Fbiend of my life, tme patron of my rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future tunes 
Why shrinks my soul half blushmg, Imlf afraid. 
Backward, abam'd to ask thy fiiendly aid ? 




I crave thy friendship at thy kmd command ; 
But there are such who court the tuneful Nine- 
Heavens I diould the branded diaracter be minp i 

Whose verse m manhood’s pride sablimdv flows. 

^ - - ■ __ 


on the spuming wmg of mjur'd merit 1 
you the proofs m pnvate life to find ? 

Pity the best of words should be but wind !' 

So, to heaven’s gat« the lark’s shrill song ascends. 
But moydling on the earth the carol enda 
to all the dam’rous cry of starvmg want, 
ihw dun Benevolence with shamdess front: 

^hge them, patronise thdr tinsd lays— 

Thqr persecute you all your future days I 
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Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain, 

My homy list assume the plough again. 

The pie-bald jacket let me patch once more. 

On eighteenpence a week iVe hv’d before. 

Tho', thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last shift, 
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy mft 
That, plac'd by thee upon the wish'd-W height, 
Where, man and nature fairer m her sight. 

My Muse may imp her wmg for some subhmei ihg^t 


THE DAY RETURNS 

Tune — ‘Seventh of November.* 

The day returns, my bosom bums, 

The blissful day we twa did meet : 

Tho' winter wild m tempest toil’d. 

Ne’er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 
Than a’ the pnde tliat loads the tide. 

And crosses o'er the sultry hne, 

Tlian kingly robes, than crowns and globes, 
Heav'n gave me more — it made thee mine I 

While day and mght can bnng delight. 

Or Nature aught of pleasure give. 

While ]oys above my mind can move. 

For thee, and thee alone, I live 
'Wlien that gnm foe of hfe below 
Comes in between to make us part. 

The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bli^ — ^it breaks my heart * 
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I 

A MOTHER’S LAMENT 

FOB THE DEATH OF HER SON 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped, 
And pierc’d my darhng's heart; 
And with him all the joys are fled 
T-ife can to me impart. 

By cruel hands the ssmling drops. 

In dust didionor'd had. 

So feu the pnde of all my hopes. 

My age’s future shade 

The mother-lmnet m the brake 
Bewails her ravish’d young. 

So I, for my lost darh^s sake. 
Lament the hve-day long. 

Death, oft I’ve fear’d thy fatal blow, 
Now, fond, I bare my breast; 

O, do thou londly lay me low 
With him I love, at rest I 


) WERE I ON PARNASSUS HILL 

O WERE I on Parnassus hiU, 

Or had o' Hehcon my fill. 

That I might catch poetic doll. 

To smg how dear I love thee i 
But Nith maun be my Muse’s well. 
My Muse maim be thy borne sd. 

On Corsincon I'll glow'r and spell, 
And write how dear I love thee. 




matnwouTasSpDort 
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Then come, sweet Muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a’ the lee-lang simmer's day 
I couldna sing, I couldna say, 

How jnu%, how dear, I love thee. 

I see thee dancing o'er the green, 

Thy waist sae ]imp, thy limbs sae clean. 
Thy tempting hps, t^ roguish een — 

By Heav’n and Earth I love thee • 

By night, by day, a-field, at hame, 

The thoughts o' thee my breast inflame. 
And ay 1 muse and sing thy name — 

I only hve to love thee 
Tho’ I were doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun, 

Till my last weary sand was run, 

Tm then — and then 1 love thee 1 


THE FALL OF THE LEAF 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the lull, 
Conceahng the course of the dark ivinding nil, 
How languid the scenes, late so spnghtly, appear • 
As Autumn to Winter resigns the pale year 

The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown 
^art let me wander, apart let me muse, 

How quick Time is iiymg, how keen Fate pursues I 

How long I have hv'd — ^but how much liv’d in vain. 
How little of hfe’s scanty span may remain, 

^Tiat aspects old Time in lus progress has worn, 
Viniat ties cruel Fate in my bosom has tom. 
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How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain'd ! 
Anfl downward, how weaken'd, how darken'd, how 
pain'd I 

Life IS not worth haidng with all it can give — ^ 

For something beyond it poor man sore must live. 


I REIGN IN JEANIE'S BOSOM 

Louis, what reck I by thee. 

Or Geordie on his ocean ? 
Dyvor, beggar louns to me, 

I reign in Jeanie's bosom I 

Let her crown my love her law. 
And m her breast enthrone me, 
Emgs and nations — swith awa' 1 
randies. I disown ye 1 


IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONIE FACE 

It is na, Jean, thy bonie face 
Nor shape that 1 admire, 

Altho' thy beauty and thy grace 
Might weel awauk desure. 

Something, in ilka part o' thee. 

To praise, to love, I find. 

But dear as is thy fonn to me. 

Still dearer is uy mind. 

Nae mair ungenerous wish I hae. 

Nor stronger in my breast. 

Than, if I canna male tl^ sae. 

At least to see thee blest. 
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Content am I, if heaven shall give 
But happmess to thee. 

And as wi’ tliec I'd \wsJi to live. 
For thee I*d bear to die 


AULD LANG SYNE 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And nevei bi ought to mind ^ 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And auld lang syne ^ 

Chorus — For auld lang sync, vay dear. 
For auld lang syne, 

We‘11 tak a cup oi* kindness yet. 
For auld lang syne 

And surely ye’ll be your pint stowp 1 
And surely I'll be mine > 

And u'e’ll tak a cup o' kindness yet. 
For auld lang S 3 me 
For amd, etc. 

We twa hae run about tlie braes, 

And pou'd the gowans fine, 

But we’ve wander'd mony a weary fitt, 
Sm* auld lang syne 
For auld, etc. 

We twa hae paidl’d in the bum, 

Frae moming sun till dine, 

But seas betwewi us biaid hae roar’d 
Sm’ auld lang sync. 

For auld, etc. 
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And there's a hand, my trusty fiere • 

And gies a hand o’ mine ! 

And >ve'U tak a right gnde-nulhe waught. 
For atQd lang syne. 

For amd, etc. 


THE SILVER TASSIE 

Go, fetch to me a pmt o’ vnne. 

And fill It m a ^ver tassie; 

That I may drmk before I go, 

A service to my bonie lassie. 

The boat rocks at the pier o’ Lei^; 

Fn’ loud the wmd blaws frae the Ferry; 

The ship rides by the Berwi<±-latv, 

And 1 maun leave my borne Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The ghttermg spears are rankW ready : 

The ^outs o' war are heard afar. 

The battle closes deep and bloody. 

It’ not the roar o’ sea or shore. 

Wad mak me langer wi^ to tarry. 

Nor shouts o’ war that’s heard afar— 

It's leavmg thee, my borne Mary 1 


TO A KISS 

Htohd seal of soft afiections, 
Tenderest pledge of future bhss. 
Dearest tie of young connections, 
Love s first snowdiop, virgin kiss ! 




ra « A 
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Speaking silence, dumb confession, 
Passion’s birth, and infant’s play. 
Dove-like fondness, chaste concession, 
Gloiving dawn of future day 1 

Sorrowing joy. Adieu’s last action 
(Lingenng hps must now di^om), 
Wliat words can ever speak affection 
So thrilling and smcere as thme 1 


^VRITTEN IN FRIARS CARSE HERMITAGE, ON 
NITHSIDE 

LATER %’ERSION 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 

Be thou dad m russet weed. 

Be thou deckt m silken stole, 

Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life IS but a day at most. 

Sprung from n^ht, — m darkness lost, 

Hope not sunsnme ev’ry hour. 

Fear not douds will always lour 

As Youth and Love, with spnghtly dance, 
Beneath thy morning star advance. 

Pleasure with her aren air 
May ddude the thoi^htless pair. 

Let Prudence bless Enjojnnent’s cup. 

Then raptur’d sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high. 

Life's mendian Samwg high. 

Dost thou spurn the humble vale ’ 

Life’s proud summits wouldst thou scale ? 



335 


POEMS AND SONGS 

' Check thy chmbing step, date, 

NEviIs hirk m fdon wait : 

Dangers, eagle-pmioned, bold, 

^oar around esilw cliffy hold ^ 

V^e cheerful Peace, with linnet song, 
Qiants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of ev’mng dose, 

Beck’nmg thee to long repose. 

As life itsdf becomes disease, 

Sedi the chimn^-nook of ease : 

There ruminate with sober thought, 

On all ihou'st seen, and heard, and wrought. 
And teach the sportive younkers round. 
Saws of experience, sage and sound : 

Say, man’s true, genuine estimate. 

The grand cntenon of his fate. 

Is not, art thou high or low ? 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 

Did many talents gild thy span ? 

Or frugal Nature grudge thee one ? 

Tdl them, and press it on their mmd. 

As thou thysdf must shortly find. 

The smile or frown of awful Heav’n, 

To Virtue or to Vice is giv’n. 

Say, to be ]ust, and kmd, and wise — 

There sohd sdf-enioyment hes. 

That foolish, selfan, faithless wa}^ 

Lead to be wretched, vile, and l^e. 

Thus resign’d, and qmet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep— 

Slera, whence thou malt ne'er awake. 

Night, where dawn shall never break, 

Tih future life, future no more, 

To light and ]oy the good restore. 

To hght and ]oy unknoYm before 
Stranger, go I Heav’n be thy guide I 
Quod the Beadsman of Nithside. 
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THE POET'S PROGRESS 

} 

A POEM IK EMBRYO 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign; 

Of thy capnce maternal I complam 

The peopled fold thy kindly care have found, 
The homed bull, tremendous, spurns the ground. 
The lordly hon has enough and more. 

The forest trembles at his very roar. 

Thou giv'st the ass his hide, tne snail his ^dl. 

The puny wasp, victonous, guards his cell 
Thy inimons, langs de^d, controul, devour, 

In aU th' omnipotence of rule and power 
Foxes and statesmen subtile wiles ensure. 

The cit and polecat stink, and are secure 
Toads with tteir poison, doctors with then drug, 
The pnest and hedgehog, m their robes, are snug 
E’en silly women have defensive arts. 

Their eyes, their tongues — and nameless other parts. 

But O thou crud stepmother and hard, 

To thy poor fenceless, naked child, the Batd i 
A thmg unteachable m worldly slnll. 

And hw an idiot too, more hdpless still 
No heels to bear bun from the op'iung dun. 

No daws to dig, his hated sight to shun 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 

And those, alas 1 not Amalthea’s horn 
No nerves olfact’iy, true to Mammon’s foot. 

Or gruntmg, grub sagaaous, evil's root . 

The silly sheep that wanders wild astray. 

Is not more fnendless, is not more a prey, 
Vampyre-booksellers dram him to the heart. 

And viper-cntics cureless venom dart 
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( 

Critics ’ appall'd I venture on the name, 
tose cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame, 
body dissectors, worse than ten Monroes, 
e hacks to teach, tiiey mangle to expose ' 
y blQcIdiead's darmg mto madness stung, 

IS heart by wanton, causeless mahce wrung, 

IS wdl-won bays — ^than hfe itself more dear — 
y miscreants tom who ne’er one spng must wear; 
oil'd, bleedmg, tortur’d m th’ unequm strife, 
be hapless Poet flounces on thro' life, 

[11, flea each hope that once his bosom fired, 
nd fled each Muse that glorious once mspir* d, 
ow-sunk m squalid, unprotected age, 
ead even resentment for his mjur^ page, 

!e heeds no more the ruthless cntic’s rage. 

So by some hedge the generous steed deceas’d, 
or half-starv’d, snarling curs a dainty feast; 
y toil and famme worn to skm and bone, 
les, senseless of each tuggmg bitch's son. 


A httle upright, pert, tart, tnpping wight, 
nd still his precious self his deeir delict, 

Vho loves his own smart shadow m tiie streets. 
Setter than e'er the fairest she he meets. 

Inch specious lore, but httle understood, 
Veneem^ oft outdimes the sohd wood), 

Iis solid sense, by mches you must tdl, 
iut meet his cunmng by the Scottish ^ ! 

L man of fa^on too, he made his tour, 

^earn'd 'yive la bagatelle et vive I’amour’; 

!o traveU’d monkies their grimace improve, 
bhsh tiieir gnn— nay, sigh for ladies’ love 1 
Iis meddhng vanity, a busy fiend, 

>till malong work his selfish craft must mend. 
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. • . . Crochallan came, 

The old cock’d hat, the brown surtout — the same; 
His gnsly beard ]ust bristling m its might— 

’Twas four long mghts and days from shavmg>mght; 
His uncomb'd, hoaiy locks, vmd-starmg, thatched 
A head, for thought profound and dear, unmatdi’d, 
Yet, tho* his caustic wit was bitmg-ru^. 

His heart was warm, benevolent and good, 

0 Dulness, portion of the truly blest I 
Calm, dieltei^d haven of eternal rest ■ 

Thy sons ne'er madden m tibie fierce extremes 
Of Fortune's polar frost, or tomd beams, 

If mantlmg high die fills the golden cup. 

With sober, s^^ ease they sip it up, 

Consaous ihe bounteous meed they well deserve. 
They only wonder 'some folks' do not starve I 
The grave, sage hem thus easy picks his frog. 

And thinks the mallard a sad, worthless dog 
When disappomtment snaps the thread of Hope, 
When, thro'^ disastrous m^t, they darldmg grope. 
With deaf endurance duggisUy they bear. 

And just condude that ‘fools are Fortune’s care'. 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest’s shocks. 

Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox 

Not so the idle Muses' mad-cap tram, 

Not such the workmgs of their moon-struck bram. 
In equanimity they never dwell. 

By turns m soaring heaven, or vaulted hdl I 


ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788 

For lords or kmgs I dinna mourn, 

E’en let them die — ^for that th^re bom * 
But oh I prodigious to reflec’ I 
A TommtU, sirs, is gane to wreck ! 
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0 Etghly-eig,M, in thy space, 

What dire events hae taken place I 
Of what enjoyments thon hak reft us ! 
b what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

The Spanish empire’s tint a head, 

And my auld teethless Bawtie’s dead : 

The tulyie’s teugh ’tween Pitt and Fox, 

And ’tween our Maggie's twa wee cocks. 
The tane is game, a bluidy devil. 

But to the hen-birds unco avil, 

The tiflier’s somethmg dour o’ treadm’, 

But better stufi ne'o: claw’d a midden. 

Ye ministers, come mount the poupit. 

An’ cry till ye be hoarse an’ roupet. 

For E^hty-aght, he wished you wed, 

An’ gaed ya a’ baith gear and meal, 

E’en mony a plack, and mony a pe(i, 

Ye ken youisds, for httle fedc 1 

Ye borne lasses, dight your e’en. 

For some o’ you ^e tmt a &ien’; 

In Eighty-agM, ye ken, was ta’en, 

^Vhat ye'll ne'er hae to gie agam 

Observe the very nowt an' sheep, 

How dowff an’ davidy they creep; 

Nay, even the ynth itsd does cry, 

For E’nbui^ wdls are grutten dry. 

0 EtgMy-fune, thou’s but a bairn. 

An’ no owre auld, I hope, to learn I 
Thou beardless boy, I ^y tak care, 

Thou now has got thy Daddy’s chair; 

Nae handcuffd, mid'd, hapdiackl’d RegsiM, 
But, like himsd, a full, free agent, 

Be sure you follow oat the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man I 
As muckle better as you can 
Jmmry i, 1789 
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THE HENPECKED HUSBAND 


Curs’d be the man, the poorest wretdi m life, 
The CFOuchmg vassal to a tyrant mie I 
Who has no will but by her high permission. 
Who has not sixpence but m her possession. 
Who must to her his dear friend's secrets tell. 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse lhan heU. 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part. 

I’d break her spint or I’d break her heart, 

I’d charm her with the magic of a switch. 

I’d kiss her maids, and kick the perverse b- — h. 


VERSICLES ON SIGN-POSTS 

He looked just as your sign-post Lions do. 
With aspect fierce, and quite as harmless too 


So heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Dull on ^e sign-post stands the stupid ox 


His face with smile eternal drest. 

Just like the landlord to his raest. 
High as they hang with creucmg din. 
To index out the Country Inn. 

I 


A head, pure, sinless qmte of bram and soul. 
The very image of a barber’s PoU, 

It shows a human face, and wears a wig, 

And looks, when well preserv’d, amazing big. 
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ROBIN SHORE IN HAIRST 

Chorus . — Robin shure In hairst, 

I sbore wi’ bun; 

Fient a beak bad I, 

Yet I stack by bun. 

I GAED up to Dunse, 

To warp a wab 0 ' plaids 
At his daddie's yett. 

Wha met me but Robm 1 
Robm ^ure, etc. 

Was na Robm bauld, 

Tho‘ I was a cottar, 

Play’d me sic a tnck, 

An‘ me the Eller’s docbter 
Robm ^ure, etc. 

Robm promis'd me 
A’ my wmta: vittle; 

Fient baet be bad but three 
Guse-featbers and a whittle ! 
Robm ^ure, etc. 


ODE, SACKED TO THE MEMORY OF MRS 
OSWALD OF AUCHENCRUIVE 

Dweller in yon dun^on dark. 

Hangman of creation 1 mark, 

Who in widow-weeds appears. 

Laden with unhonom'd years. 

Noosmg with care a bursting purse, 

Baited with many a deadly curse 1 
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STROPHE 

View the wither'd Beldam's face; 

Can tiby keen inspection trace 
Aught of Humanit^s sweet, mdting grace ? 
Note that eye, 'tis rheum o’erflows. 

Pity’s flood ilure never rose, 

See these hands, ne’er stretch’d to save, 
B^ds that took, but never gave . 

Keeper of Mammon’s iron diest, 

Lo, there she goes, impitied and unblest. 
She goes, but not to realms of everlastmg rest > 

AHTISTROPHE 

Plunderer of Armies I lift thine e^ 

(A while forbear, ye torturing nends); 

Seest thou whose step, unwilling, hither bends ? 
No fallen angel, hurl’d from upper skies; 

’Tis thy trusty quondam Mate. 

Doom'd to diare thy flery fate. 

She, tardy, hdl-ward phes. 

EPODE 

And are they of no more avafl, 

Ten thousand ghttering pounds a year ? 

In other wonds can Mammon fad. 
Omnipotent as he is here ? 

0, bitter mockery of the pompous bier. 

While down the wretched Vital Part is dnven I 
The cave-lodg'd Beg^, with a conscience dear. 
Expires m rags, unJDiown, and goes to Heaven. 


PEGASUS AT WANLOCKHEAD 

With Pegasus upon a day, / 

Apollo weary flymg. 

Through frosty mils the journey lay. 
On the way was plying. 
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Poor dipdiod g^ddy Pegasus 
Was but a sorry walker; 

To Vulcan then Apollo goes. 

To get a frosty caulker. 

Obhgmg Vulcan fell to work. 
Threw by his coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol’s business m a crack; 
Sol paid him with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan’s sons of Wanlockhead, 
Pity my sad disaster; 

My Pegasus is poorly ^od, 
i’ll pay you like my master. 

To John Tavlos, Eamage’s, 3 o'ctocA. 


■SAPPHO REDIVIVA— A FRAGMENT 

By all I lov’d, neglected and forgot. 

No fnendly face eV lights my squahd cot, 
Shunn’d, hated, wrong'd, impitied, unredrest. 
The mock'd quotation of the scomer’s jest I 
In vam would Prudence, with decorous sneer, 
Pomt out a censuring world, and bid me fear; 
Above the world, on wings of Love, I nse — 

I know its worst, and can that worst despise ■ 
Let Prudence’ direst bodements on me M, 

M y, ndi reward, o'erpa 3 ^ them all ! 

Mild zephyrs waft thee to life’s farthest shore. 
Nor think of me and my distresses more, — 
Fals^ood accurst 1 No I still I beg a place. 
Still near thy heart some httle, httle trace. 

For that dear trace the world I would resign : 

O let me hve, and die, and fhinlf it mme > 


auurance that it woulil siinrmrrTti^ 9Vmief Cav.aIT 
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*I bum, I burn, as when thro’ ripen’d com 
By dnvmg \vinds the crackling flames are borne, ’ 
Now raving-wild, I airse that fatal night, 

Then bless the horn that charm'd my guilty sight 
In vain the laws their feeble force oppose, 

Chain’d at Love’s feet, tliey groan, ms vanquish'd 
foes: 

In vain Religion meets my shrinking eye, 

I dare not combat, but I turn and fly . 

Conscience m vain upbraids tli' unhallow’d fire. 
Love grasps her sco^ions — stifled they expire I 
Reason drops headlong from his sacred throne. 
Your dear idea reigns, and reigns alone; 

Each thought intoxicated homage yields. 

And nots wanton in forbidden fields 
By all on high adonng mortals know I 
By all the conscious villain fears below ! 

By your deal self • — ^Ihe last great oath I swear. 
Not hfc, nor soul, were ever half so dear 1 


SHE’S FAIR AND PAUSE 

She’s fair and fause that causes my smart, 

I lo’ed her meikle and lang. 

She’s broken her vow, she’s broken my heart. 
And I may e’en gae hang 

A coof cam in wi' routh o’ gear. 

And I hae tint my dcaiest dear; 

But woman is but world's gear, 

Sae let the borne lass gang. 

WTiae’er ye be that woman love. 

To riiis be never bhnd, 

Nae ferhe ’tis tho' fidcle she prove, 

A woman has’t by kmd. 
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O woman lovdy, woman fair i 
An angel formas faun to tliy share, 

'Tvrad been o'er meikle to gien thee man — 
1 mean an angel mmd. 


EPITAPH ON ROBERT MUIR 

What man could esteem, or what woman coul^ love. 
Was he who hes under this sod : 

If such Thou refusest admission above. 

Then whom wilt Thou favour. Good God ? 


LINES TO CAPTAIN RIDDELL 

ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER 

Your News and Review, sir. 

I've read through and tiffough, sir. 

With httle adminng or blammg; 

The Papers are barren 
Of home-news or foreign, 

No murders or rapes worth the nairimg. 

Our fnends, the Reviewers, 

Those dappers and hewers. 

Are judges of mortar and stone, sir; 

But of mea or untneei. 

In a fabnc complete, 
ru boldly pronounce they are none, sir. 

My goose-quiU too rude is 
To tell all 3 ?our goodness 
Bestow’d on your servant, the Poet; 

Would to God I had one 
lake a beam of the sun. 

And then all the world, sir, should know it I 
£i-uslaitd, Monday mormng. 
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TO JOHN M'MURDO. ESQ. OF DRUaiLANRIG 

SENT WITH SOMC OF TIIC AUTHOR’S POEMS 

O COULD I give tliee India’s wealtli. 

As I this tnfie send. 

Because thy py in botli would be 
To share them with a friend. 

But golden sands did never grace 
The Hehconian stream. 

Then take what gold could never buy — 

An honest bard's esteem. 


RHYMING REPLY TO A NOTE FROM 
CAPTAIN RIDDELL 


Dear Sir, at ony time or tide. 

I’d rather sit wi^ you than nde. 

Though ’twere wi' royal Gwrdie • 
And troth, your kmdness, soon and late. 
Aft ^rs me to myscl look blate — 

^e Lord m Heav’n reward ye ! 

R. Burns. 


Eluslano. 


TO MISS CRUICKSHANK 

A VERY YOUNG LADY 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK, PRESENTED 
TO HER BY THE AUTHOR 

Beauteous Rosebud, young and gay. 
Blooming on thy early May, 

Never mayst thou, lovely flower. 

Chilly ^nnk in sleety shower I 
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Never Boreas’ hoary path. 

Never Eunis' pois'nous breath. 

Never baleful stellar hghts, 

Tamt thee with untnndy blights 1 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy vnrgin leaf 1 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blushing stiU with dew I 

Mayst thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem. 

Till some eVning, sober, cahn, 
Droppmg dews, and breathmg balm, 
"While afl, around the woodland rings. 
And ev’ry bird thy requiem sings, . 
Thou, amid the dirgefm sotmd. 

Shed thy dymg honours round. 

And resign to parent Earth 

The lovehest form e’er gave birth. 


BEMfrARE O’ BONIE ANN 

Ye gallants bright, I rede you nght. 
Beware o’ borne Ann, * 

Her comdy face sae fu' o’ grace. 

Your heart she will trepan : 

Her een sae br^ht, like stars by night. 
Her skm is hke the swan, 

Sa^imply lac’d, her genty waist. 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, &ace, and Love attendant move. 
And Heasure le^ds the van 

their charms, and conquenng arms 
They wait on borne Ann, ' 
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Tlie captive bands may chain the hands. 
But love enslaves the man 
Yc gallants braw, I rede you a’, 

Beuare o’ borne Ann I 


ODE ON THE DEPARTED REGENCY BILL 

DAUGinxR of Qiaos' doting x-ears, 

Nurse of ten thousand hopes" and fears 
W’liether thy airj', unsubstantial shade 
(The nghts of sepulture now duly paid) 
Spread abroad its hideous form 
On the roaring ci\nl storm, 

Deafemng din and Mamng rage 
Factions wild with factions wage. 

Or under-ground, deep-sunk, profound. 
Among the demons of the earth. 

With groans that make the mountam shake. 
Thou mourn thy ill-starr'd, bhghted birth; 
Or m the uncreated void, 

Wliere seeds of future being fight. 

With lessen'd step thou wander vide, 

To greet thy Mother — Ancient Night, 

And as each jarnng, monster-mass is past, 
Fond recollect what once thou wast ' 

In manner due, beneath this sacred oak. 

Hear, Spint, hear 1 thy pre<H:nce I invoke ( 

By a Monarch's heaven-struck fate. 

By a disunited State, 

By a generous Prmce’s wrongs. 

By a Senate’s strife of tongues. 

By a Premier’s sullen onde, 

Lounng on the charging tide. 

By dread Thurlow's pou rrs to awe— 
idietonc, blasphemy and law . 
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Paint ruin, in the shape of high D[undas] 
Gaping with giddy terror o^er the brow. 

In vam he struggles, the fates behuid him press. 
And clam'rous hell yawns for her prey below. 
How fallen That, whose pnde late scded the 
sides 1 

And This, hke Lucifer, no more to nse 1 
Again pronounce the powerful word, 

See Day, tnumphant from the Night, restored. 

Then know this truth, ye Sons of Men 1 
(Thus ends thy moral tale). 

Your darkest terrors may be vain. 

Your bnghtest hopes may fad. 


EPISTLE TO JAMES TENNANT 
OF GLENCONNER 

ADI.D comrade dear, and bnther sinner. 
How's a’ the folk about Glenconner ? 
How do you this blae easthn' wmd, 
That’s like to blaw a body blmd ? 

For me, my faculties are frozen. 

My dearest member nearly dozen'd 
I've sent you here, by Jonnie Simson, 
Twa sage phdosophers to glimpse on; 
Smith, wi’ his sympathetic fe^ng. 

An’ Reid, to common sense appealing 
Philosophers have fought and wrangled. 
An' meikle Greek an' Latm mangled 
Till wi' their logiojargon tir'd, 

And m the depth of science mir'd. 

To common sense they now appeal, 
\Mial wives and wabsteis see and feel 
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But, hark ye, friend t I charge 3 ^ strictly. 
Peruse them, an* retom them guiddy : 

For now I'm grown sae cursed douce 
I pray and pmider butt the house; 

My smns, my lane, I there sit roastm*, 
Perusmg Bunyan, Brown an' Boston, 

Till, by an' by, if I hand on, 
ril grunt a r^ gospd groan : 

Already I b^[m to try it. 

To cast my een up h^ a pyet. 

When by the gun die tumbles o'er 
Flutt'rmg an' gaspmg m her gore : 

Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 

A burning an’ a dnnmg light. 

My heart-warm love to gmd auld Glen, 

The ace an’ wale of honest men : 

When bending down wi’ auld gray hairs 
Beneath the load of years and cares. 

May He who made him still support him. 

An views b^ond the grave conuort him; 

His worthy mm’ly far and near, 

God bless them a’ wi' grace and gear ! 

My auld schoolfellow, preacher Wilhe, 

The manly tar, my mason-bilhe. 

And Audienbay, I wish him joy. 

If he’s a parent, lass or bmr. 

May he be dad. and Meg the mtiher, 

Just five-and-forty years thegither I 
/md no forgetting wabster Charhe, 

I’m tauld he ofiers very fairly. 

remember smgmg Sannock, 

Wi hale breeks, saxpence, an’ a bannodc » 

Md next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy 
Smce die is fitted to her fancy, 
her kind stars hae anted till her 
A gmd duel w’ a pickle siller. 
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My kindest, best respects, I sen' it. 

To cousin Kate, an' sister Janet 
Tell them, frae me, wi' duels be cautious. 
For, iaith, they'll aiblms fin' them fasluous. 
To grant a heart is fairly avil. 

But to grant a maidenhead's the de^iL 
An' laslty, Jamie, for yoursel, 

May guardian angels tak a spell. 

An' steer you seven miles south o’ hell : 

But first, before 3*ou see heaven's gloiy. 
May ye get mony a merry story, 

Mony a laugh, and mon3r a dnnk. 

And ay eneugh o' needfu' clink. 

Now fare ye 11661, an' 305' be in' you : 

For my sake, this I beg it o' you. 

Assist poor Simson a' ye can, 

Ye'll fin' him ]ust an honest man; 

Sae I condude, and quat my chanter. 
Yours, saint or smner, 

Rob the Ranter. 


A NEW PSALM FOR THE CHAPEL OF 
KILMARNOCK 

ON THE THANKSGinKG-EAY FOR HIS UAJESTV’S 
RECOVERY 

O SING a new song to the Lord, 

Make, all and every one, 

A joyful noise, even for the kmg 
His restoration. 

The sons of Belial m the land 
Did set their heads together. 

Come, let us sweep them off, said the}^ 
Like an o'erfloinng nver. 
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They set their heads together. I say. 

They set thdr heads together. 

On nght, on left, on every hand. 

We saw none to ddiver. 

Thou madest strong two chosen, one^ 

To qudl the Wicked’s pride. 

That Young Man, great m Issachar, 

The burden-beanng tnbe. 

And him, among the Princes, chief 
In our Jerusalem, 

The judge that’s mighty in Thy law. 

The Man that fears Thy name. 

Yet they, even they, with all their strength. 
Began to famt and fail. 

Even as two howling, ravenous wolv© 

To dogs do turn -men tad. 

r i 

Th’ ungo^ o’er the just prevail’d, 

For so Tnou hadst appomted; 

That Thou might’st greater glory give 
Unto Thme own anomted. 

And now Thou hast restored our State, 
Pity our Kirk also. 

For we by tabulations 
Is now brought very low. 

Consume that high-place Patronage, 

From ofiE Thy holy hill. 

And m Thy fury burn the book — 

Even of that man M'GDl. 

Now hear our prayw, accwt our song, 

And fi^t Thy chosen’s battle * 

We sedt but httle. Lord, from Thee, 

Thou kens we get as httle. 

BP 


M 
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SICETCH IN VERSE 

INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. C. J. FOX 

How Wisdom and FoHy meet, mix, and imite. 

How Virtue and Vice blend their black and their white, 
How Genius, th* illustnous lather of fiction. 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction — 

I sing If these mortals, the cntics, should bustle, 

I care not, not I — ^let tlic cntics go whistle 

But now for a Patron, whose name and whose glory, 
At once may illustrate and honor my story. 

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits, 

Yet w hose parts and acquirements seem just lucky hits; 
With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong. 
No man, with the half of 'em e'er could go wrong. 
With passions so potent, and fanaes so bnght. 

No man with the half of ’em e’er could go nght; 

A sorry, poor, misbegot son of the Muses, 

For u^g thy name offers fifty excuses. 

Good L — d, what is Man I for as simple he looks. 
Do but tiy to develim his hooks and his crooks, 

With his depths and his shallows, his good and his evil. 
All m all, he's a problem must puzzle the devil 

On his one ruling passion Sir Pope hugely labours. 
That, hke th’ old Hebrew walkmg-switcm, eats up its 
neighbours : 

Mankind are his ^ow-box — a fhend, would jou know 
lum ? 

Pull the string, Ruling Passion the picture will show 
him. 

What pity, m rearing so beauteous a S3'stem, 

One tnflmg particular, TrwPi, should have miss’d him; 
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For, spite of his fine theoretic positions, 
Mankind is a saence defies de^mtions. 


Some sort all onr qualities each to its tiibe. 

And thuik human nature they truly describe; 

Have you found this, or t’other } There’s more in the 
vnnd; 

As by one drunken fellovr h» comrades you’ll find. 
But such is the flaw, or the depth of the plan. 

In the make of that wonderful creature called Man; 
No two virtues, whatever rdation they claim. 

Nor even two different shades of the same. 

Though like as was ever twin brother to brother, 
Possesdng the one shall imply you’ve the other. 


But truce with abstraction, and truth with a Muse 
Whose rhymes you'll perhaps. Sir, ne'er i^Aigw to 
peruse : 

Will you leave your lustings, your jars, and your 
quarrds, 

Contendmg with Billy for proud-noddmg lautds ? 

My much-honor'd Patron, believe your poor poet. 
Your courage, much more than your prudence, you 
show it 

In vain with Squire Billy for laurels you struggle 
He’ll have them by fair trade, if not, he wiU smuffile : 
Not cabmets even of kings would conceal 'em. 

He'd up the back-stairs, and by G he would 

steal 'em I 


feats like Smi^ Billy's you ne’er can achieve 'em 
It 15 not, out-do him— the task is, out-thieve him ! 


the wounded hare 

Inhtj^ man I curse on thy barb'ious art 
blasted be thy murder-annmg eve ' 
May never pity soothe thee with a sren* 
Nor never pleasure glad thy cruel he^l' 
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Go live, poor wand'rer of tlie wood and field ' 

The bitter httle that of life remains 
No more the thickening bnfices and verdant plains 
To fhee a home, or food, or pastime 3aeld 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest. 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed > 

The sheltermg rushes whisthng o'er thy head. 
The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest 

Perhaps a mother’s angui^ adds its woe. 

The playfid pair crowd fondly by thy side; 

Ah ! helpless nurshngs, who wiU now provide 
That life a mother only can bestow ! 

Oft as by wmding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail die cheenul daivn, 
m miss thee sporting o’er the dewy lawn. 

And curse the roman's arm. and mourn thy hapless 
fate. 


DELIA— AN ODE 

Fair the face of onent day, 

Fair the tints of op'mng rose; 

But faiier still my Ddia &wns. 
More lovely far her beauty ^ows. 

Sweet the lark's wild warbled lay. 
Sweet the tinklmg nil to hear, 

But, Delia, more ddightful still, 
Steal thme accents on mme ear. 

The fiower-enamour'd, bu^ bee 
The rosy banquet loves to sip. 

Sweet the streamet’s limpid laps 
To the sun-brown'd Arab's hp 
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. But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 
Let me, no vagrant msect, rove; 

0 let me steal one liquid kiss, 

For, ob I my soul is parch’d vdth love. 


THE GARD’NER WI’ HIS PAIDLE 

Time — 'The Gardener's March.' 

Whek ro^ May comes in vd’ dowers, 

To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers. 
Then buw, busy are his hours. 

The Gard’ner wi’ his paidle. 

The crystal waters gently fa’. 

The merry birds are lovers a’. 

The scented breezes round him blaw — 
The Gard’ner wi’ his paidle 

I 

When purple mormng starts the hare 
To steal upon her early fare; ’ 

Then thro^ the dew he maun repair — 
The Gard’ner wi’ his paidle. 

When day, expirmg in the west, 

The curtain draws o' Nature's rest. 

He flies to her arms he lo'es best. 

The Gard’ner wi’ his paidle. 


ON A BANK OF FLOWERS 

On a bank of flowers in a summer day. 
For summer lightly drest. 

The youthful, bloommg Nelly lay. 
With love and sleep oppiest; 
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"When WiUie, wand’rmg thro’ the wood. 
Who for her favour oft had sued. 

He gaz'd, he wish'd, 

He fear'd, he bludi'd, 

And trembled where he stood. 

Her cIosM eyes, like weapons sheath'd. 
Were seal'd m soft repose; 

Her hps, still as she fragmnt breath'd. 

It richer dyed the rose; 

The springing lihes, sweetly prest, 
Wild-wanton kiss'd her breast; 

He gaz'd, he >vish'd. 

He fear'd, he blush'd. 

His bosom ill at rest 

Her robes light-waving in the breeze. 
Her tender limbs embrace, 

Her lovely form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace. 

Tumultuous tides bis pulses roll, 

A faltering, ardent kira he stole. 

He gaz'd, he wish'd. 

He fear’d, he blush'd, 

And sigh'd his very souL 

As flies the partndge from the brake. 

On fear-inspirM wmgs. 

So Nelly startmg, half-awake, 

Away affrighted springs. 

But Willie follow’d — ^as he riiould. 

He overtook her m the wood. 

He vow’d, he pray’d. 

He found the maid 
Forgiving all and good. 
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YOUNG JOCIOE WAS THE BLYTHEST LAD 

Young Joclae was the btythest lad. 

In a’ ovir town or here awa’; 

Fa’ bl3rthe he whistled at the gand, 

Fu’ hghtly danc’d he m the ha* ; 

He roos’d my een sae borne blue. 

He roos’d my waist sae genty sma’; 

An' ay my heart cam to my mou’, 

Wbjsa ne'er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockie toils upon the plain. 

Thro' wmd and weet, thro* frost and snaw; 

And o’er the lea I leak fu’ fam. 

When Jockie's owsen homeward ca*. 

An’ ay the night comes round again. 

When m his arms he taks me a’; 

An’ ay he vows he’ll be my am, 

As lang as he has Ixreath to draw. 


THE BANKS OF NITH 

The Thames flows proudly to the sea. 
Where r(^al cities stately stand. 

But sweeter flows the Nith to me, 

Where Comyns ance had high command. 
When ^all I see that honor’d land. 

That winding stream I love so dear i 
Must wayward Fortune’s adverse Tiami 
For ever, ever keq> me here ? 
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How lovely, Nith, thj^ fruitful vales, 

V^Tiere bounding hawthorns gayly bloom, 
And sneetl}’ spread tliy sloping dales, 

Where lambkms wanton tlirough the broom 
Tho’ wandenng now must be my doom. 

Far from thj' borne banks and braes, 

Ma}' there my latest houis consume, 

Amang the fnends of early days 1 


JAMIE. COME TRY 2JE 

Chorus. — ^Jamie, come try me, 

Jamie, come^try me, 

If thou would win m 3 * love, 
Jamie, come try me 

If thou should ask my love. 
Could I deny thee •’ 

If thou would wm my love, 
Jamie, come try me 1 

Jamie, come try me, etc. 

If thou ^ould loss me, love, 
Wlia could espy thee ^ 

If thou wad be my love, 

Jamie, come ti 3 ' me ! 

Jamie, come try me, etc. 


I LOVE aiY LOVE IN SECRET 

My Sand3>^ gied to me a ring, 

Was a’ beset \n' diamonds ^e; 

But I gied him a frr better thing, 

I gied my heart m pledge o* his nng 
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C7ioy«s.— My Sandy O, my Sandy O, 

My borne, borne Sandy O; 

Tbo’ the love that I owe 
To thee I dare na ^ow, 

Yet I love my love m secret, my Sandy O. 

My Sandy brak a piece o' gowd, 

’While down Ms cheeks the sant tears row’d; 
He took a hauf , and gied it to me. 

And rU keep it tiU the hour I die. 

My Sandy 0, etc. 


SWEET TIBBIE DUNBAR 

O WILT thou go wi’ me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar 

0 wilt thou go wi’ me, sweet Tibbie Dimbar ? 
Wilt thou nde on a horse, or be drawn in a car, 
Or walk by my side, O sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 

1 care na thy daddie, his lands and his mon^, 
I care na thy km, sae Mgh and sae lordly. 

But sae that thou’lt hae me for better or waur. 
And come m thy coatie, sweet Tibbie Dunbar. 


THE CAPTAIN’S LADY 

'hortts — 0 mount and go, mount and make ye ready 
O mount and go, and be the Captam's lady.’ 

When tte d^s do beat, and the cannons rattle 
^ou Shalt sit m state, and see thy love m battie ' 
men ^ drums do beat, and the cannons rattle * 
Thou shMt sit m state, and see thy love m battle’ 
O moxmt and go, etc. 
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When the vanquish'd foe sues for peace and quiet. 
To the shades we'll go, and in love enjoy it * 

When the vanquish'd foe sues for peace and quiet. 
To the shades we'll go, and in love enjoy it. 

O mount and go, etc. 


JOHN ANDERSON. MY JO 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 
VWien we were first acquent; 
Your locks were hke the raven, 
Your borne brow was brent, 
But now your brow is held, John, 
Your locks are hke the snaw, 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

' We clamb the mil the^ther; 
And mony a cantie day, Jolm, 
We’ve had wi' ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 
And hand m hand we'll go. 

And sleep thegither at the foot, 
John Anderson, my jo. 


MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET 

My love, she's but a lassie yet, 

My love, ^e's but a lassie yet; 

We'U let her stand a year or twa. 

She'll no be hauf sae saui^ wt; 

I rue the day I sought her, 0 1 
1 rue the day I sought her, 0 I 
Wha gets her need na say he’s woo’d. 

But he may say he has bought her, O. 




PageUp 
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Come, draw a drap 0 ’ the best o’t yet 
Come, draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet 
Gae seek for pleasure whar you will. 

But here I never miss’d it yet. 

We’re a’ dry wi’ drmkm’ o’^t; 

We’re a’ wi’ drmkm' o't; 

The minister kiss’t the fiddler’s wife; 

He could na preach for thmkm' o’t. 


TAM GLEN 

My heart is a-breakmg, dear Tittie> 

Some counsel unto me come len’. 

To anger them a’ is a pity. 

But what will I do wi’ Tam Glen ? 

I’m thinkmg, wi' sic a braw fellow, 

In poortith 1 might mak a fen’; 

What care I in nches to wallow, 

If I manna marry Tam Glen ? 

There’s Lowne the Laird o’ Dumdler — 
‘Gude day to you’ — ^brute i he comes ben : 

He brags and he blaws o’ his siUei, 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

My mmnie does constantly deave me. 

And bids me beware o' young men; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me. 

But wha can thum sae o' Tam Glen ? 

My daddie sa]^, gm I’ll forsake him. 

He'd gie me gude hundei marks t^; 

But, if it’s ordE^'d I maun take him, 

O wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 
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Yestreen at the Valentine's deahng, 

My heart to my mou' gied a sten; 

For thnce I drew ane without fading, 
And thnce it was wntten 'Tam Glen 1’ 

The last Halloween I was waukin’ 

My droukit sark-^eeve, as ye ken, 

His likeness came up the house staukin*. 
And the very gray breeks o' Tam Glen ' 

Come, counsel, dear Tittie, don't tarry; 
rU gie ye my borne black hen, 

Gif ye ivill adiuse me to many 
The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam ulen. 


CARLE, AN THE KING COJIE 

CJmus — Carle, an the Kmg come, 

Carle, an the lung come, 
Tliou slialt dance and I will sing. 
Carle, an the King come. 

Ak somebody were come agam. 

Then somebody mann cross the mam. 
And every man shall hae his am. 

Carle, an the King come 

Carle, an the Kmg come, etc. 

I trow we swappet for the worse. 

We gae the boot and better horse; 

An' that we'll tdl them at the cross, 
Carle, an the Kmg come. 

Carle, an the Kmg come, etc. 

Coggie, an the Kmg come, 

Coggie, an the King come, 

I'se be fou, an thonse be toom, 

^ggie, an the King come 

Coggie, an the ICmg come, etc. 
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THE LADDIE'S DEAR SEL 

Thebe’s a youth m this dty, it were a great pity 
That he from our lasses should wandk a\va'; 

For he's bonie and braw, wed-favor'd \ratha'. 

An' his hair has a natural buckle an' a’. 

His coat is the hue o’ his bonnet sae blue. 

His fecket is white as the new-driven snaw; 

His hose th^ are blae, and his dioon hke the dae. 
And his dear siller buckles, they dazzle us a*. 

For beauty and fortune the laddie's been courtin'; 
Weel-featur’d, wed-tocher’d, wed-mounted an* 
braw. 

But diiefly the siller that gars bitn gang till her. 

The pennys the ]ewd tmt beautifies a’. 

There’s Meg wi’ the mailen that fam wad a haen him, 
And Susie, wha’s daddie was laird o’ the Ha’; 

There’s lang-tocher’d Nancy maist fetters his fancy, 
But the laddie’s dear sd, he lo’es dearest of a*. 


WHISTLE O’ER THE LAVE O’T 

First whrai Maggie was my care, 
Heav’n, I thought, was in her air. 
Now we’re mamed — spier nae mair. 
But whistle o’er the lave o’t 1 

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild. 
Sweet and harmless as a rbilH — 
Wiser men than me’s beguil’d; 
Whistle o’er the lave o’t I 
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How we Uve, my Meg and me, 

How we love, and how we gree, 

I care na by how few may see— 
Whistle o'er the lave o’t ! 

Wha I vish were maggot’s meat. 
Dish'd up m her wmdmg-sheet, 

I could vTite — but Meg may see’t — 
\^'histle o'er the lave o't 1 


MY EPPIE ADAIR 

Chorus. — An’ O my Eppie, my jewel, my Eppie, 
Wha wad na be happy wi' Eppie Adair ? 

By love and by beauty, by law and by duty, 

I swear to be true to my Eppie Adair I 
By love and by beauty, by law and by duty, 

I swear to be true to my Eppie Adair 1 
An' 0 my Eppie, etc. 

A’ pleasure exile me, dishonour defile me. 

If e’er I beguile ye, my Eppe Adair 1 
A’ pleasure exile me, dishonour defile me. 

If aer I begmle thee, my Eppie Adair » 

An’ 0 my Eppie, etc. 

ON THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE’S PEREGRIN 
ATIONS THROUGH SCOTLAND 

COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF TEAT KINGOOH 

Heah, Land o’ Cakes, and bnther Scots, 

Frae Maidenkirk to Johnie Groat’s, 

If there’s a hole in a’ your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 

A chield’s amang you takin’ notes. 

And faith he’ll prent it : 
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\ If in your bounds ye chance to .light 
' Upon a fine, fat, fodgel vdght, 

1 O’ stature short, but genius bright, 

1 That’s he. mark wed; 

And wow 1 he has an unco sleight 
O’ cauk and keel. 

By some auld, houlet-haunted^ biggin*. 

Or kirk deserted by its nggin’. 

It's ten to ane ye’ll find han snug in 
Some ddntdi part, 

Wi’ deils, they say, Lr- d save’s 1 colleaguin* 
At some black art. 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha’ or chaumer, 
Ye gipsy-gang that deal in glamour. 

And you, deep-read m hell’s black grammar. 
Warlocks and witches; 

Ye’ll quake at his conjurmg hammer. 

Ye imdnight bitches. 

It’s tauld he was a sodger bred, 

And ane wad rather fa’n than fled; 

But now he's quat the spurtle-blade. 

And dog-skm wallet. 

And taen the — ^Antiquarian trade, 

I thi^ they call it. 

He has a fouth o’ auld mck-nackets ; ' 
Rusty aim caps and jinghn’ jadrets. 

Wad haud the Lothians three m tackets, 

A towmont gude. 

And panitch-pats and auld saut-backets, 
Before the Flood. 

Of Eve’s first fire he has a cinder; 

Auld Tubalcain's fire-shool and fender; 

That which distinguish^ the gender 
O’ Balaam’s ass : 

A broomstick o’ the witch of Endor, 

Wed shod vd’ brass. 


a* 
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Forbye, he’ll shape you aft fu' gleg 
The cut of Adam's phihbeg; 

Tlie knife that nicket AbeTs craig 
He’ll prove you fullj 
It was a fauldmg joctdeg, 

Or lang-kad gulhe. 

But wad ye see him m his glee. 

For meikle glee and fun has he, 

Then set him down, and twa or three 
Gude fellows wi’ him * 

And forit 0 port > shine thou a wee. 

And then ye'll see him I 

Nou', by the pow'rs o’ verse and prose 1 
Thou art a dainty dueld, O Grose 1 — 
>^Tiae’er o’ thee shall ill suppose, 

They sair misca’ thee, 

I’d take the rascal by the nose. 

Wad say, 'Shame fa’ thee ’ 


EPIGRAM ON FRANCIS GROSE THE 
ANTIQUARY 


The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying. 

So whip 1 at the summons, old Satan came flying. 
But when he approach'd where poor Franas lay 
moanmg, 

And saw eadi bed-post with its burthen a-groaning, 
Astomdi’d, confounded, cnes Satan — ^'By G -^ — , 
I'll want him ere take sudi a damnable load I' 
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' THE KIRK’S ALARM 

, Time — 'Come rousej Brother Sportsmen I’ 

Obthooox I orthodox, who bdieve in John Knox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience : 

A heretic blast has been blown m the West, 

That ‘what is no sense must be nonsense,’ 
Orthodox ! lhat ' what is no sense must be nonsense. 

Doctor Mac I Doctor Mac, you ^ould streek on a 
rack. 

To strike evil-doers wi’ terror . 

To 10m Faith and Sense, upon any pretence. 

Was heretic, damnable error. 

Doctor Mac ! ’Twas heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr ! town of Ayr, it was rash, I declare. 
To meddle wi’ imschief a-brewmg, 

Provost John is still deaf to the Church’s rdief. 
And Orator Bob is its rum. 

Town of Ayr 1 Yes, Orator Bob is its ruin. 

D’lymple mild I D’lymple mild, tho’ your heart’s 
like a child’s, 

And your hfe hke the new-dnven snaw. 

Yet that wmna save you, auld Satan must have you. 
For preaching that three’s ane an’ twa, 

D’rymple mild 1 For preaching that three’s ane an’ 
twa. 

Calvm’s sonsl Calvin’s sons, seize your spiritual 
guns, 

Ammumtion you never can need; 

Your hearts are the stufi will be powder enou^. 
And your drolls are a stordiouse o’ lead. 

Calvin's sons « Your drolls are a storehouse 0’ lead. 
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Rumble John I rumble Jolm, mount the steps with 
a groan, 

Cry, 'Tlie Book is wlh heresy cramm'd', 

Tlicn out wi' your ladle, deal bnmstonc like atdle, 
And roar ev'ry note of the D — 'd, 

Rumble John 1 And roar cv'rj' note of the D— 'd 

Simper James 1 simper James, leave your fair Ktihe 
damo, 

Tlicrc’s a holier chase m your view • 

I'll lay* on your head, that the pack you'll soon lead. 
For ptmpics like you there's but few, 

Simpci James 1 For puppies hkc you there's but 
few. 

Singct Sawnic 1 singct Sawnie, are ye huirdin' the 
penny, 

Unconscious what danger awaits ^ 

With a jump, y^ell, and howl, alarm ev'ry soul, 

For Hannibal's just at yrour gates, 

Singct Sawnie ! For Hannibal’s just at y'our gates. 

Poet Willie 1 poet Willie, gie the Doctor a volley, 
Wi' your 'Liberty’s Chain' and your wit. 

O’er Pegasus’ side ye ne’er laid a stndc. 

Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sb-t, 
Poet Wilhc ! Ye but smelt, man, the place where he 
sh-t. 


Barr Stecnie I Barr Steeme, what mean ye ? what 
mean ye ? 

If ye meddle nae mair wi’ the matter. 

Ye may hae some pretence, man, to havins and 
sense, man, 

Wi' people that ken ye nae better, 

Barr Steeme I Wi' people that ken ye nae better. 
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Janue Goose I Jamie Goose, ye made but toom roose, 
‘In hunting tibie wicked lieutenant; 

But the Doctor’s your mark, for the L — d’s holy ark. 
He has cooper’d an’ ca’d a wrang pm m’t, 

Jamie Goose I He has cooper'd an’ ca'd a wrang pin 
m't. 

Davie Bluster 1 Davie Bluster, for a saint if -ye 
muster. 

The core is no nice o’ recruits; 

Yet to worth let's be just, royal blood ye might boast. 
If the Ass were the king o' the brutes, 

Davie Bluster « If the Ass were the king o’ the 
Brutes 

Cessnock-side I Gessnock-side, wi’ your turkey-cock 
pnde, 

Oi manhood but sma' is your share : 

Ye’ve the figure, 'tis true, evn your foes maun allow. 
And your inends dare na say ye hae rnaur, 
Cessnodr-side 1 And your friends dare na say ye 
hae mair. 

Muirland Jock I muirland Jock, wheu< the L — d 
makes a rock. 

To crush common-sense for her sms. 

If lU-maimers were wit, there's no mortal so fit 
To confound the poor Doctor at ance, 

Muirland Jock I To confound the poor Doctor at 
ance. 


Andro Gowk! Andro Gowk, ye may RianrfAr the 
Book, 

An' the Book nought the waur, let me tdl ye, 
Tho' ye're nch, an' look big, lay by hat an’ wm 
An ye'll hae a calfs head o^sma’ value, 

Andro Gowk I Ye’ll hae a calf's he^ o’ sma’ value. 
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Daddy Auld I daddic Auld, there's a tod in the 
fauld, 

A tod meikle waur than the clerk; 

Tho' ye do httlc skaith, ye'll be in at the death, 
For if ye canna bite, ye may bark, 

Daddy Auld I Gif ye canna bite, ye may bark. 

Holy Will ! holy Will, there was wit in your skull, 
Wien ye pilfer’d the alms o’ the poor. 

The timmer is scant when 3 ^c’re taen for a saunt, 
Wha should swing in a rape for an hour. 

Holy Will > Ye should swing in a rape for an hour. 

Poet Bumsl poet Bums, w’ your pnest-skclpm* 
turns. 

Why desert ye your auld native shire ’ 

Your muse is a gipsy, yet were she e’en tipsy, 

She could ca' us nae waur than we are, 

Poet Bums 1 She could ca' us nae waur than we are. 


PRESENTATION STANZAS TO CORRESPONDENTS 

Factor John I Factor John, whom the L — d made 
alone. 

And ne'er made amther, thy peer, 

Tlw poor servant, the Bard, in respectful regard. 
He presents thee this token sincere. 

Factor John 1 He presents thee this token sincere. 

Afton's Laird 1 Afton’s Laird, when your pen can 
be spared, 

A copy of tlus I bequeath. 

On the same sicker score as I mention'd before, 

To that trasty auld worthy, Clackleith, 

Afton’s Laird I To that trusty auld worthy, Clack- 
leith 
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SONNET ON RECEIVING A FAVOUR 

AUG. lO, 1789 

Addressed to Robbrt Grahah, Esq., of Fintry. 

I CALL no Goddess to inspire my strains, 

A fabled Muse may smt a bard uiat feigns : 
Fnend of my life I my ardent spirit bums. 
And all the tribute of my heart returns. 

For boons accorded, goodness ever new. 

The gift still dearer, as the giver you 
Thou orb of day i thou other paler hght 1 
And all ye many sparkhng stars of mght I 
If aught that mver from my mmd efface. 

If I that giver's bounty e'«r disgrace. 

Then roll to me along your wand’nng spheres. 
Only to number out a villain’s years 1 
I lay my hand upon my swellmg breast, 

And grateful would, but cannot speak the rest. 


ON BEING APPOINTED TO AN EXCISE 
DIVISION 

Searching auld wives’ barrels, 

Ochon, the day • 

That clarty barm ^ould stam my laurels’ 
But — what’ll ye say * 

These movm’ things ca'd wives an' weans 
Wad move the very hearts o’ staues ! ^ 


WILLIE BREW’D A PECK O’ MAUT 

O Willie brew’d a peck o’ maut. 

And Rob and Allan cam’ to pree; 

Tl^ blyther hearts, that lee-lang night 
Ye wad na found m Chnstendie. ’ 



374 POEMS AND SONGS 

Choi us , — ^\Ve are na fou, we're nac tliat fou. 

But just a drappie in our e’e. 

The cock may craw', the day may daw 
And ay we^il t^tc the barley bree. 

Here arc wc met, tlirec merry boys, 

Three merry boys I trow are wc, 

And mony a night we've merry been, 

And mony mae we hope to be 1 
We ate na fou. etc. 

It is the moon, 1 ken her horn, 

Tliat's bhnkm* m the hft sae hie; 

She shines sae bright to wyle us hame. 

But, by my sooth, she'll wait a wee 1 
are na fou', etc. 

\^nia first sliall nse to gang awa', 

A cuckold, coward loun is he I 

Wlia first beside his chair shall fa', 

He IS the King amang us three. 

We are na fou, etc. 


CA' THE YOWES TO THE KNOWES 

Chorus — Ca' the yowes to tlie knowes, 

Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca’ them where the burme rowes. 
My borne deane. 

As I gaed down the water-side. 

There I met my shepherd lad : 

He row’d me sw'eetly in his plaid. 

An’ ca'd me his deane. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc 
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Will ye gang down the water-side. 
And see the vaves sae sweetly ghde 
Beneath tibe hazels spreading wide, 
The moon it shines fa’ clearly. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 

Ye sail get gowns and ribbons meet, 
Cauf-leather shoon upon your feet, 
^d in my arms thouTt he and sleep. 
An’ ay sail be my deane. 
da’ the yowes, etc 

If ye’ll but stand to what ye’ve said, 
I’se gang wi’ thee, my shepherd lad. 
And ye may row me m your plaid. 
And I sail be your dearie. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 

While waters wimple to the sea. 
While day bhnks m the hft sae hie. 
Till day-cauld death sail bhn' my e’e. 
Ye s^ be my deane. 

Ca’ the yovfes, etc. 


I GAED A WAEFU’ GATE YESTREEN 

I GAED a waefu’ gate yestreen, 

A gate I fear ril dearly rue; 

I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o’ borne blue. 

’Twas not her golden rmglets bright. 

Her hps, like roses wat wi' dew. 

Her heaving bosom, hly-white — 

It was her een sae bonie blue. 
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She talk'd, she smil'd, my heart she wyl'd; 

She charm'd my soul 1 wist na how. 
And ay the stound, the deadly wound, 
Cam frae her cen sae bonie blue 
But 'spare to speak, and spare to speed'; 

She'll aiblins listen to my vow • 

Should she refuse. I’ll lay my dead 
To her twa een sae bonie blue. 


HIGHLAND HARRY BACK AGAIN 


My Harry was a gallant gay, 

Fu' stately strade he on the plain; 
But now he’a banish'd far away, 
rU never see him back again. 


Chorus . — 0 for him back again I 

0 for him back agam I 

1 wad gie a' Knockhaspie’s land 
For Highland Hany back agam. 


When a’ the lave gae to their bed, 
I wander dowie up the glen, 

I set me down and greet my fill. 
And ay 1 wish him back again. 
0 for him, etc. 

0 were some villains hangit high. 
And ilka body had their am > 
Then I might see the jojdu’ sight. 
My Highland Hairy back again. 
0 for him, etc. 
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WHEN FIRST I SAW 
Tune — 'Maggie Lauder ' 

Chorus. — She’s aye, aye sae blsrthe, sae gay, 
She's aye sae blj^e and dieene. 
She’s aye sae borne, blythe and gay, 
0 gin I were her deane I 


Week first I saw &ar Jeanie’s fece, 

1 couldna tell what ailed me; 

My heart went fiuttenng pit-a-pat, 

My een they almost failed me. 

She’s aye sae neat, sae tnm, sae tight. 
All grace does round her hover, 

Ae look depnved me o’ my heart. 

And I became her lover. 


Had 1 Dundas’s whole estate. 

Or Hopetoxm’s wealth to shin e m; 
Did warlike laurek crown my brow. 
Or humbler bays entwining; 

I’d lay these a’ at Jeame’s feet, 
Cotdd I but hope to move her. 
And prouder than a bdted knight. 
I’d be my Jeame's lover. 


But sair I fear some happier swain 
Has gamed my Jeame^ favour; 

If so, may every bhss be hers, 

Though I maun never have her. 

But gang die east, or gang she west, 

„ Tt>wKt Forth and Tweed all over, 
“en have eyes, or ears, or taste. 
She 11 always find a lover. 
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THE BATTLE OF SHERRAMUIR 

Tune — 'The Cameron Rant.' 

'O CAM ye here the figlit to shun. 

Or hcra the sheep \n' me, man ? 

Or were ye at the Sherra-moor, 

Or did the battle see, man ? ' 

1 saw the battle, satr and teugh, 

And reekin’-red ran monj' a shengh, 

My heart, for fear, gaed sough for sough. 

To hear the thuds, and see uic duds 
O' clans frae woods, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 

La, la, la, la, etc 

The red>coat lads wi’ black cockauds. 

To meet tliem were na slaw, man. 

They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd. 
And mony a bouk did fa', man : 

Tlie great Argyle led on his files, 

I wat they glanc'd for twenty miles, 

Tliey hough^ the clans like nine-pin kides. 
They haded and hash'd, while braidswords dash'd, 
And thro' tliey dash'd, and hew’d and smash'd. 
Till fey men died awa', man. 

La, la, la, la, etc 

But had ye seen the philibegs. 

And skynn tartan trews, man; 

When in the teeth they dar'd our Whigs, 

And covenant Trueolues, man : 

In hnes e.\tended lang and large. 

When baig’nets overpower’d the targe. 

And thousands hasten'd to the charge, 

Wi' HigMand wrath they frae the sheath 
Drew mades o' death, till, out o' breath. 

They fled like Ingbted dows, man 1 
La, la, la, la, etc. 
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'0 how deil, Tam, can that be true ? 

The chase gaed frae the.noith, man; 

1 saw mysd, they did pursue 
The horssnan bade to Forth, man : 

And at Dunblane, in my am si^t, 

They took the bng wi' a* their might. 

And straught to Stirling wing’d their flight : 
But, cursed lot > the gates were diut, 

And mony a huntit poor red-coat, 

For fear amaist did swarf, man I’ 

La. la, la, la, etc. 

My sister Kate cam up the gate 
Wi' crowdie unto me, man, 

She swoor she saw some reb^ run 
To Perth and to Dundee, man; 

Their left-hand general had nae skill; 

The Angus lads l^d nae good will 
That day their neibors’ blude to spill; 

For fear, by foes, that they diould lose 
Their cogs o’ brose, they scar’d at blows 
And hameward fast did flee, 

La, la, la, la, etc. 

They’ve lost some gallant gentlemen, 

Amang the Highland dans, man ! 

I fear my Lord Panmure is dain. 

Or m ms en'mies’ hands, man . 

Now wad ye smg this double flight, 

Some fell for wrang, and some for nght* 

But mony bade the world gude-night; ' 

Say, pell and mdl, wi’ muskets’ kndl 
How Tones fell, and Whigs to hell 
Flew off in fnghted ban^, man I 
La, la, la, la, etc. 



380 


POEMS AND SONGS 


KILLIECRANKIE 

WwARE liac ye been sae braw, lad > 
W'hare hae ye been sae brankic, O ? 
Whare hae 3 'c been sae braw, lad ? 

Cam ye by Kilhccrankie, O ? 

Chmus — ^An' ye had been whare I hae been. 
Ye wad na been sae cantic, 0, 

An* ye had seen what 1 hae seen, 

I' the Braes o' Kilhecrankie, 0. 

I faught at land, I faught at sea. 

At hame 1 faught my Auntie, 0; 

But I met the devil an^ Dundee, 

On the Braes o* KiUiecrankie, 0. 

An’ ye had been, etc. 

The bauld Pitcur fell m a furr, 

An’ Clavers gat a clankie, 0, 

Or I had fed an Athole gled, 

On the Braes o' Kilhecrankie, 0. 

An' ye had been, etc. 


AWA’, WHIGS, AWA' 

Chorus. — ^Awa’, Whigs, awa' ! 

A>va’, \^gs, awa' I 
Ye’re but a pack 0 ' traitor louns. 
Ye’ll do nae gude at a' 

OuR thiissles flourish'd fresh and fair. 
And home bloom'd our roses. 

But \^gs cam hke a frost m June, 
An’ wither’d a’ our posies. 

Awa’, Whigs, etc. 
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Our ancient crown’s fa'en in the dust- 
Deil blin’ them wi’ the stoure o’t 1 

An’ write their names in his black ben 
Wha gae the Whigs the power o’t ! 
Awa’, Whigs, etc. 

Our sad decay m Church and State 
Surpasses my descnving : 

The Whigs cam o’er us for a curse. 
An’ we hae done wi’ thriving. 

Awa’, Whigs, etc. 

Gnm vengeance lang has taen a nap. 
But we may see him waulrin' 

Gude hdp the day when Roval heads 
Are hunted like a maulon 1 
Awa’, Whigs, etc. 


A WAUKRIFE MINNIE 

Whare are you gaun, my borne lass, 
Whare are you gaun, my hinqr ? 

She answered me nght saucihe. 

An errand for my mmme 

O whare hve ye, 'my bonie lass, 

O whare hve' ye, my hmey ? 

By yon bumside, gm ye maun ken. 
In a wee house wi' my mmme 

But I foor up the glen at e’en. 

To see my borne lassie. 

And lang bmore the gray mom cam, 

' She was na haul sae sauae. 
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0 weary fa' the watiknfe cock, 

And the foumart lay his crawm' * 

He wauken'd the aidd wife frae her sleep, 
A wee blmk or the dawm'. 

An anj^ wife 1 wat she raise, 

And o'er the bed she brocht her; 

And ui’ a mcilde hazlc rung 
She made her a weel-pay^d dochtor. 

0 fare thee weel, my bonie lass, 

0 fare thee ueel, my hmey I 

Thou art a gay an' a bonie lass. 

But tliou hast a wauknfe nunnie 


AY WAUKIN', 0 

Chorus . — ^Ay waukm', 0, 

Waukm’ still and weary; 
Sleep I can get none. 

For thinking on my deane. 

Summer's a pleasant time. 
Flowers of ev'ry colour. 

The water rins o'er the heugh, 
And I long for my true lover. 

When I sleep I dream. 

When I wauk I'm eerie; 

Sleep I can get none. 

For thinkmg on my deane. 

Lanely night comes on, 

A' the lave are rieepm', 

I think on my dear lad. 

And bleer my 6en wi’ greetin'. 
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FAREWELL TO THE HIGHLANDS 


Fakewell to the Highlands, farewell to the north. 
The birthplace of Valour, the country of Worth; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Chorus — My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is 
not here, 

My heart’s m the Highlands, a-chasing the 
deer, 

A-chasing the wild deer, and following the 
roe. 

My heart’s m the Highlands wherever I go^ 

Farewell to the mountains, high-cover’d with snow, 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below; 
Farewell to the forests and udld-hanging woqds. 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pourmg floods. 
My heart’s in the Highlands, etc. 


THE WHISTLE—A BALLAD 


I SING of a Whistle, a Whistle of Worth, 

I smg of a Whistle, the pnde of the North, 

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish TTinp 
And long with this Whistle all Gotland shall rin^ 

Wd Loda,i still ruemg the arm of Fmgal, 

-Sf from his hall— 

^stie s yom challenge, to Scotland get o’er 
Aid dnnk than to hdl. Sir I'or ne'er see me mm T* 
*SeB Ossiaa'a 'Canc-thura.' — 



384 POEMS AND SONGS 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles teU, 

Wniiat champions ventur’d, what champions fell : 
Tlie son of great Loda was conqueror still. 

And blew on the Whistle Ihcir requiem shnll. 

Till Koberi, the lord of the Caim and the Scaur, 
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war, 

He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea; 

No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gam’d; 
Which now m lus house has for ages remain'd. 

Till three noble clucftains, and all of lus blood. 

The jovial contest again have renew’d. 

Three joyous good felloivs, with hearts clear of flaw; 
Ciaigdarroch, so famous for uit, worth, and law. 
And trusty Glcnnddel. so skill'd in old coins. 

And gallant Sir Robert, deep*read in old ivines 

Craigdarroch began, \vith a tongue smooth as oil. 
Desiring Glcnnddel to yield up the spoil; 

Or else he would muster the heads of the clan. 

And once more, in claret, tr3' which was the man. 

‘By the gods of the ancients I’ Glennddel rephes, 
‘Before 1 surrender so glonous a pnze. 

I’ll conjure the ghost of the great Kone More, 

And bumper his hom with him tiventy tunes o'er.’ 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech w'ould pretend. 

But he ne'er turn'd his back on his fo’e, or his fnend. 
Said, ‘Toss down the Whistle, the pnze of the field,' 
And, knee-deep m claret, he’d die ere he’d yidd 

To the board of Glennddel our heroes repair. 

So noted for drownmg of sorrow and care; 

But, for wine and for welcome, not more known to 
fame. 

Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame. 




'We twa hae paidl’d in the burn 
Fzae morning sun till dine.’ 




BP 
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A Bard was selected to witness the fray. 

And tell future ages the feats of the day, 

A Bard who detested all sadness and spleen. 

And wish’d that Parnassus a vine}raTd had been. 

The dinner being over, the daret they ply. 

And ev’iy new cork is a hew spring of ]oy. 

In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set. 
And the bands grew the tighter the more thw were 
wet. 

Gay pleasure ran not as bumpers ran o’er; 

Bright Phoebus ne’er witness’d so joyous a core. 
And vow’d that to leave them he was qmte forlorn. 
Till Cynthia hmted he’d see them neict mom 

Six bottles apiece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, <to hmdi the fight. 

Turn’d o’er m one bumper a bottle of red. 

And swore ’twas the way that their ancestor did. 

Then worthy Glennddd, so cautious and sage. 

No longer the warfare ungodly would wage; 

A high Rulmg Elder to wallow m wine; 

He left the foul busmess to folks less divme 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end. 

But who can with Fate and quart bumpers contend ? 
Thou^ Fate said, a hero ^ould perish in hght; 

So uprose bnght Phoebus — and down fdl the knight. 

Next ^ose our Bard, like a prophet m drink 
Xraigdarrodi, thou’lt soar when creation shall qnir ] 
But if thou would flourish unmortal in rhyme, 
Come— one bottle more— and have at the sublime ! 

' piy Ime. that have struggled for freedomivithBruce, 
Shall heroes and patnots ever produce : 

So thme be the laurel, and ming be the bay; 

The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day ! ’ 
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TO JIARY IN HEAVEN 

Thou hng’nng star, with less'ning ray. 

That lov’st to CTeet the early mom. 

Again thou usherst in the day 
My Mary from my soul was tom. 

0 Mary I dear departed shade < 

Where is thy place of bhssful rest ’ 

See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Heai’st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 

That sacred hour can I forget ? 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove, 

VTiere, by the winding Ayr, we met, 

To hve one day of parting love ? 

Eternity can not efface 
Those records dear of transports past. 

Thy image at our last embrace, 

Ah > httle thought we 'twas our last I 

Ayr, gurglmg, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 
O’eihung with wild-woods, thickening green. 
The fragrant birch and haw^om hoar, 

'Twmr d amorous round the raptur'd scene . 
The floivers sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray; 

TiU too, too soon, the glowmg west. 
Proclaim'd the speed of iving^ day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes. 

And fondly broods ivith miser-care, 

Time but th’ impression stronger makes. 

As streams their chaimels deeper wear. 

My Mary < dear departed ^ade 1 
where is thy place of bhssful rest ? 

See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? ^ * 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 
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EPISTLE TO DR BLACKLOCK 

Eixislans, zxst Out, 1789. 

Wow, but your letter made me vauntie • 
And are ye hale, and wed, and cantie ’ 

I ken’d it still, your wee bit jauntie 
Wad bnng to : 
ay as weefs I want 


Lord send you 


And then ye'll do. 


want ye I 


The ill-thief blaw the Heron south i 
And never dnnk be near his drouth 1 
He tauld mysel ^ word o' mouth, 

He’d tak my letter; 

I hppen’d to the chid m trouth. 

And bade nae better. 

But aibhns, honest Master Heron 
Had, at the time, some (hunty fair one 
To ware his theologic care on. 

And holy study. 

And bred o’ sauls to waste his lear on. 
E’en tried the body. 

But what d’ye think, my trusty fier. 

Pm turn'd a gauger— Peace be here I 
Parnassian queans, I fear, I fear. 

Ye’ll now disdam me 
And Ihen my fif^ pounds a year 
Will httle gam me. 

Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies 
^a, by Castaha's wimplm’ streamies, 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty hmbies 
Ye ken, yeTcen, 
inat Strang necessity supreme is 
'Mang sons 0’ mon 
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I hac a wife and t\va wee laddies, 

Thev maun hae brose and brats o' duddies . 
Ye ken yourscls my heart right proud is— 

I need na vaunt — 

But I'll sued besoms, thraw saugh woodies, 
Before they want. 


Lord help me thro* this warld o' care 1 
I'm wea^ sick o’t late and air 1 
Not but I hae a ncher share 

Than mony ithers. 

But why ^ould ae man better fare, 
And a' men bnthers ? 


Come, Firm Resolve, take thou the van, 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp m man > 

And let us mmd, faint heart ne'er wan 
A lady fair . 

Wha does the utmost that be can. 

Will whyles do mair. 


But to conclude my silly rhyme 
(I'm scant o' verse and scant o' tune). 
To make k hap]^ fireside clime 

To weans and ivife. 
That's the true pathos and subhme 
Of human hfe 


My compliments to sister Beckie, 

And eke the same to honest Lui^, 

I wat ^e IS a damtie chuclae, 

As e’er tread clay. 

And gratefully, my gude auld codae, 

I’m yours for ay 

Robert Burns. 
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ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE 

My corse upon your venom'd stang. 

That shoots my tortur’d gums alang^ 

An’ thro’ my lug gies sic a twang, 

Wi' gnawing vengeance^ 
Teani^ my nerves wi’ bitter pang, 

Like racking engmes 1 

"WTien fevers bum, or agues freeze us. 
Rheumatics gnaw, or c<mcs squeeze us. 
Our neibor’s sympathy can ease us, 

Wi’ pitymg moan. 

But thee~thou hell o’ a’ diseases — 
They mock our groan. 

Adown my beard the havers tndde, 

I throw the wee stools o'er the midde. 
While round the fire Uie Aglets keckle. 
To see me loup. 

An’, ravmg mad, I wish a heckle 

Were m their doup I 

In a’ the numerous human dools, 
in-hairsts, daft bargains, cut^ stools. 

Or worthy fnen’s rak’d i* the mools, — 
Sad sight to see 1 

The tacks o' knaves, or fadi o’ fools. 
Thou bear'st the gree ! 

J^ere’er that place be priests ca’ hell, 
Where a' the ton^ o’ misery yell. 

An* rank^ plagues their numbers tell, 
m dreadfu’ raw. 

Thou, Toothache, surdy besu'st the bell 
Amang them a' 1 
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0 thou gnm, mischief-mahing dud, 

Tliat gars the notes o* discora squeel, 
Till daft mankind aft dance a red 

In gore, a shoe-tluck, 

Gie a' the facs o* Scotland's Meal 

A tOMonond's toothache! 


THE FIVE CARLINS 

AN ELECTION BALLAD 
Ttitte — 'Chevy Chase.' 

Theee ivas five Carlins m the South, 
Tliey fell imon a scheme. 

To send a la<r to London town, 

. To bung them tidmgs hame 

Nor only bnng them tidings hame. 

But do their errands there, 

And aibhns goivd and honor baith 
Might be that laddie's share. 

There was Maggie by the banks o' Nith, 
A dame wi' pnde eneugh; 

And Marjory o' the mony Lochs, 

A Carhn auld and teugh 

And blinlon* Bess of Aimandale, 

That dwdt near Solway-side, 

And whisky Jean, that took her gill. 

In Galloway sae wide. 

And black Joan, frae Cnditon Ped, 

0* gipsy Mth an’ km. 

Five winter Carlms were na found 
The South countne ivithm. 
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To send a lad to London tovm. 

They met upon a day. 

And mony a Imght, and mony a laird. 
This eirand fain wad gae. 

0 mony a knight, and mony a laird. 

This errand fam wad gae. 

But nae ane could their fancy please, 

O ne'er a ane but twae. 

The first ane was a bdted Knight, 

Bred of a Border band, 

And he wad gae to London town. 

Might nae man him withstand. 

And he wad do their errands wed. 

And meikle he wad say, 

And ilka ane about the court 
Wad bid to him gude-day. 

The neist cam in a Soger youth, 

Wha spak wi’ modest grace. 

And he wad gae to London town. 

If sae their pleasure was. 

He wad na hecht them courtly gifts. 
Nor meikle speech pretend; 

But he wad hewt an honest heart. 

Wad ne’er desert his fnend. 

Then, wham to <^use, and wham refuse. 
At strife thir Carbns fdl; 

For some had Gentlefolks to please. 

And some wad please thems^ , 

Then out spak mim-mou'd Mse o' Nith 
And die spak up wi* pnde, ’ 

And she wad send ihe Soaer vouth 
Whatever might betide. ^ ’ 
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For the aold Gudeman o’ London court 
She didna care a pm; 

But she wad send the Soger youth, 

To greet his eldest son. 

Then up sprang Bess o’ Annandale, 

And a deadly aith she's taen, 

Tliat she wad vote the Border Knight, 
Though she should vote her lane. 

For iar-oi! fowls hae feathers fair. 

And fools o’ chan^ are fam * 

But I hae tned the Border Knight, 

And rU try him yet again. 

Says Black Joan frae Cnchton Peel, 

A Carhn stoor and gnm, 

Tim auld Gudeman, and the young Gudeman, 
For me may sink or swim. 

For fools will prate o’ nght or wrang. 

While knaves laugh them to scorn, 

But the Soger's friends hae bla\\'n the best. 
So be bear the horn 

Then whisl^ Jean spak owre her drink. 

Ye weel ken, kimmers a'. 

The auld Gudeman o’ London court, 

His back’s been at the iva’. 

And mony a friend that kiss’d his caup 
Is now a fremit wight; 

But it’s ne'er be said o’ whislgr Jean, — 
We'll send the Border Knight. 

Then slow raise Marjory o' die Lochs, 

And wnnkled was her brow. 

Her andent weed was russet gray. 

Her auld Scots bluid was tnie. 
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There’s some great folk set hght by me, 
1 set as hght by them. 

But 1 will send to London town 
Wham 1 hke best at hame' 

t 

« 

Sae how their weighty plea may end, 
Nae mortal wght can tell, 

God grant the P^g and ilka man 
May look wed to himsd. 


ELECTION BALLAD FOR WESTERHA’ 

* 

The Laddies by the banks o’ Nith 
Wad trust hK Grajce wi’ a'.'Tamie, 

But he’ll SUIT them, jb he sair’d the Ring — 
Turn tail and nn awa’, Jamie. 

Chorus , — ^Up and waur them a’, Jamie, 

Up and waur them a', 

The Johnstones hae the gmdm’ o't. 

Ye turncoat Whigs awa' I 

The day he stude his country’s friend. 

Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie, 

Or frae puir man a blessm’ wan. 

That day the Duke ne’er saw,’ Jamie. 

Up and waur them, etc. , 

I 

But wha IS he, his countrjr’s boast ? 

^I.ike him there is na twa, Jamie; 

Xheie s no a callant tents the kve 
But kens o’ Westerha’, Jamie ' 

Up and waur them, etc,. 
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To end the Avark, here's Whistlebirk^ 
may his whistle blaw, Jamie, 
And Maxwdl true, o' sterlmg blue, 
And we'll be Johnstones a', Jamie. 
Up and uaur them, etc. 


PROLOGUE SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE OF 
DUMFRIES 

ON NEW year's day EVENING, I790 

No song nor dance I bnng from yon great aty. 
That queeivs it o'er our taste — ^the more's the pity • 
Tho' by the bye, abroad why mtU you roam ^ 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home . 
But not for panegync I appear, 

I come to wsh you all a ^od New Year ! 

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye. 

Not for to preadi, but tell his simple stoiy * 

Tlie sage grave Ancient cough’d, and bade me say, 
‘You're one year older this important day,’ 

If mser too — he hinted some suggestion. 

But 'twould be rude, 5 'ou know, to ask the question, 
And with a would-be-rogmsh leer and wink, 

Said — ^"Sutherland, m one word, bid them think •’ 


Ye spnghtly youths, quite flush with hope and 
spirit. 

Who think to storm the world by dint of ment. 

To you tile dotard has a deal to say. 

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way 1 
He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle. 
That the fct blow is ever half the battle,’ 
liiat tho’ some by the skirt may try to snatch him. 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catdi him. 
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That whether doing, sufieiing, or forbearing. 

You may do miracles by persevermg. 

Last, tho’ not least in love, ye youthful fair, 
Angdic forms, high Heaven’s peciiliar care 1 
To wu old Bdd-pate smoothes his wrinkled brow, 
And humbly be^ you’ll mind the important — now ! 
To crown your l^ppmess he a^s yoax leave. 

And ofiers, bhss to give and to receive 

For our rincere, tho’ haply weak endeavours. 
With grateful pride we own your many favours; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it, 

Beheve our glowmg bosoms truly fed. it. 


NEW YEAR’S DAY [1790] 

TO USS SUNLOP 

This day, Time winds th’ exhausted chain. 
To run the twelvemonths’ length agam ; 

I see the old, bald-pated fdlow, 

Y^th ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 

Adjust the unimpair’d macTunR^ 

To whed the eqi^, dull routme. 


The absent lover, mmor hdr, 
vain assail him with their prayer* 

mr makes ^e hour one moment less. • 
Will you (the Major's with the hounds 
The happy ^ants share his rounds: 
^da’s fair Rachd’s care to-day 
And blooming Keith’s engaged wth Gray) 
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From liouscwifc cares a mmutc 1>oito\v 
(Tlial grandchild s cap will do to-morrow). 
And ]om with me a-moralismg, 

This day’s propitious to be w*ise in. 

Fust, what did yesternight deliver ? 
‘Another year has 'gone for ever ' 

And what is this day's strong suggestion ? 
‘llic passing moment’s all w'c rest on 1* 
Rest on — for what ^ what do we here ? 

Or why regard the passing year ? 

Mill Time, amus'd with provcib'd lore. 
Add to our date one minute more ^ 

A few daj’s ma)' — ^a few* 5 *cars must — 
Repose us in llic silent dust. 

'nien, IS it wise to damp our bliss > 

Ves — all such leasonin^ arc amiss ! 

The voice of Nature loudlj' cnes. 

And many a message from the skies, 

That something in us never dies . 

Tliat on llus frail, uncertain state. 

Hang matters of eternal weight 
That future life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from tlus alone; 
WTiether— -as heavenly glory bnght, 

Or dark as Misery’s woeful night. 


Since then, my honour’d first of fnends. 
On this poor being all depends ; 

Let us tfr important noa* emploj^, 

And hve as those who never die. 

Tho' you, with days and honour crown’d. 
Witness that filial circle round 
(A sidit life’s sorrow’s to repulse, 

A si^t pale Envy to con\-ulse), 

Others now claim your chief regard, 

Yours^elf. VOii wait x»ni,r hncrlif rowsird 
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PROLOGUE FOR MR SUTHERLAND 

ON HIS BENEFIT NIGHT AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRH 

What needs this din about the town o’ Lon'on, 
How this new play an’ that new sang is comm' ? 
Why is outlandi^ stuff sae meikle courted ^ 

Does nonsense mend, like brandy, when imported 
Is there nae poet, bummg keen for fame, 

Will try to gie us sangs and plays at hame ? 

For Comedy abroad at need na toil, 

A fool and knave are plants of every soil; 

Nor need he hunt as far as Rome or Greece, 

To gather matter for a serious piece. 

There’s themes enow m Caledoman storyj 
Would show the Tragic Muse m a' her glory. 

Is there no daxmg Bard will rise and tell ^ 
How glonous Wallace stood, how — hapless fdl ? 
Where are the Muses fled that could produce 
A drama worthy o’ the name o’ Bruce ? 

How here, even here, he first unsheath’d the swo 
'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord. 

And after mony a bloody, deathless domg. 
Wrench’d his dear country from the jaws of Rur 
O for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene. 

To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen • 

Vain all th’ omnipotence of female .charms 
'Gamst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebdhon’s arms 
She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman, 

To glut that direst foe — a vengeful woman, 

A woman (tho' the phrase may seem uncivil). 

As able and as wicked as the Devil i 

One Douglas hves in Home’s immortal page. 

But Douglasses were heroes every age . 

And tho' your fathers, prodigal of hfe, 

A Douglas followed to the martial strife. 



398 POEMS AND SONGS 

Perhaps, if bowls row nght, and Right succeeds, 

Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads I 

'As ye hae generous done, if a’ the land 
Would take ue Muses* servants by the hand; 

Not only hear, but patronise, befriend them, 

And where ye justly can commend, commend them. 
And aibhns when thw winna stand the test, 

Wmk hard, and say 'The folks hae done their best 1 ' 
Would a* the land do this, then I'll be caition. 

Ye’ll soon hae poets o’ the Scottish nation 
Will gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack. 

And warsle Tune, an’ lay him on his back t 

For us and for our Stage, should ony spier, 

' Whase aught thae chiels maks a’ this bustle here ? ’ 
My best leg foremost, FU set up my brow — 

We have the honour to belong to you 1 
We’re your am banns, e’en guide us as ye hke. 

But hke good mithers, shore before ye stake; 

And gratefu’ still, 1 trust ye’ll ever find us. 

For gen’rous patronage, and meikle kindness 
We’ve got frae a’ proiessions, sorts and ranks : 

God hdp us 1 we’re but poor — ye’se get but thanks. 


LINES TO A GENTLEMAN 

WHO HAD SENT THE POET A NEWSPAPER, AND OFFERED 
TO CONTINUE IT FREE OF EXPENSE 


Kind Sir, I’ve read your paper through, 
And faith, to me, ’twas really new 1 
How guessed ye, Sir, what maist I wanted ? 
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To ken what French mischief was brewm’; 

Or what the drumhe Dutch were dom’. 

That \Tle doup-skelper. Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got Ms nose ofi; 

Or how the colheshangie works 
Atween the Russians and the Turks, 

Or if the Swede, before he halt, 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt; 

If Denmark, any body spak o’t, 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o*t • 

How cut-throat Prussian blades were Mngin’; 
How hbbet Italy was smgm*, 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were saym’ or tal^* aught amiss; 

Or how our merry lads at hame. 

In Bntain’s court kept up the game; 

How royal Georce, the I-ord leuk o’er him I 
Was managmg St Stephen’s quorum. 

If sleekit Chatham Will was hvm’. 

Or glaikit Charhe got his meve m. 

How daddie Burke the plea was cookm'. 

If Warren Hastmgs’ neck was yeukm’. 

How cesses, stents, and fees were rax’d. 

Or if bare a yet were tax’d; 

The news o’ prmces, dukes, and earls. 

Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls; 

If that daft budae, Geordie Wales, 

Was threshm’ still at hizzie’s tails; 

Or if he was grown oughthns douser. 

And no a perfect kmtm cooser : 

A’ this and mair I never heard of; 

And, but for you, I might despair’d 'of. 

So, gratefu’, back your news I send you, 

And pray a’ gude things may attend you I 


Elusuind, Moniay Momtngy 1790. 
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ELEGY ON WILLIE NICOL’S MARE 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

As ever trod on iron; 

But now she’b floating down the Nith, 
And past tlie mourn o' Caim ’ 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

An’ rode thro’ thick an’ thm; 

But now she's floating down the Nith, 
And wanting even tlie skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And ance she bore a priest. 

But now she's floating down the Nith, 

For Solway fish a feast. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 

An’ the pnest he rode her sair, 

And much opmess’d, and bruis’d she was. 
As pnest-nd cattle are. 


THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA 

Yestreen I had a pmt o’ wne, 

A place where body saw na. 
Yestreen lay on this breast o’ mine 
The gowden locks of Anna. 

The hungry Jew in wilderness, 
Rejoicing o’er his manna. 

Was naething to my hiney bliss 
Upon the ups of Anna. 
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Ye monardis, take the East and West, 
Frae Indus to Savannah, 

Gie me, vuthm my straimng grasp. 

The melting form of Anna : 

There FU despise Lnperial charms. 

An Empress or Sultana, 

While dymg raptures, m her arms, 

I give and t^e wi’ Anna 1 

Awa’, thou flauntii^ God of Day 1 
Awa*, thou pale Diana I 

Ilk Star, gae hide thy twinklmg ray. 
When rm to meet my Anna 1 

Come, m thy raven plumage, Nigl^t 
(Sun, Moon, and Stars, withdrawn a’); 

And bnng an angd-pen to write 
My transports with my Anna I 

POSTSCRIPT 

The Kirk an’ State may jom an’ tdl. 

To do sic things I maima : 

The Kirk an’ State may gae to h — 1. 

And I’ll gae to my Anna. 

She IS the sunshme o’ my e’e. 

To hve but her T canna. 

Had I on earth but wishes three. 

The fast should be my Anna. 


I MURDER HATE 

I MURDER hate by flood or field,' 

Tho’ glory’s name may screen us; 

In ^vars at home I’ll spend my blood— « 
Life-givmg ware of venusj 
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Where dogs at Court (sad sons of bitches 1) 
Septennialiy a madness touches, 

Till all the land’s infected. 

All hail ! Drumlanrig’s haughty Grace, 
Discarded remnant of a race 

Once godhke— great in story; 
Thy forbears* virtues all contrasted. 

The very name of Douglas blasted, 

Thine that mverted glory I 

Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore. 

But thou hast superadded more. 

And sunk them in contempt; 
Follies and cnmes have stain’d the name, 

But, Queensberry, tliine the inrgm claim, 

From aught that's good exempt ! 
i 

I’ll smg the zeal Drumlanng bears, 

^Vho left the all-important cares 

Of pimces, and their darlings : 
And, bent on winning borough towns, “ 

Came shaking hands wi’ wa&ter-loons, 

. > And kissmg bareiit carhns. 

Combustion thro’ our boroughs rode, 

'Vi^isthng his roanng pack abroad 

Of mad unmuzzled lions; 

As Queensberry blue and bluff unfurl’d, 

Ana Westerha’ and Hopetoun hurl’d. 

To every \Vhig defiance. 

But cautious Queensberry left the war, 

Th’ unmanner^d dust might soil his star. 
Besides, he hated bleeding. 

But left behind him heroes bnght. 

Heroes in Caesarean fight. 

Or Ciceronian nleadinar 
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0 for a throat like huge Mons-Meg, 

To muster o’er each ardent Whi^ 

Beneath Drumlamig’s banners; 
Heroes and heromes commix. 

All m the field of pohtics. 

To wm immortal honors. ' 

M'Murdo and his lovely spouse 

(Th’ enamour’d laurds kiss her brows !) 

Led on the Loves and Graces : 
She won each gapmg burgess’ heart, 

While he, sub rosa, played his part 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarroch led a hght-arm’d core. 

Tropes, metaphors, and figures pour. 

Like Hecla streammg lliunder : 
Glennddel, skiU’d m rusty corns. 

Blew up each Tory’s dark designs. 

And bared the treason under. 

In either wing two champions fought; 
Redoubted Staig, who set at noumt 

The wildest savage Tory; 

And Welsh, who ne’er yet flinch’d his ground, 
High-wav’d his niagnum-bonum round 
With Cyclopean fury. 

Miller brought up the artillery ranks. 

The many-pounders of the Banks, 

Resistless desolation ! 

'V\Tiile Maxwelton, that baron bold, 

’Jlid Lawson's port entrench’d his hold. 

And threaten’d worse damnation. 

To these what Tory hosts oppos’d. 

With these what Tory warriors clos’d. 
Surpasses my descnvmg : 
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Squadrons, extended long and large, 

With funous speed rush to the charge, 

Like funous devils dnving. 

Wliat verse can sing, what prose narrate, 

Tlie butcher deeds of bloody fate. 

Amid this mighty tulyie I 
Gnm Horror gim’d, pale Terror roar’d. 

As Murder at his thrapple shor'd, 

And Hell mix’d m the brulyie. 

As Highland craigs by thimder cleft, 

Wlien lightmngs nre ue stormy lift, 

Hurl doum with craslung rattle. 
As flames among a hundred woods, 

As headlong foam a hundred floods. 

Such IS the rage of Battle. 

The stubborn Tones dare to die; 

As soon the rooted oaks would fly 

Before th* ^preaching fellers : 
The Whigs come on like Ocean's roar, 

When all his Avmtry bilious pour 

Against the Buchan Bullers 

I 

Lo, from the ^ades of Death’s deep mght. 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight, 

And think on former daring : 
The muffled murtherei of Charles 
The Magna Charter flag unfurls. 

All deadly gules its beanng. 

Nor wanting ^osts of Tory fame. 

Bold Senmgeour follows gallant Graham; 

Auld Covenanters shiver — 
For^ve I forgive I much-wrong’d Montrose ! 
Now Death and Hell ergulph my foes. 

Thou hv’st on high for ever. 
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Still o’er the fidd the combat bums. 

The Tones, Waigs, give way by turns; 

But Fate tiie word has spoken : 
For woman’s wit and strength o’ man, 

Alas 1 can do but what they can; 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

O that my een wrare flowmg bums 1 
My voice, a honess that mourns 

Her darlmg cubs’ undoing 1 
That I might greet, that I might cry, 

WMe Tones fall, while Tories fly, 

And funous Whigs pursuing I 

What Whig but mdts for good Sir James, 
Dear to his country, by the names, 

Fnend, Patron, Benefactor 1 
Not Pulteney’s wealth can Pulteney save. 
And Hopeton falls, the generous, brave; 

And Stewart, bold as Hector. 

Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow, 

And Thurlow growl a curse of woe, 

And Mdville mdt in wailmg : 
Now Fox and Shendan rejoice. 

And Burke shall smg, O Pnnce, arise I 

Thy power is all prevailing I 

For your poor fnend, the Bard, afar 
He only hears and sees Ihe war, 

A cool spectator purely 1 
So, when the storm the forest rends, 

The robm m the he<%e descends. 

And sober diirps securely. 

Now, for my friends’ and brethren’s sakes. 
And for my dear -lov’d Land o* Cakes, 

I pray with holy fire : 

Lord, send a rough-shod troop o’ Hell 
O’er a’ wad Scotland buy or sel l. 

To grind them in the mire f 



4o8 


POEMS AND SONGS 


ELEGY ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW 
HENDERSON 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS HONOURS 
imiEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY GOD 
Should the poor be flattered — Shakespeare. 

0 Death 1 thou t3urant fell and bloody 1 
The meikle devil \vi’ a woodie * 

Haurl thee hame to his black aniddie. 

O'er hurcheon hides, 

And like stock>£ish come o'er lus studdie 
. Wi' thy auld sides 1 

He's gane, he's gane I he's frae us tom. 

The ae best fellow e'er was bom I 
Thee, Matthew, Nature’s sel shall mourn, 

By wood and wild, 

Where, haply, Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exil'd. 

Ye lulls, near neibours o' the stams, 

That proudly cock your cresting caims 1 
Ye chfiis, the haunts of saihng earns. 

Where Echo slumbers > 

Come, jom ye. Nature’s sturdiest baims, 

My waihng numbers I 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens 1 
Ye haz'ly shaws and bnery dens 1 
Ye bumies, wimphn’ down your glens, 

Wr toddlm' dm. 

Or foammg, strung, wi’ hasty stens, 

Frae Im to hn. 

Mourn, httle harebells o’er the lea; 

Ye stately foxgloves, fair to see; 

Ye woodbmes hangmg bonihe. 

In scented bow’rs; 

Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

' TliM fircf n* flnw’re. 
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At dawn, when ev’ry grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head, 

At ev’n, when beans their fragrance shed, 
I’ th^ rusthng gale. 

Ye mau^ns, whiddm’ thro’ the glade, 

. Come ]om my wail. 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o’ the wood; . 
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud; 

Ye curlews, calhng thro’ a dud; 

Ye whistling plover. 

And mourn, ye whirrmg paitndc brood; 
He’s gane for ever 1 

Mourn, sooty coots, and spedded teals; 
Ye fisher herons, watchmg eels. 

Ye duck and drake, wi’ airy wheels 
Cirdmg the lake. 

Ye bitterns, till the qu^mire reels, 

Rair for his sake. 

Mourn, dam'ring craiks at dose o’ day, 
’Mang fidds o’ fiow'img dover gay; 

And when ye wing your aimual way 
Frae our cauld shore. 

Tell thae far warlds wha hes m clay, 
Wham we deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae 3 rour ivy bow’r 
In some auld tree, or eldntch tow’r. 
What time the moon, wi’ silent glow. 
Sets up her horn. 

Wad thro’ the dreary midmght hour. 

Till wauknfe mom ! 

O nvers, forests, hills, and plams I 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains : 

But now, what dse for me remains - 
But tales of woe. 

And frae my een the drappmg rams ‘ 
Maun ever now 
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Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year I 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear * 

Thou, Simmer, while eabh corny spear 
Shoots up its head, 

Thy gay, green, flow'iy tresses shear. 

For him that’s dead > 

Thou, Autumn, wi’ thy yellow hair. 

In grief thy sallow mantie tear 1 
Thou, Winter, hurhng thro’ the air 
The roarmg blast. 

Wide o’er the naked world dedare 
The worth we’ve lost • 

Mourn him, thou Sun, great source of light I 
Mourn, Empress of the silent night 1 
And you, ye twmkhng starmes bright. 

My Matuew mourn t 

For through your orbs he’s taen his flight. 
Ne’er to return. 

0 Henderson 1 the man I the brother I 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever I 
And hast thou crost that unknown nver. 
Life’s dreaiy bound I 
Ijke thee, where shall I ^d another. 

The world around ? 

Go to your sculptur’d tombs, ye great. 

In a’ the tmsel trash o’ state I 
But by thy honest turf I’ll wait. 

Thou man of worth I 
And weep the ae best fellow’s fate 
E’er lay m earth 

THE EPITAPH 

Stop, passenger • my story's bnef, 
imd truth I shall rdate, man, 

I tell nae common tale o’ gnef, . 

For Matthew was a great man. 
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If thou uncommon ment hast. 

Yet spum’d at Fortune’s door, man; 

A look of pity ^ther cast. 

For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodger art. 

That passest by this grave, man; 

There moulders here a gallant heart. 

For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men. thar works and ways, 
Canst throw imcommon hght, man; 

Here hes wha weel had won thy praise. 

For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou, at Fnend^p's sacred ca’. 

Wad hfe itself resign, man; 

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa', 

For Matthew was a kmd man. 

If thou art staunch, witiiout a stain. 

Like the unchanging blue, man; 

This i\as a kinsman o’ thy am. 

For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire. 

And ne’er gmd wme did fear, man; 

This was thy bilhe, dam, and sire, 

For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whiggish, whingm’ sot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot. 

For Matthew was a rare man. 

But now his radiant course is run. 

For Matthew’s was a bnght one I 

His soul was like the glonous sun, 

A matcliless, Heav'nly light, man. 
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VERSES ON CAPTAIN GROSE 

WRITTEN ON AN ENVELOPE, ENCLOSING A LETTER 

TO HIM 

Ken ye ought o’ Captain Grose ? — ^Igo and ago, 

If he’s among his friends or foes ? — ^Iram, coram, dago, 
Is he to Abra'm's bosom gane > — and ago, 

Or haudm Sarah by the wame ? — ^bam, coram, dago. 

Is he south or is he north ? — ^Igo and ago. 

Or drownM in the nver Forth > — ^Iram, coram, dago, 
Is he slam by Hielan’ bodies ? — ^Igo and ago. 

And eaten hke a wether haggis > — ^Iram, coram, dago. 

Where’er he be, the Lord be near him * — Igo and ago. 
As for the deil, he daur na steer him, — ^Iram, coram, 
dago. 

But please transmit th’ enclosed letter, — ^Igo and ago, 
Whidi will oblige your humble debtor, — ^Iram, coram, 
dago. 

may ye hae auld stanes in store, — ^Igo and ago, 
he very stanes that Adam bore, — ^Iram, coram, dago. 
So may ye get m glad possession,— Igo and ago, 

The corns o^Satairs coronation I — Iram, coram, dago. 


TAM O’ SHANTER 

A TALE 

I 

Of Brownyis and of Bogilhs full is this Bnke 

, Gawiit Douglas 

When chapman bilhes leave the street. 

And drouthy neibors, neabors meet; 

As market days are weanng late. 



413 


POEMS AND SONGS 

While we sit bowsing at the nappy, 

An^ getting fou and unco happy, 

We think na on the lang Scots miles, ' 

The mosses, waters, slaps, and styles, 

That he between us and our hame, 

Where sits our sulky, sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm. 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honest Tam o' Shantes, 
As he frae Ayr ae mght did canter : ' 

(Auld Ayr, whom ne’er a town surpasses. 
For honest men and borne lasses). 

O Tam 1 hadst thou but been sae wise. 
As taen thy am wife Kate’s advice I 
She tauld mee weel thou was a sk^um, 

A bletherin’, blusterin’, drunken bldlum; 
That frae November till October, 

Ae market-day thou was na sober; 

That ilka melder wi* the imller, 

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller; 

That ev’ry naig was ca’d a shoe on 
The smith and thee gat roarm’ fou on; 

That at the L — d's house, ev’n on Sunday, 
Thou drank w’ Kirkton Jean tJl Monday. 
She prophesied that, late or> soon. 

Thou wad be found, deep drown'd m Doon, 
Or catch'd wi’ warlocks m the mirk. 

By AUoway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah,^ gentle dames 1 it gars me greet. 

To think how mony counsels sueet. 

How mony lengthen’d sage advices. 

The husband frae the wife despises 1 

But to our tale Ae market night, 

Tam had got planted unco right, 
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Fast by an ingle, bleezmg findiy, 

Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely; 

And at his elbow, Sonter Johme, 

His anaent, trusty, drouuy crome : 

Tam lo'ed him like a very bnther,- 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 

The night diave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter; 

And ay the ale was growing better . 

The Landlady and Tam grew gracious, 

Wi’ secret favours, sweet and preaous : 

The Souter tauld fcs queerest stones; 

The Landlord’s laugh was ready chorus ; 

The storm without might rair and rustle, 

Tam did na mmd the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 

E’en drown’d himsel amang the nappy. 

As bees flee hame wi’ lades o’ treasure, 

The minutes wmg’d their way wi' pleasure ; 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glonous. 
O’er a’ the ills o’ life victonous 1 

But pleasures are like poppies spread 
You s^ze the flow’r, its bloom is shed; 

Or hkethe snowfall m the nver, 

A moment white— then melts for eva:; 

Or hke the boreahs race. 

That flit ere you can pomt their place; 

Or like the rainbow’s lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. 

Nae man can tether Time nor Tide, 

The hour approaches Tam maim nde — 

That hour, o^ night’s black arch the key-stane. 
That dreary hour Tara mounts his beast in, 
And SIC a night he taks the toad in. 

As ne’er poor sinner was abroad m. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last. 

The ratthng diowers rose on the blast, 
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They reel’d, they set, they cross’d, they dedat, 
TiU dha carhn swat and reekit. 

And coost her duddres on jthe wark. 

And hnket at it in her sark ! 

Now Tam, O Tam > had thae been queans, 

A’ ^lump and strapping in their teens 1 
Their sarks, mstead o’ creeshie flannen. 

Been snaw-white seventeen hiinder linen 1— • 
Thir breeks o’ mme, my only pair, - 
That ance were plush, o’ gmd blue hair, 

I wad hae gien them off my. hurdles. 

For ae bhnk o’ the borne burdies • - 
But wither’d bddams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 

Louping an’ mngmg on a crummock, 

I wonder did na turn thy stoniach . 

But Tam kent what was what fu’ birawlie : 
There was ae \yinsome wench atfd wauhe. 

That raght enlisted m the core, 

Lang after kenn’d on Caimck ^bre 
^or mony a beast to dead she shot. 

And perish’d mony a bonie boat. 

And shook baith meikle com and bear,’ 

And held the country-side in fear); ' ' 

Her cutty sark, o’ Paisley ham,' 

That whde a lassie she had worn. 

In longitude tho’ sordy scanty. 

It was her best, and she was vauiitie. 

Ah • httle kent thy reverend gr annie > 

That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 

Wi’ twa pund Scots (’twas a’ her nches), 

Wad ever grac’d a dance o’ witches 1 

But here my Muse her wing maun cour. 

Sic fliglits are far beyond her power. 

To sing how Nanme lap and ffang 
(A souple jade she was and strung). 


O 
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And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch’d. 

And thought his very een ennch’d. 

Even Satan glowr’d, and fidg’d fu’ fam. 

And botch’d and blew wi' in%ht and main 
Till first ae caper, syne amther, 

Tam tint his reason a’ thegither. 

And roars out, 'Wed done, Cutty-sarkl’ 
And in an mstant all was dark * 

And scarcdy had he Maggie rallied. 

When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out'wi* angry fyke. 

When plundering herds assail ueir byke; 

As open pnssie’s mortal foes. 

When, pop 1 she starts before their nose; 

As eager runs the market-^a-owd, 

When ‘Catch the thief J' resounds aloud; 

So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 

Wi’ mony an ddritch sknech and hollow. 

Ah. Tam 1 ah, Tam 1 thou'H get thy fainn' 
In h^ the 3 r’ll roast thee hke a herrm’ 1 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comm' 1 
Elate soon will be a woefu’ woman t 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 

And wm the key-stane o’ the bng. 

There, at them thou thy tail may toss, 

A runnmg stream they dare na cross. 

But ere ue key-stane she could make. 

The hent a tail she had to shake i 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 

Hard upon noble Magpe prest, 

And flew at Tam wi’ funous ettle; 

But httlfi wist she Maggie’s mettle ! 

Ae spnng brought off her master hale. 

But left behmd her am grey tail • 

The carlin caught her by the rump. 

And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 
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Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unscath’d by ruffian hand i 
And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land i 


ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS BURNET OF 
MONBODDO 

Life ne’er exulted m so nch a prize. 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies. 

Nor envious death so tnumph’d in a blow. 

As that which laid th’ accomphdi’d Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget ? 

In nchest ore the bnghtest jew^ set 
In thee, high Heaven above was truest shown. 

As His noblest work the Godhead best is known. 

In vain ye flaunt in summer’s pride, ye groves. 
Thou ciystal streamlet with' thy flowery shore, 
Ye woodland choir that chaunt your idle loves. 

Ye cease to charm — Eliza is no more. 

Ye heathy wastes, immix’d with reedy ferns; 

Ye mossy streams, with sed^ and ru^es stor’d; 
Ye rugged chfis, o’erhangmg *eary glens, 

To you I fly—ye with my soul accord. 

Pnnces, whose cumb’rous pnde was all their worth. 
Shall venal lays theu: pompous exit hail. 

And thou, sweet excdlence I forsake our earth. 
And not a Muse with honest gnef’ bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty’s pnde. 
And Virtue’s^hght, that beams be;yond,the spheres; 
But, like the sun .eclips’d at morning tide. 

Thou left us, darkhng in, a world of tears. 
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The parent’s heart that nestled fond in thee. 
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care. 
So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree; 

So, from it ravi^’d, leaves it bleak and bare. 


« 

LAMENT OF RfARY, QUEEN ' OF SCOTS 

t I 

ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 
On every bloommg tree, ' , 

And spreads her ^eets o* daisies white 
Out o’er the grassy lea : 

Now Phoebus cheers the ciystal streams. 
And glads the azure slues; 

But nought can glad the weary 
'Ihat fast m durance hes. 

I ' * 

Now laverocks wake the merry mom 
Aloft on dewy wmg. 

The merle, m his noontide bdw'r. 

Makes woodland echoes rmg. 

The mavis wild, wi’ mony a note, ' 

Smgs drowsy day to rest : " 

In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi’ care nor thrall opprest. 

I > 

Now blooms the hly hy the bank. 

The primrose down the brae, - 
The hawthorn’s buddmg in the 'glen. 

And milk-white is the 'slae : 

. The meanest hmd in fair Scotland' 

M^ rove thae sweets amang; 

But I, the Queen of a’ Scotland, 

Maun he m pnson strang. 
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I was the Queen o* borne France, 

Where happy I hae been, 

Fu’ lightly rase I in tiie mom. 

As blyme lay down at e’en ‘ 

And I’m the sov’rogn of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there. 

Yet here I he in foreign bands. 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman. 

My sister and my hie, 

Gnm Vengeance yet shall whet a sword 
That thro’ thy soul shall gae : 

The weeping blood m woman's breast 
Was never known to thee; 

Nor th’ balm that drops on wounds of woe 
Frae woman’s jatymg e’e. 

My son 1 my son I may kinder stars 
Upon thy fortune shme. 

And may mose pleasures gild thy reign. 
That ne’er wad blink on mme ' 

God keep thee frae thy mother’s faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee . 

And where thou meet’st thy mother’s fnends 
Remember him for me ' 

O I soon, to me, may Summer suns 
Nae mair hght up the mom I 
Nae mair to me the Autumn winds 
Wave o’er the ydlow com • 

And, in the narrow house of death. 

Let Wmter round me rave; 

And the next flow’rs that dedc the Spring, 
Bloom on my peaceful grave ! 
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THERE’LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL JAMIE 
COMES HAME 

By yon Castle wa’, at the dose of the day, 

I heard a man smg, tho’ his head it vras gray, 

And as he was smging, the tears doon came, — 
There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

The Church is m rums, the State is in jars. 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous w'ars. 

We dare na weel say’t, but we ken wha’s to blame, — 
There’ll never be peace till Janue comes 

I 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword. 

But now I greet round their gre^ beds'm the yerd; 
It brak the sweet heart o’ my faithfu’ auld 
There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down, 

Sm’ I tmt my baams, and he tmt his crown. 

But till my last moments my words are the same — 
There’U never be peace tall Jamie comes hame. 


OUT OVER THE FORTH 

Out over the Forth, I look to the north; 

But what IS the north and its Hi^ands to me ? 
The south nor the east gie ease to my breast, 

The far foreagri land, or the wide rolling sea. 

look to the west when I gae to rest,. 

Tl^t happy my dreams and my slumbers may 

For far in the west hves he I lo’e best. 

The man that is dear to my babie and me. 
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THE BANKS 0* BOON 

FIBST VERSION 

Sweet are the banks — ^the banks o* Doon, 

' Tlie spreading flowers are fair. 

And everything is blythe and glad, 

But I am ftf o’ care. 

Thou’U break my heart, thou borne bird. 
That sings upon the bough, 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days 
When my fause Luve was true 
Thou'U break my heart, thou borne bird, 
Tliat smgs beside thy mate, 

For sae I sat, and sae 1 sang. 

And wist na o’ my fate. 

I 

, Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon, 

To see the woodbme twine, 

And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve, 

And sae did I o’ mine * 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 

Upon its thorny tree. 

But my fause Luver staw my rose. 

And left the thorn wi' me * 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose. 

Upon a morn in June, 

And sae I flounshed on the mom. 

And sae was pu’d or' noon 1 


.. , THE BAI?KS O’ DOON 
« ’ * » 

second version 

Te flowery banks o’ borne Doon, 
How can ye blume sae fair ? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu’ o’ care ’ 
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Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonie bird, 
That'smgs upon the bough; 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days 
When my fause Luve was true 
Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonie bird, 
That sings beside thy mate; 

For sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o’ my fate 

Aft hae I rov’d by bonie Boon, 

To see the wooabme twme; 

And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve, 

And sae did I o’ mme : ' 

Wi’ hghtsome heart I pu’d a rose. 

Upon a mom m June; 

How like that rose m3r' bloommg mom, 

Sae darkly set ere noon I 
Wi’ hghtsome heart I pu’d a rose, 

Upon its thorny tree. 

But my fause Luver staw my rose. 

And left the thorn wi’ me. 


THE BANKS O’ BOON 

THIRD VERSION 

Ye banks and braes o’ bonie Boon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh arid fair ? 
How can ye chant, ye httle birds. 

And I sae weary m’ 0’ care ? 

Tie’ll break my heart, thou warbhng bird. 
That wantons thro' the flowering thom * 
Thou minds me o’ dejiarted joys. 

Departed dever to return. 

Aft hae I rov’d by borne Boon, 

To see tte rose and woodbme twine: 

And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve, . 

And fondly sae did I o’ mme; 
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Wi' lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree 1 
And my fause Luver staw my rose, 
But ah 1 he left the thorn \n’ me. 


LAMENT FOR JAlfES, EARL OF 
GLENCAIRN 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills. 

By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look’d on the fadmg yellow woods. 

That wav'd o’er Lugar’s winding stream: 
Beneath a craigy steep, a Bard, 

Laden with years and meilde pam. 

In loud lament bewail’d his lord, 

\Miom Death had all untimely taen 

He lean’d him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk was mould'nng doi\ n with years; 
His locks were bleach^ white with tune. 

His hoary cheek was wet \m’ tears • 

And as he toudi’d his trembhng harp. 

And as he tun’d his doleful sang. 

The wmds, lamenting thro' their caves. 

To Echo bore the notes alang. 

'Ye scatter’d birds that faintly smg. 

The reliques o' the vernal queirel 
Ye woods that died on a’ the wmds 
The honors o’ the agid year 1 
A few short months, and, ^ad and gay. 

Again ye’ll charm the ear and e’e, 

But nocht in all revolving tune 
Can gladness bnng agam to me. 
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*I am a bending, agfed tree, 

Ibat long has stood the wind and rain; 

But now has come a cmd blast, ■ 

And my last hold of earth is gane; 

Nae leaf o’ mine shall greet the spnng, 

Nae siTTiTTiftr sun exalt my bloom, 

But I maun he before the storm. 

And others plant them m my room. 

‘I've seen sae mony changefu’ years. 

On earth I am a stranger grown . 

I wander m the ways of men. 

Alike unknowing, and unknown : 

Unheard, unpitied, unrehev'd, 

I bear alane my lade o’ care. 

For sdent, low, on beds of dust. 

Lie a’ that would my sorrows ^are. 

'And last (the sum of a’ my gnefs 1) 

My noble master hes m dky; 

The flow’r amang our barons bold. 

His country’s pnde, his country’s stay : 

In weary bemg now I pme, 

For a’^ the Me of Me is dead. 

And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wmg for ever fled. 

‘Awake thy last sad voice, my harp 1 
The voice of woe and wild despair I 

Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

Then deep m silence evennair I 

And thou, my last, best, only fnend. 

That fillest an untimely tomb. 

Accept this tnbute from the Bard 
Thou brought from Fortune’s murkest gloom 

‘In Poverty’s low barren vale. 

Thick mists obscure, mvolv’d me round; 

Though oft I turn’d the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to te found . 
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Thou found’st me, like the morning sun 
That melts the fogs in limpid air. 

The fnendless Bard and rustic song 
Became alike thy fostering care. 

t ■ 

'O f why has worth so diort a date. 
While viUams npen gray with time I 

Must thou, the noble, gen’rous, great. 
Fall m bold manhood’s hardy prune I 

Why did I hve to see that day — 

A day to me so full of woe ? 

O I had I met the mortal shaft 
That laid my benefactor low I 

'The bndegroom may forget the bnde 
Was made his wedded wife yestreen; 

The monardbi may forget the crown 
- That on his head an hour has been; 

The mother may forget the duld 
That smiles sae sweetly on her knee; 

But I’ll remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a’ that thou hast done for me I ’ 


LINES TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, BART. 

SENT WITH THE FOREGOING POEM 

Thou, who thy honor as thy God rever’st, 

Who, save thy mmd’s reproach, nought eartibtly 
fear’st, 

To thee this votive ofEenng I impart. 

The tearful tnbute of a broken heart. 

The Fnend thou valued’st, I, the Patron lov’d; 

His worth, his honor, all the world approved 
We’ll mourn till we too go as he has gone. 

And tread the shadowy path to that dark world 
unknown. 
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CRAIGIEBURN WOOD 

Sweet doses the eVning on Craigiebum Wood, 
And blythdy awaukens the morrow. 

But the pnde o’ the spnng on the Craigiebum 
Wood 

Can yield me nought but sorrow. 

Chorus — Beyond thee, deane, beyond thee, deane. 
And O to be lymg beyond ^ee • 

0 sweetly, soundly, weei'may he deep 
That’s laid m the bed beyond thee ! 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 

I hear the wild birds smging. 

But pleasure they hae nane for me, ^ 

While care my heart is wringing. 

Beyond mee, etc. 

I canna tell, I maunna tell, , ^ 

I daur na for your anger. 

But secret love -will break my heart. 

If I conceal it langer. 

Beyond thee, etc. 

I see thee gracefu’, straight and tall, 

I see thee sweet and borne. 

But oh, what ivin my torment be. 

If thou refuse thy Joinie I 
Beyond thee, etc. 

To see thee m another’s arms. 

In love to he ahd languish, 

'Twad be my dead, 'that will be seen. 

My heart wad burst wi’ ang mcii 
Beyond thee, etc. 
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But Jeanic, say thou wilt be mine. 
Say thou lo’es nanc before me; 
And a’ my day^ o’ life to come 
I'll gratefully adore thee. 
Beyond thee, etc. 


THE BONIE WEE THING 

Chorus . — ^Bonie wee thing, cannie wee thing. 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 
1 wad wear thee m my bosom, 

Lest my jewel it should tine 

Wishfully I look and languish 
In that bonie face o’ thme. 

And my heart it stounds \vi’ anguish. 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Bonie wee thing, etc. 

Wit and Grace, and Love, and Beauty, 
In ae constellation shine. 

To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess o' this soul o*^ mine 1 
Bonie wee thing, etc. 


EPIGRAM ON MISS DAVIES 

ON BEING ASKED WHY SEE HAD BEEN FORMED SO 
LITTLE, AND MRS A SO BIG 

Ask why God made the gem so small > 

And why so huge the granite ? — 

Because God meant mankind should set 
That higher value on it. 
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THE CHARMS OF LOVELY DAVIE? 

0 HOW shall I, Tinskilfu’, try 
The poet’s occupation ? 

The tunefu’ powers, in happy hours. 

That whisper inspiration. 

Even they maun dare an efiort mair 
Than aught they ever g^ve us. 

Ere they rdiearse, m equal verse. 

The diarms o’ lovely Davies. 

Each eye, it cheers when she appears. 
Like Phcebus in the morning. 

When past the shower, and every flower 
The garden is adommg, 

As the wretch looks o’er Siberia’s shor^ 
When wmter-bound the wave is; 

Sae droops our heart, when we maun part 
Frae channmg, lovely Davies. 

Her smile’s a gift frae ’boon the lift. 

That maks us mair than prmces; 

A sceptred hand, a kmg’s command. 

Is in her darting glances; 

The man m arms ^gamst female charms. 
Even he her willing dave is. 

He hugs his chain, and owns the rmgn 
Of conquering, lovely Davies. 

My Muse 1 to dream of such a theme. 
Thy feeble powers surrender : ' 

The eagle’s gaze alone survmrs 
The sun’s mendian splendor. 

1 wad in vam essay the strain. 

The deed too danng brave is; 

I ll^p the lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o’ lovely Davies. 
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WHAT CAN A YOUNG' LASSIE DO WT AN 
AULD MAN? 

I 

What can a young lassie, what sliall a young lassie 
What can a young lassie do wi‘ an awd man ? 
Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her puir Jenny for siller an’ Ian' 1 
Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her puir Jenny for siller an' Ian' 1 

He's always compleemn' frae momin* to e'enin', 
He boasts and he liirples Uie weary day lang; 
He's doylt and he's dozin’, his blude it is frozen, — 
0 drcaiy's the night wi’ a crazy auld man 1 
He’s doylt and he’s do 2 in’, his blnde it is frozen, 

0 dreary’s the night wi’ a crazy auld man. 

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers, 

1 never can please him, do a’ that I can. 

He’s peevish an’ jealous o’ a’ the young fdlows, — 
0 oool on the day 1 met wi’ an auld man I 
He’s peevish an’ jemous o’ a’ the young fellows, 

0 dool on the day I met wi’ an auld man, 

I 

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity. 

I’ll do ray endeavour to follow her plan; 

I’ll cross him an’ wrack him, until I heartbrealc him, 
And ;then his auld brass ’ill buy me a new pan > 
ril cross lum an’ wrack him, until I heartbreak him. 
And then his auld brass 'ill buy me a new pan. 


THE POSIE 

I 

0 LUVE Will venture in where it daur na wed be seen, 
O luve will venture in where wisdom ance hath been. 
But I wiU doun yon nver rove, amang the' wood sae 
green, ^ 

And a’ to pu’ a Posie to ray am dear May. 
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The primrose I will pu’» the firstling o’ the year, 

Ahd I will pu' the pink, the emblem o’ my dear; 

Fdr she’s the pmk o’ womankmd, and blooms withon 
\ a peer, 

And a’ to be a Posie to my am dear May 

I * 

I'll pu’ the buddmgTOse, when Phoebus peeps u 
view, ■ i ' 

For it’s hke a baumy kiss o’ her sweet, borne ihou’. 
The hyacmth’s for constancy wi’ its unchanging blue. 
And a’ to be a Posie to my am dear May. , 

I *» * * 

The hly it is pure, and the lily i{ is, fair. 

And m her lov^y bosom I’ll place the hly there. 

The daisy’s for simphaty and unafiected air, , 

And a’ to be a Posie to my am dear May. 


The hawthorn I will pu’, wi’ its locks o’ siller gray. 
Where, hke an aged man, it stands at break o’ day. 
But the songster’s nest within the bush I wmna tak 
away, j 

And a*^ to be a Posie to my am dear May. 


The woodbine I will pu’, when the e'enmg star is 
near. 

And the diamond draps o’ dew shall, be her een sae 
dear;. 

The violet’s for modesty, which weel she fa’s to wear. 
And a’ to be a Posie to my am dear May. * 


I’ll tie the Posie round wi’ the silken band o’ luve 
And I’fi place it in her -breastv and Fh swear by a’ 
above, ' > ■ . , . 

That to my latest draught o’ life the band shall ne’er 
remove, ' ■ ' , 

And this will be a Posie to my am Hea r May 
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ON GLENRIDDELL’S FOX BREAKING HIS 
CHAIN 

A FRAGMENT, I79I 

Thou, Liberty, thou art my theme, 

Not such as idle poete dream, 

'Who tnck thee up a heathen goddess 
That a fantastic cap and rod has. 

Such stale conceits are poor and silly; 

I paint thee out, a Hignland fiUy, 

A sturdy, stubborn, handsome dapple. 

As sleek's a mouse, as round’s an apple. 

That when thou pleasest can do wonders; 
But when thy luckless nder blunders, 

Or if thy fancy should demur there. 

Wilt break thy neck ere thou go further. 

These thmgs prermsed, I smg— a Fox 
Was caught among his native rocks. 

And to a duty kennel chamed. 

How he his hberty regamed 

Glennddell 1 a Whig without a stam, 

A Whig m pnnciple and gram, 

Couldst thou enslave a free-bom creature, 

A native demzen of Nature ? 

How couldst thou, with a heart so good 
(A better ne’er was slmced with blood), 

Nad a poor devd to a tree. 

That ne’er did harm to thme or thee ? 

The staunchest Whig Glenriddel was, 

Quite frantic m his country’s cause. 

And oft was Reynard’s prison passu^, 

And with his brother-'Wmgs canvassing 
The Rights of Men, the Powers of Women, 
With all the dignity of Freemen. 
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Sir Reynard daily Eeard debates 
Of Princes’, Kings’, and Nations’ fates. 
With many rueful, bloody stones 
Of Tyrants, Jacobites, and Tones : 

From liberty how ajigeis fell. 

That now are galley-riaves in hdl. 

How Nimrod &st me trade began 
Of bmdmg Slavery’s chams on Man; 

How fell Semiramis — G — d d~mn her 1 
Did first, with sacrilegious hammer 
(And ills tiU then were tnvial matters). 

For Man dethron’d forge hen-peck fetters; 
How Xerxes, that abandoned Tory, 
Thought cutting throats was reapmg glory, 
Until the stubborn Whigs of ^arta 
Taught biTn neat Nature’s Magna Charta, 
How mighty Rome her fiat hurPd 
Resistless o’er a bowing world, 

And, kmder than they did desire, 

Pohsh’d mankmd with sword and fire. 

With much, too tedious to relate, 

Of anaent and of modem date. 

But endmg still, how Billy Pitt 
(Unlucky boy •) with wicked wi 
Has gagg’d old Bntam, drain’d her coffer. 
As butchers bmd and bleed a h^er. 

Thus wily Reynard, by degrees. 

In kennd hstenmg at bis ease. 

Suck’d m a mighty stock of knowledge. 

As much as some folks at a College, 

Knew Bntam’s nghls and constitution. 

Her aggrandisement, dumnution. 

How fortune wrought us good from evil. 
Let no man, then, despise the Devil, 

As who should say, ‘I ne’er can need him’, 
Smce we to scoun^els owe our freedom. 
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CALEDONIA— A BALLAD 

Tune — 'Caledonian Hunt's Delight’ of Mr Gov. 

These was once a time, but old Time was then young 
'fhat brave Caledonia, the chief of her hne, 

From some of your northern deities sprung, 

(\Vho knows not that brave Caledoma’s divine 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heav’nly relations theie fixdd her reign. 

And plei^'d her their godheads to warrant it good. 

A lambkm in peace, but a hon in war. 

The pnde oi her landred, the herome giew * 

Her grandsire, old 0dm, tnumphantly swore,— 

‘ Vimoe’er shall provoke thee, th’ encounter shall rue • 
With tillage or pasture at tunes she would sport,; 

To feed her lair flocks by her green rustimg corr 
But chiefly the woods were her fav’nte resort, 

Her darling amusement, the hounds and the horn 

Dng quiet she reigned; till thitherward steers 
A flight of bold eagles from Adna’s strand * 
R^ated, successive, for many long years, 

They darken’d the air, and ihey jflunder'd the land 
Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry, 
They’d conquer’d and ruin’d a world beside. 

She took to her lulls, and her arrows let fly, 

The danng invaders, they fled or they di^. 

The Camdeon-Savage disturb’d her rejiose. 

With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife; 
Provok’d beyond beanng, at last die arose, 

And Tobb'd him at once of his hopes and his life . 
The Anghan hon, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensangum’d the Tweed’s silver flood 
But, taught by the bnght Caledonian lance, 

He leamfid to fear m his own native wood. 
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lie fell Harpy-raven took -mng from the north, 

The scourge of the seas, and the dread of the shore, 
he vnld Scandinavian boar issued forth 
To wanton m carnage and wallow m gore 
>’ex countnes and kmgdoms their fury prevail’d. 

No arts could appease them, no arms could repel, 
5ut brave Caledoma m vam they assail’d. 

As Largs well can witness, and Loncartie tell. 

' ‘ ' 1 

lius bold, independent, unconquer’d, and free, 

Her bright course of glory for ever ^all run : 

^or brave Caledonia immortal must be. 

I’ll prove it from Euchd as clear as the sun : 
(ectangle-tnangle, the figure we’ll chuse * 

The upright is Chance, and old Time is the base, 

3ut brave Caledonia’s the hypothenuse. 

Then, ergo, she’ll match them, and matdi them 
always. 


POEM ON PASTORAL POETRY 

Hail, Poesie > thou Nymph reserv’d 1 
In chase o’ thee, what crowds hae swerv’d 
Frae common sense, or sunk enerv’d 
'Mang heaps o’ davers : 

And och ! o’er aft Qiy ]oes hae starv’d, 

’Mid a’ my favors ! 

Say, lassie, why -thy tram amang, 

While loud the trump’s heroic dang. 

And sock or budcm skelp alang 

To death’ or mamage. 

Scarce ane-^has tned the shepherd-sang 
But wi’ nuscamage ? 
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In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives; 
jEschylus’ pen Will Shakespeare dnves; 
Wee Pope, the knurhn, till him nves 
Horatian lame; 

In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 
Even Sappho’s flame. 

But thee, Theocntus, wha matches ? 
They’re no herd’s ballats, Maro’s catches, 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklm’ patches 
O' heathen tatters 

I pass by hunders, nameless wretches. 

That ape their betters 

In this braw age o’ uut and lear. 

Will nane tlie Shepherd’s whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly m its native air. 

And rural ^ce; 

And, wi* the far-famed Grecian, share 
A nval place ^ 

Yes ! there is ane, a Scotti^ callan’ 1 
There’s ane, come fomt, honest Allan I 
Thou need na jouk behint the haUan, 

A duel sae dever. 

The teeth o' tune may gnaw Tantallan, 
But thou’s for ever 

Thou paints auld Nature to the mnes. 

In thy sweet Caledoman Imes; 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twmes. 
Where Philomd, 

While nightly breezes sweep the vmes. 

Her gnefs wiH tell I 

In gowany glens thy bumie stra 3 rs. 

Where borne lasses bleach their claes, 

Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi’ hawthorns gray, 

^Vhere bladdnrds ]om the shepherd’s lays. 
At dose o’ day 
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Thy rural loves are Nature’s sel , 

Nae bombast spates o' nonsense swell, 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 
O’ witchm’ love. 

That charm that can the strongest quell. 
The sternest move. 


VERSES ON THE DESTRUCTION OF THE 
WOODS NEAR DRUMLANRIG 

As on the banks of windmg Nith, 

Ae smiling simmer mom 1 stray’d, 

And traced its borne holms and haughs, 
Vhere hnties sang and lammies play’d, 

I sat me down upon a craig. 

And drank my fill o* fancy’s dream 
When from the eddymg deep below, 

Up rose the gemus oi the stream 

Dark, like the frowning rock, his brow. 

And troubled, like ha wmtry wave. 

And deep, as sughs the bodmg wmd 
Amang his caves, the sigh he gave — 

'And come ye here, my son,’ he cned, 

‘To wander m my mrken i^ade ? 

To muse some favourite Scottish theme. 

Or smg some favounte Scottish rnairi ? 

'There was a tune, it's nae lang syne. 

Ye might hae seen me in my pnde. 

When a’ -my banks sae bravdy saw 
Their woody pictures m my tide; 

When hanging beech and spreading elm 
Shaded my stream sae clear and cool : 
And stately oaks their twisted arms 
Threw broad and dark across the pool; 
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‘When, glinting thro’ the trees appear’d 
The wee white cot aboon the mill, 

And peacefu’ rose its ingle reek. 

That, slowly curling, damb the hill. 

But now the cot is bare and cauld, 

Its leafy bield for ever gane. 

And scarce a stinted birk is left 
To shiver in the blast its lane.’ 

'Alas • quoth I, 'what ruefu’ chance 
Has twin’d ye o’ your stately trees ^ 

Has laid your rodcy bosom bare — 

Has stnpped the deeding aff 3 mur braes ? 
Was it the bitter eastern blast. 

That scatters blight in early spnng ^ 

Or was ’t the wil’fire scorch’d. their boughs. 
Or canker-worm wi’ secret sting ? ' 

'Nae easthn’ blast/ the spnte rephed, 

‘It blaws na here sae fierce and fell, 

And on mv dry and halesome banks 
Nae canker-worms get leave to dwell : 
Man > crud man i the gemus sighed — 

As through the diffs he sank mm down — 
'The ivorm'that gnaw’d my bonie trees. 
That reptile wears a Ducal crown.’ 


THE GALLANT ^¥EAVER 

Where Cart rms rowm’ to the sea, 
By mony a flower and spreading tree. 
There fives a lad, the lad for me. 

He 15 a gallant Weaver 
0 I had wooers aught or nine, 

They gied me nngs and iibbons fine. 
And I was fear’d my heart wad tme. 
And I gied it to the Weaver. 
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My daddie sign'd my tocher-band, 

To gie the lad that has the land, 

But to my heart I'll add my hand. 

And give it to the Weaver 
While birds rejoice m leafy bowers, 

■\^ile bees dehght m opening flowers. 
While com grows green' in summer showers. 
I'll love my gallant Weaver. 


EPIGRAM AT BROWNHILL INN 

At Brownhill we alwaj^ get dainty good cheer. 
And plenty of bacon each day m tne year, 

We’ve a’ thmg that’s nice, and mostly in season. 
But why always Bacon — come tell me the reason ? 


YOU’RE WELCOME, WILLIE STEWART 

Chorus. — You’re welcome, Willie Stewart, 

You’re wdcome, Wilhe Stewart, 
There’s ne’er a flower that blooms m May, 
That’s half sae wdcome’s thou art ! 

Come, bumpers high, express your joy. 

The bowl we maun renew it. 

The tappet hen, gae bring her ben. 

To wdcome Wilhe Stewart 

You’re wdcome, Wilhe Stewart, etc. 

r ' 

1 

May foes be strang, and fnends be dack, 

Dk action, may he rue it, 

M^ woman on him turn her back 
That wrangs thee, Wilhe Stewart ! 

You’re wdcome, Wilhe Stewart, etc. 
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LOVELY POLLY STEWART 


Ckorus — 0 lovely Polly Stewart, 

0 charming Polly Stewart, 

There’s ne'er a flower that blooms m May, 
That’s half so fair as thou art ! 

The flower it blaws, it fades, it fa’s. 

And art can ne’er renew it. 

But worth and truth, eternal youth ‘ 

Will me to Polly Stewart 

0 lovely Polly Stewart, etc. 

May he whase arms shall fauld thy charms 
Possess a leal and true heart I 
To him be given to ken the heaven 
He grasps m Polly Stewart 1 
0 lovely Polly Stewart, etc. 


DAMON AND SYLVIA 

Turn — 'The Tither Mom.' 

Yon wandering rill that marks the hill. 
And glances o’er the brae. Sir, 

Shdes by a bower, where mony a flower 
Sheds fragrance on the day, Su:; 
There Damon lay with Sylvia gay, 

To love they mought no crime, Sir; 
The wild birds sang, the echoes rang, 
W bilft Damon’s heart beat time. Sir. 
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COCK UP YOUR BEAVER 

When first my brave Johme lad came to the town. 
He had a blue bonnet that wanted the crown. 

But now he has gotten a hat and a feather. 

Hey, brave Johme lad, cock up your beaver 1 

Cock up your beaver, and cock it fu’ sprush, 

We’U over the border and gie them a brush. 
There’s somebody there we’U teach better b^aviour. 
Hey, brave Johme lad, cock up your beaver 1 


MY EPPIE MACNAB 

0 SAW ye my deane, my Eppie Macnab ? 

O saw ye my deane, my Eppie Macnab ^ 

She’s down m the yard, she’s kissin’ the laird. 
She wmna come hame to her am Jock Rab. 

O come thy wa}^ to me, my Eppie Macnab, 

O come thy ways to me, my Eppie Macnab; 

Whate’er thou hast dune, be it late, be it sune, 
Thou’s welcome agam to thy am Jock Rab. 

What says she, my deane, my Eppie Macnab ? 
What says she, my deane, my Eppie Macnab ? 

She let’s thee to wit that die has thee forgot. 
And forever disowns thee, her am Jock Rab. 

O had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie Macnab ! 

O had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie Mar-n ab • 

As light as the air, and as fause as thou’s fair, 
Thou’s broken the heart o’ thy am Jock Rab. 
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ALTHO’ HE HAS T-EFT ME 

Altho’ he has left me for greed o' the siller, 
1 dinna envy him the gains he can ^^ln, 

I rather uad bear a’ the lade o' my sorrow, 
Tlian ever hae acted sac faithless to him. 


MY TOCHER’S THE JEWEL 

O MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my beauty. 

And meikle thinks my luve o’ my Ian, 

But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie 
My tocher’s the jewel has charms for him. 
It’s a’ for the apple he’ll nourish the tree, 

It’s a’ for the hiney he’ll cherish the bee, 

My laddie's sae meilde in luve vi’ tlie siller, 

He canna hae luve to spare for me. 

Your proffer o’ luve’s an airle-penny, 

My tocher’s the bargam ye wad buy; 

But an ye be crafty, 1 am cunnin’, 

Sae ye m’ anither your fortune may try. 
Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wood. 
Ye’re like to the bark o’ yon rotten tree. 
Ye'll slip frae me like a knotless thread. 

And ye’ll crack your credit wi' mair nor me. 


0 FOR ANE AN’ TWTENTY, TAM 

CAori/s.— An’-O for ane an’ twenty, Tam • 

And hey, sweet ane an? twent}', Tam 
I’ll learn ray km a ratthn’ sai^. 

An’ I saw ane an’ twenty, Tam. 
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They snool me sair, and hand me doon. 
An’ gar me look like bluntie, Tam, 

But three diort years will soon whe^ roon 
An’ then comes ane an’ twenty, Tam. 
An* O for, etc. 

. ' , 

A glieb o’ Ian’, a daut o’ gear, 

Was left me by my Auntie, Tam; 

At kith or km I need na spier, ' 

An 1 saw ane an’ twenty, Tam. 

An’ O for, etc 


They’ll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 

Tho’ I mysel hae plenty, Tam; 

But hear’st thou, laddie • -here’s my loot, 
I’m thme at ane an’ twenty, Tam 
An’ 0 for, etc. 


THOU FAIR ELIZA 

i 

Turn agam, thou fair Eliza I 
Ae l^d blink before we part; ; 

Rue, on thy despamhg lover, 

Canst thou break ms faithfu’ heart ? 
Turn agam, thou fair Ehza 1 
If to love thy heart denies. 

Oh, m pity hide the sentence " 

^ Under fo^ddup’s kmd disguise 1 

r 

Thee, sweet maid, hae I ofEended'? * 

- My, offence is loving thee; . 

Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, ' 
Wha for thine would gladly die ’ 
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While the hfe beats in my bosom, 
Thou shalt mix m ilka throe ' 

Turn agam, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

I 

Not the bee upon the blossom, 

In the pnde o’ sxnny noon; 

Not the httle sporting fauy. 

All benealli the simmer moon; 

Not the Mmstrel, in the moment 
Fancy lightens in his e’e, 

Kens the pleasure, feds ihe rapture. 
That thy presence gies to me. 


MY BONIE BELL 

The smihng Spnng comes in rejoicing. 

And surly Wmter grunly flies, 

Now crystal dear are the falhng waters. 

And borne blue are the sunny skies. 

Fresh o’er the mountains breaks forth the 
morning. 

The ev’mng gilds the ocean’s swell. 

All creatures joy m tiie sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my Borne Bell. 

The flowery Spruig leads suxmy Summer, 

The ydlow Autumn presses near. 

Then m his turn comes gloomy Wmter, 

. Till smihng Spnng ^;am appear 
Thus seasons dancing, 'hfe advancing, 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell; 

But never ranang; still unchangmg, 

I adore my Borne Bell. 
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SWEET AFTON 


Z chaige you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, that ye stur 
not, nor awake my love — ^my dove, my undefiled 1 The 
flowers appear on earth, rae time of the singing of the 
birds IS come, and Ihe vmce of the turtle is heard in our land. 


Flow gently, sweet Afton 1 among thy green braes. 
Flow gently. I’ll sing thee a song m thy praise, 

My Mary’s ^eep by thy munnnnng stream. 

Flow gently, sweet Alton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro’ tiie glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds, m yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwmg thy screaming forbear, 

I charge you, disturb not my slumbering Fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark’d with the courses of dear, winding nils. 
There daily I wander as noon nses high. 

My flocks and my Mary’s sweet cot m my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where, wild m the woodlands, the primroses blow. 
There oft, as mild Ev’nmg weeps over the lea. 

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy aystal stream, Afton, how lovdy it ^des, 
And wmds by the cot where my Mary resides. 

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 

As, gathermg sweet flowerets, she stems thy dear 
wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, sweet nver) the theme of my lays. 

My Mary’s asleep by thy murmunng stream. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 
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ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON 

ON CROWNING HIS BUST AT EDNAM, ROXBURGHSHIRE, 
WITH A WREATH OF BAYS 

While vii:M Spring by Eden’s flood, 

Unfolds her teada mantle green. 

Or pranks the sod m frohc mood, 
tunes Eolian strams between. 

While Summer, with a matron grace. 

Retreats to Dryburgh’s cooli^ sliade. 

Yet oft, dehghted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spikey blade. 

' ' I ' 

While Autumn, benefactor kind; 

By Tweed erects hts aged head> 

And sees, with self-sroproving mmd, 

' Each creature on his bounty fed > 

\ 

While maniac Winter rages o’er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows. 

Rousing the turbid torrent’s roai, 

Or sweepng, wild, a waste of snows. 

I 

So long, sweet Poet of the year • 

' Shall bloom lhat wreath thou wdl hast ^n; 

While Scotia, with exultmg tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson is her son. 

I 


NITHSDALE’S WELCOME HAME 

' ' The noble Maxwdls and their powers 
Aie coming o’er the border. 

And they’ll gae big Terreagles’ towers, 
And set them a’ in order. 
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And they declare Terreaglra fair. 
For their abode they choose it, 
There’s no a heart m a’ the land 
But’s hghter at the news o’t. 

Tho’ stars in skies may disappear, 
And angry tempests gather. 

The happy hour may soon be near 
That bnngs us pleasant wealiier : 
The weary mght o’ care and gnef 
May hae a ]oyfu’ morrow. 

So dawnmg day has brought rdief, 
Fareweel our mght o’ sorrow. 


FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE 

Frae the fnends and land I love, 

Dnv’n by Fortune’s felly spite; 

Frae my best belov’d I rove, 

_ .Never mair to taste d^ght : 

Never mair maun hope to .find ‘ 

Ease frae tod, rdid frae care; 

When Rememb^ce wra(^ the imnd. 
Pleasures but unvdl ddspair. 

Bnghtest dimes diall mirk appear. 

Desert dka blooming ^ore. 

Till the Fates, nae mair severe, 
Fnendship, love, and peace restore. 

Till Revenge, wi’ laurel’d head, ' 
Bnng our banished hame 'again; 

And ilk loyal, borne lad 
Cross the seas, and wm his am. 


B.P 


p 



450 


POEMS AND SONGS 


SUCH A PARCEL OF ROGUES IN A NATION 

Fare^veel to a’ our Scottish fame, 

Fa^e^veel our ancient glory; 

Fareweel ev*n to the Scottish name, 

Sae fam’d in martial story. 

Now Sark rms over Solway sands. 

An’ Tweed nns to the ocean. 

To mark where England’s provmce stands — 
Such a parcel of rogues m a nation 1 

\^niat force or guile could not subdue. 

Thro’ many warhke ages. 

Is wrought now by a coward few. 

For hireling traitor’s wages 
The English steel we could disdain. 

Secure m valour's station, 

But English gold has been our bane— 

Such a parcel of rogues m a nation 1 

0 would, ere I had seen the day 
That Treason thus could sell us, 

My auld grey head had hen in day, 

Wi’ Bruce and loyal Wallace I 
But pith and power, till my last hour. 

I’ll mak this declaration. 

We’re bought and sold for Enghsh gold — 
Sudi a parcel of rogues m a nation ! 


YE JACOBITES BY NAME 

Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear. 
Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, 

Ye Jacobites by name. 

Your fautes I will prodaim. 

Your doctnnes I maun blame, you diall hear 
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What is Right, and ^^^^at is Wrang, by the law, 
by the law ? 

Whs± IS Right, and what is Wrang, by the law 
Virbat IS Right, and what is Wrang ? 

A short sword, and a lang, 

A weak arm and a strang, for to draw. 

Wliat makes heroic stnfe, famed afar, famed afar ? 
Wliat makes heroic stnfe, famed afar ? 

What makes heroic stnfe ? 

To whet th* assassin’s knife. 

Or hunt a Parent’s hfe, wi* bluidy war ? 

Then let your schemes alone, in the state, m the 
state. 

Then let your schemes alone, m the state. 

Then let your sdiemes alone. 

Adore the nsing sun. 

And leave a man undone, to Ins fate. 


I HAE BEEN AT CROOKIEDEN 

I HAE been at Crookieden, 

My borne laddie. Highland laddie. 

Viewing Wilhe and his men. 

My borne laddie, Highland laddie. 

There our foes that burnt and slew. 
My borne laddie, Highland laddie. 

There, at last, they gat their due, 

My borne laddie. Highland lad^e, 

Satan sits m Ms black neuk. 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie, 

Brealnng sticks to roast the Duke, 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie. 
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The bloody monster gae a yell, 

My bonie laddie, I%hland laddie. 
And loud the laugh med round a’ hell, 
My borne laddie. Highland laddie. 


KENMURE’S ON AND AWA’, WILLIE 

0 Kenmure’s on and awa*, Wilhe, 

0 Kenmure’s on and a\va’, 

An’ Kenmure’s lord’s the bravest lord 
That ever Galloway saw. 

Success to Kenmure’s band, Wilhe I 
Success to Kenmure’s band ! 

There’s no a heart that fears a Whig, 

That rides by Kenmure’s hand. 

Here’s Kenmure’s health m wme, Willie I 
Here’s Kenmure’s health in wine I 

There’s ne’er a co^vard o’ Kenmure’s blude. 
Nor yet o’ Gordon’s Ime. 

O Kenmure's lads are men, Wilhe, 

O Kenmure's lads ate men; 

Their hearts and swords are metal true. 
And that their foes shall ken. 

They’ll live or die wi’ fame, Willie, 

The 3 t’ll hve or die wi’ fame; 

But sune, wi' sounding victone. 

May Kenmure’s lord come hame 1 

Here’s him that's far a^va’, Wilhe 1 
Here’s him that’s far awa’ I 

And here’s the flower that I lo’e best. 

The rose that’s like the snaw 


0 
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EPISTLE TO JOHN MAXWELL, ESQ., OF 
TERRAUGHTY 

ON HIS SEVENTY-MRST BIRTHDAY 

Health to the Maxwell’s veteian Chief ! 
Health, ay iinsour’d by care or gnef : 
Iiispir’d, I turn'd Fate’s sibyl leaf. 

This natal mom, 

I see thy life is stufi o’ pnef. 

Scarce quite half-wom. 

This day thou metes threescore eleven. 

And I can tell that bounteous Heaven, 

(The second-sight, ye ken, is given 
To ilka Poet) 

On thee a tack o’ seven times seven 
Will yet bestow it. 

If envious buckies view wi’ sorrow 
Thy lengthen’d daj^ on tks blest morrow, 
May Desolation’s lang-teeth’d harrow, 

Nme miles an hour. 

Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brunstane stoure. 

But for thy fnends, and they are mony, 
Baith honest men, and lasses borne. 

May couthie Fortune, land and canme. 

In soaal glee, 

Wi’ mormngs blythe, and e^enmgs funny. 
Bless them and thee 1 

Farewed, auld birkie 1 Lord be n^ar ye. 

And then the deil, he dauma steer ye * 

Your fnends ay love, your faes ay rear ye; 

me, shame fa’ me. 

If neist my heart I dinna wear 3^, 

' While Burns they ca’ me. 
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SECOND EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ 
OF FINTRY 

OCTOBER 5 , 1791 

Late cnppl’d of an arm, and now a leg. 

About to beg a pass for leave to beg; 

Dull, listless, teas’d, dejected, and deprest 
(Nature is adverse to a cnpple’s rest). 

Will generous Graham list to his Poet’s wail ’ 

(It soothes poor jVIiseiy, hearkenmg to her tale) 
And hear him curse the light he first survey’d. 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade ? 

Thou, Nature • partial Nature, I arraign. 

Of ^y caprice maternal I complain . 

The hon and the bull thy care have found. 

One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground. 
Thou giv’st the ass his hide, the snail his shell; 
Th' envenom’d wasp, victonous, guards his cell. 
Thy imnions kings defend, control, devour, 

In all th’ omnipotence of rule and power. 

Foxes and statesmen subtile ^vlles ensure; 

The at and pole cat stmk, and are secure; 

Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug. 
The pnest and hedgehog in their robes, are snug, 
Ev’n silly woman has her warhke arts. 

Her tongue and eyes — her dreaded spear and darts 

But oh I thou bitter step-mother and hard. 

To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — ^the Bard ! 
A tlbng unteachable m world’s skill. 

And half an idiot too, more helpless still : 

No heels to bear him from fte op’ning dun; 

No daws to dig, his hated dght to shun. 

No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 
And those, alas ! not, Amalthea’s horn 
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No nerves olfact’ry, Mammon’s trusty cur, 

Clad m nch Dulness’ comfortable fur; 

In naJced feeling, and m achmg pnde. 

He bears tb’ unbroken blast from ev’ry side : 
Vampyre booksellers dram bun to tbe heart. 

And scorpion cntics cureless venom dart : 

Critics — appall’d, I venture on tbe name; 
Those cut-t^oat bandits in the paths of fame : 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes, 

He backs to teach, they mangle to expose : 

His heart by causeless wanton mahce wrung. 
By blockheads’ dating mto madness < stung. 

His well-won bays, than hfe itsdf more dear. 

By miscreants tom, who ne’er one spng must wear; 
Foil’d, bleedmg, tortur’d m th’ unequal stnfe, 
The hapless Poet flounders on thro’ hfe : 

Till, fled each hope that once his bosom fir’d. 

And fled each muse that glonous once inspir’d. 
Low sunk m squahd, unprotected age. 

Dead even resentment for his mjur’d page. 

He heeds or feels no more Hie ruthless critic's n^e I 
So, by some hedge, the gen’rous steed deceas’^ 
For half-starv’d snarlmg curs a dainty feast; 

By toil and famme worn to skm and bone. 

Lies, senseless of each tuggmg bitiA’s son. 

0 Dulness I portion of the truly blest J 
Calm shelter’d haven of eternal rest ! 

Thy sons ne’er madden m Hie fierce extremes 
Of Fortune’s polar frost, or tomd beams. 

If mantling high she fills the golden cup. 

With sober selfish ease they sip it up, 

Consaous the bounteous meea they well deserve 
They only wonder ‘some folks’ do not starve ’ 
pie grave sage hem thus easy picks his frog 
And Hunks Hie mallard a sad worthless dog 
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When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 
And thro* disastrous night they darkling grope, 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 

And ]ust conclude 'that fools are fortune’s care ’ 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Strong on tne sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle Muses’ mad-cap tram. 

Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain; 

In equanimity they never dwell 

By turns in soanng heav’n, or vaulted hell. 

I dread thee, Fate, relentless and severe. 

With all a poet’s, husband’s, father's fear 1 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost — 
Glencaim, the trufy noble, hes m dust 
(Fled, like the sun echps'd as noon appears. 

And left us darkhng in a world of tears); 

0 ! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray’r ! 
Fmtry, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Thro’ a long life his hopes and %vishes drown, 
And bnf^t m doudless skies his sun go doum t 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path. 
Give energy to hfe, and soothe his latest breatl 
With many a filial tear archng the bed of death 


THE SONG OF DEATH 

Scene.— A Field of Battle-Tune of the day, evening- 
The wounded and dying of the victonous army are suppose 
to join in the following song 

Fareweu., thou fair day, thou green earth and y 
skies. 

Now gay with the broad setting sun; 

Farewell, loves and fnendships, ye dear tender ties. 
Our race of existence is run ! 
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Thou Grim King of Terrors, thou Life’s gloomy foe I 
Go, fnghten the coward and slave, 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant 1 but know 
No terrors hast thou to the brave I 

Thou stnk’st the dull peasant— he sinks m the dark. 
Nor saves e’en the wreck of a name. 

Thou stnk’st the young hero— a glonous mark. 

He fills m the blaze of bis fame I 
In the field of proud honour — our swords m our hands. 
Our king and our countiy to save; 

While victory dunes on Life’s last ebbing sands, — 

0 who would not die ivith the brave ? 


POEM ON SENSIBILITY 

Sensibility, how dbannmg. 

Dearest Nancy, thou canst tell. 

But distress, with horrors armmg. 
Thou alas 1 hast known too well ! 

Fairest flower, behold the lily 
Blooming m the sunny ray. 

Let the blast sweep o’er the valley. 
See it prostrate m the day. 

Hear the woodlark charm the forest, 
Telhng o’er his htile joys; 

But alas 1 a prey the surest 
To each pirate of the daes 

Dearly bot^ht the hidden treasure 
Fmer feehngs can bestow * 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 
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VERSICLES 

THE TOADEATER 

Or lordly acquaintance you' boast, 

And the Dukes that you dined with yestreen 
an insect’s an insect at most, 

Ino’ it crawl on the curl of a Queen ! 


m THE EIRE OF LAMINGTON 

1 

As cauld a wmd as ever blew, 

A caulder kirk, and in’t but few ; 
A caulder Preacher never spak 
Ye’se a’ be het or I come back. 


THE KEEEIN’ glass 

How daur ye ca’ me ‘Howlet-face ’ ? 

Ye blear-e'ed, withered spectre I 
Ye only spied the keekm’-glass, 

An’ there ye saw your picture 


A GRACE BEFORE DINNER— EXTEMPORE 

0 Thou who kmdly dost provide 
For every creature’s want I 
We bless Thee, God of Nature wide. 
For all Thy goodness lent : 

And if it please Thee, heavenly Guide, 
May never worse be sent; 

But, whether granted or demed. 

Lord, bless us mtb. content. Amen ! 
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A GRACE AFTER DINNER— EXTEMPORE 

0 Thou, in whom we hve and move — 
Who made the sea and shore, 

Thy goodness constantly we prove. 
And, grateful, would adore . 

And, if it please Thee, Power above ! 

Stall grant us, with such store. 

The fnend we trust, the fair we love — 
And we desire no more Amen 1 


THE DEAREST O’ THE QUORUM 

0 May, thy mom was ne’er sae sweet 
As the mirk night o’ December I 
For sparkhng was the ro^ wme. 

And pnvate was the chamber • 

And dear was she I dare na name. 
But I will ay remember 
And dear was die I dare na name. 
But I will ay remember. 

And here’s to them that, like ouisd. 
Can push about the jorum 1 
And here’s to them that wish us weel. 
May a’ that’s gude watch o’er ’em I 
And here’s to them, we dare na tell. 
The dearfist o’ the quorum I 
And here’s to them, we dare na tdl. 
The dearest o’ the quorum. 
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PARTING SONG TO CLARINDA 

Ab fond kiss, and then we sever, 

Ae fareweel, and then for ever ' 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee. 
Waning sighs and OToans I’ll wage thee, 
Who shall say that jFortune gneves him. 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae clieerful t\vinkle lights me; 

Dark despair around benights me. 

I'll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy : 

But to see her was to love her; 

Love but her, and love for ever. 

Had we never lov’d sae kindly, 

Had we never lov’d sae bhndly, 

Never met— or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fmrest I 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest 1 
Thme be ilka joy and treasure. 

Peace, Enjoyment, Love, and Pleasure 1 
Ae fond kiss, and ^en we sever > 

Ae farewed, alas, for ever I 

Deep m heairt-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 

Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 


BEHOLD THE HOUR, THE BOAT, ARRIVE 

Behold the hour, the boat, amve I 
My dearest Nancy, 0 farewed 1 
Severed frae thee, can -I survive, 

Frae thee whom I hae lov’d sae wed ? 
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Endless and deep shall be my gnef; 

Nae ray of comfort shall I see, ’ 

But this most predous, dear belief, 

That thou wut still remember me I 

Alang the sohtary shore 
\\Tiere fhttmg sea-fowl round me cry, 

Across the rolhng, dashmg roar, 
rn westward turn my widiful eye. 

'Happy thou Indian grove,’ I’ll say, 
'’^ere now my Nancy’s path shall be ! 

While thro’ your sweets ^e holds her way, 
0 tell me, does she muse on me ? ’ 


THOU GLOOMY DECEMBER 

Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December 
Ance mair I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care, 

Sad was the partmg thou makes me remember 
Parting wi*^ Nancy, oh, ne’er to meet mair ! 

Fond lovers’ partmg is sweet, pamful pleasure, 
Hope beaming mild on the soft partmg hour; 

But tile dure feehng, O farewell for ever 1 
Anguidi unmmgled, and agony pure ! 

Wild as the wmter now tearmg the forest, . 

Till the last leaf o’ the summer is flown, ' 

Such IS the tempest has shaken my bosom, 

Till my last hope and last comfort is gone. 

Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Still shall I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care. 

For sad was the partmg thou makes me remember, 
Partmg wi Nancy, oh, ne’er to meet mair. 
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iry NATIVE LAND SAE FAR AWA’ 

O SAD and heavy, should I part. 

But for her sa^e sae far awa’; 

Unknomng virhat my way may thwart. 
My native land sae far awa\ 

Thou that of a’ things Maker art, 

That formed this Fair sae far awa’, 

Gie body strength, then I’ll ne’er start. 
At this my way sae far awa’. 

How true is love to pure desert ! 

Like mine for her sae far awa’; 

And nodit shall heal my bosom's smart, 
ViHiile, oh, ^e is sae tar awa’ ! 

Nane other love, nane other dart, 

I feel but hers sae far awa’. 

But fairer never touch’d a heart 
Than hers, the Fair, sae far awa’. 


DOWN THE BURN, DAVTE 

As down the bum they took their way, 
And thro’ the flowery dale. 

His chedc to hers he art did lay. 

And love was ay the tale 
With ‘Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasures to renew ^ ’ 

Quoth Mary — Loire, I hke the bum. 
And ay mall follow you.’ 
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LINES ON FERGUSSON, THE POET 

Ill-fated genius > Heaven-taught Fergusson, 
What heart that feds and will not 3 neld a tear. 
To think Life’s sun did set e’er well begun 
To died its influence on thy bnght career 

0 why should truest Worth and Genius pine 
Beneath the iron grasp of Want and Woe, 
While tided Imaves and idiot-Greatness shine 
In all the splendour Fortune can bestow ? 


I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR 

I DO confess thou art sae iak, 

I wad been o’er the lugs in luve. 

Had 1 na found the slightest prayer 
That bps could speak thy heart could muve : 

I do confess thee sweet, but find 
Thou art so thnftless o’ thy sweets. 

Thy favours are the silly wind 
That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

See yonder rosebud, nch m dew, 

Amang its native bners sae coy; 

How sune it tmes its scent and hue. 

When pu’d and worn a common toy; 

Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide, 

Tho’ thou may gaily bloom awhile; 

And sune thou malt be thrown aside. 

Like ony common weed and vile 
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THE TOARY FUND O’ TOW 

Chonis . — ^TIic weary pund, the weary pund. 
The weary pund o’ tow, 

I think mj* wife will end her hfe. 
Before she spin her tow 

I BOUGHT my wfe a stane o' Imt, 

As gudc as e’er did grow. 

And a’ that she has made o’ that 
Is ae puir pund o’ tow. 

Tlie weaiy pund, etc. 

Tliere sat a bottle m a bole, 

Ayont the ingle low. 

And aye she took the tither souk, 

To ^ouk the stoune tow. 

The weary pund, etc. 

Quoth I, for shame, ye dirty dame, 

Gae roin your tap o’ tow • 

She took the rock, and wi' a knock. 

She brake it o’er my pow. 

The weary pund, etc 

At last her feet — sang to see’t • 

Gaed foremost o’er the knowe. 

And or I wad anither jad, 

I’ll wallop m a tow 

The weary pund, etc. 


WHEN SHE CAM BEN SHE BOBBET 

0 WHEN she cam ben die bobbet fu’ low, 

0 when she cam ben she bobbet fu’ low, 
And when she cam ben, she kiss'd Cockpen, 
And syne ^e deny’d ^ did it ava. 
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And was na Cockpen ngM saucy witha’ ’ 

And was na Coclqpen right saucy witha' ? 

In leaving the daughter 0’ a lord, 

And kissm’ a collier lassie an' a’ I 

0 never look doon, my lassie, at a’, 

0 never look down, my lassie, at a’. 

Thy hps are as sweet, and thy figure complete. 

As me finest dame m castle or ha’ 

Tho* thou hast nae silk, and hoUand sae sma’, 
Tho' thou hast nae silk, and hoUand sae sma’. 
Thy coat and thy sark are thy am handywark, 

And lady Jean was never sae braw. 


SCROGGAM, MY DEARIE 

There was a wife wonn’d in Cockpen, 
Scroggam, 

She brew’d gude ale for gentlemen. 

Sing auld Coul, lay ye down by me, 
Scroggam, my deane, ruffum. 

The gudewife’s dochter fell m a fever, 
Scroggam, 

The priest o’ the pansh he fell in amther, 

Smg auld Cowl, lay ye down by me, 
Scroggam, my deane, rufium. 

They laid them side by side thegither, 
Scroggam; 

Ttat the heat o’ the taen might cool the tither. 
Sing auld Cowl, lay ye down by me, 
Scroggam, my deane, ruffum 
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MY COLLIER LADDIE 

WiT.WK live 3’e, my lionic lass ? 

And tell me what tlicy ca' ye; 

My name, she saj's, is mistress Jean, 

And 1 follow the Collier laddie 

My name, slie says, etc. 

Sec you not yon hills and dales 
The sun shines on sac brawlic, 

llicy a’ arc mine, and they shall be thine, 
Gm ye’ll leave your Collier laddie. 

Tlicy a' are mine, etc. 

Ye shall gang in gaj' attire, 

Weel buskit up sac gaudy; 

And anc to wait on every hand, 

Gin ye’ll leave your Collier laddie 

And anc to viait, etc. 

Tho’ ye had a’ the son shines on, 

And the earth conceals sac lowly, 

I wad turn my back on you and it a’. 

And embrace my Collier laddie 

1 wad turn my back, etc 

I can n in my five pennies in a day, 

An’ spend it at night fu’ bran he, 

And make my bed in the collier’s neuk, 

And he donm wi’ my Collier laddie. 

And make my bed, etc. 

Loove for loove is the bargain for me, 

Tlio’ Uie wee cot-house should baud me; 

And the narld beiore me to mn my bread, 
And fair fa’ my Collier laddie • 

And the narld before me, 
etc. 



POEMS AND SONGS 


467 


SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca*d it Linkumdoddie. 
Wilhe was a wabster gude. 

Could stown a due wi' ony body : 

He had a wife was dour and dm, 

0 Tinkler Maidgie was her mither; 

Sic a wife as Wilhe had, 

1 wad na gie a button for her. 

She has an e’e, she has but ane, 

The cat has twa the very colour; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A dapper tongue wad deave a miller; 
A whiskm beard about her mou’. 

Her nose and chm they threaten ither; 
Sic a wife as Wilhe had, 

I wad na gie a button for her 

She’s bow-hough’d, she’s hen-shm’d, 

Ae hmpm’ leg a hand-breed shorter; 
She’s twisted right, die’s twisted left, 

To balance fair m ilka quarter * 

She has a hump upon her breast. 

The twin o’ that upon her shouther. 
Sic a wife as Wilhe h^, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

Auld baudrons by the mgle sits 
An’ wi’ her loof her face a-washin ; 
But Wilhe’s wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzie wi’ a hushion : 
Her wahe nieves hke midden-creds, 

* Her face wad fyle &e Logan Water; 
Sic a wife as Wilhe had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 
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LADY MARY ANN 

0 Lacy Mary Ann looks o’er the Castle wa’, 

She saw three borne b 03 rs playing at the ba’, 

The youngest he was the flower atnang them a’. 
My borne laddie’s young, but he's growm’ yet. 

0 father, 0 father, an’ ye think it fit, 

We’ll send him a year to the college yet. 

We’ll sew a green nbbon round about his hat. 

And that will let them ken he’s to many yet. 

Lady Maiy Ann was a flou'er m the dew. 

Sweet was its smdl and borne was its hue. 

And fllie langer it blossom’d the sweeter it grew, 
For the hly m the bud wiU be bomer yet. 

Young Chaihe Cochran was the sprout of an aik, 
Borne and bloomm’ and straught was its make. 
The sun took delight to shme for its sake. 

And it will be the brag o’ the forest yet. 

The simmer is gane when the leaves they were green. 
And the days are awa’ that we hae seen. 

But far better days I trust will come again. 

For my bonie laddie’s young, but he’s groivin’ 
yet. 


KELLY BURN BRAES 

There leevit a carl in Kelly Bum Braes, 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ thyme. 

And he had a wife was the plague o’ ms days. 

And the thymie it is wther’d, and rue is in prime. 
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Ae day as the carl gaed up the lang glen, 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wr th3hrie; 

He met wi’ the Deil, wha said, ‘How do you fen 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prime. 

'I’ve got a bad wife, sir, that’s a’ my complaint, 
Hey, and, the rue grows borne wi’ thyme; 

For, savmg your presence, to her ye’re a samt. 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prune.’ 


'It’s neither your stot nor your staig I shall crave, 
Hey, and me rue grows borne wi’ thyme. 

But gie me your wife, man, for her I must have. 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prune.’ 


'0 welcome most kmdly • ' the blythe carl said. 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ thyme, 

'But if ye can match her ye’re waur than ye’re ca’d, 
And me myme it is wither’d, and rue is m prime.’ 


The Devil has got me auld wife on his back. 

Hew, and me rue grows bonie wi’ myme; 

And hke a poor pedlar he’s earned his pack. 

And me myme it is wimer’d, and rue is m prime. 


He’s earned her hame to his am hallan door. 

Hey, and me rue grows borne wi’ thyme; 

Syne bade her gae m for a b — and a w — 

And the myme it is wimer’d, and rue is in prime. 

Then straight he makes fifty, me pick 0’ his band. 
Hey, and me rue grows borne wi’ myme, 
inm out on her guard m me clap o’ a hand. 

And the myme it is wimer’d, and rue is m prune 

The carhn gaed thro’ mem like ony wud bear, 

He^, and me rue ^ws borne wi’ thyme, 

Whae’er she gat hands on cam ne’er her nae mair. 
And me myme it is wimer’d, and me is m prune . 
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A reekit wee deevil looks over the wa’, 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ thyme; 

'0 hdp, maister, help, or she'll rum us a’ 1’ 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prime 

The Devil he swore by the edge o’ his knife. 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ thyme; 

He pitied the man that was tied to a wife. 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is m prune 

The Devil he swore by the kirk and the bell. 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wi’ thyme. 

He was not m wedlock, thank Heav’n, but m hell. 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prime. 

Then Satan has travell’d agam wi’ his pack. 

Hey, and the rue ctows borne wi’ thyme. 

And to her auld husband he’s earned her back. 

And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is m prime. 

hae been a Deevil the feck o’ my life. 

Hey, and the rue grows borne wr thyme, 
ut ne'er was m hell till I met wi' a wife. 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is m prune. 


THE SLAVE’S LAMENT 

It was in sweet Senegal that my foes did me enthral. 
For the lands of Virgmia, gmia 0 . 

Tom from that lovely more, and must never see it 
more. 

And alas I I am weary, weary 0 : 

Tom from that lovely shore, ana must never see it 
more. 

And alas ! I am weary, weary 0. 
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All on that charming coast is no bitter snow and frost, 
Like the lands of Virginia, gmia 0 
There streams for ever flow, and flowers for ever blow. 
And alas ! I am weary, weary 0 
There streams for ever flow, and flowers for ever blow. 
And alas 1 I am weary, weary 0. 

The burden I must bear, while the cruel scourge I fear. 
In the lands of Virgmia, gmia 0, 

And I think on friends most dear, with the bitter, 
bitter tear, 

And alas > I am weary, weary 0 . » 

And I think on friends most dear, with the bitter, 
bitter tear. 

And alas 1 I am weary, weary 0. 


0 CAN YE LABOUR LEA? 

Chorus — 0 can ye labour lea, young man, 
0 can ye labour lea ? 

It fee nor bountith shall us twme 
Gm ye can labour lea 

1 fke’d a man at Michadmas, 

Wi’ airle penmes three. 

But a’ the faut 1 had to him. 

He could na labour lea 

O can ye labour lea, etc. 

0 dappm’s gude m Febanvar, 

An*^ Mssm’s sweet m May, 

But my ddight’s the ploughman lad, 
That weel can labour lea 

0 can ye labour lea, etc. 



473 POEMS AND SONGS 

0 kisan' is the key o’ luve, 

And dappm’ is the lock; 

An’ malan’ o’s the best thing j'et, 
That e’er a young thing gat. 

0 can ye labour lea, etc. 


THE DEUK’S DANG O’ER MY DADDIE 

The bairns gat out wi’ an unco shout, 

The deuk’s dang o’er my daddie, 0 1 
The iien-ma-care, quo’ the fame auld \vife, 
He was but a paidlm’ body, 0 1 
He paidles out, and he paidles m, 

An’ he paidles late and early, O > 

This seven lang years I hae hen by his side. 
An’ he is but a fusionless carhe, 0. 

/ 

O hand your tongue, my fame auld wife, 

0 baud your tongue, now Nansie, 0 . 
T’ve seen lie day, and sae hae ye. 

Ye wad na hae been sae donsie, 0. 

I’ve seen the day ye butter'd' my brose. 
And cuddl’d me late and early, 0, 

But downa>do’s come o’er me now. 

And och, 1 find it sairly, 0 1 


THE DEBL’S AWA’ WI’ TH’ EXCISEMAN 

The dal cam fiddlm’ thro’ the town. 

And danc’d awa’ wi’ the Exaseman, 

And ilka wife cnes, ‘Auld Mahoun, 

I wish you luck o' the pnze, man.’ 
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Chorus — The deil’s awa’, the deil's awa’, 

Tlie dell’s awa’ wi’ th’ Exciseman, 
He’s danc’d awa’, he’s danc’d awa’. 
He’s danc’d awa’ wi’ th’ Exciseman. 

We’ll mak our mant, and we’U brew our drmk. 
We’ll laugh, smg, and rejoice, man. 

And mony braw thanks to the meiMe black deil, 
That danc’d awa’ wi* th’ Exciseman. 

The deil’s awa*, etc. 

There’s threesome reels, there’s foursome reels. 
There’s hornpipes and strathspejre, man. 

But the ae best dance e’er cam to the land 
Was the deil’s awa’ wi’ th’ Exaseman. 

The deil’s awa’, etc. 


THE COUNTRY LASS . 

In simmer, when the hay was mawn, 
And com wav’d green m ilka field, 
While daver blooms white o’er the lea 
And roses blaw m ilka tdeld 1 
Blythe Bessie m the milkmg shid, 

Sa 3 re — ^I’ll be wed, come o’t what will ; 
Out spake a dame m wrinkled eild — 

O’ gude advisement comes nae ill. 

It’s ye hae wooers mony ane, 

And lassie, 3 re’re but young, ye ken; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale 
' A routhie butt, a routine ben, , 
There’s Johme o’ the Buslae-glen, 

Fu’ is his bam, fu’ is his byre; 

Tak this frae me, my borne hen. 

It's plenty beets tiie luver’s fire. 
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For Johme o’ the Bu&kie-glen, 

I ditma care a single Sue; 

He lo’es sae wed his craps and ]<ye. 

He has nae luve to spare for me. 

But blythe the bhnk o’ Robie’s e’e. 

And weel I wat he lo’es me dear ; 

Ae bhnk o’ him I wad na gie 
For Bnslae-glen and a’ his gear. 

0 thoughtless lassie, hfe’s a i^ught; 

The canniest gate, the stnfe is sair, 

But ay fu’-han’t is fechtm’ best, 

A hungry care’s an unco care ; 

But some ^vlll spend and some will spare, 
An’ wilfu’ folk maun hae their will, 

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mmd that ye maun dnnk the yiU. 

O gear will buy me ngs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye; 

But the tender heart o’ leesome luve. 

The gowd and ^er canna buy; 

We may be poor — ^Robie and I — 

Light is the burden luve lays on. 

Content and luve brmgs peace and joy — 
What mair hae Queens upon a throne ? 


BESSY AND HER SPINNIN’-WHEEL 

0 LEEZE me on my spinnm'-whed, 

And leeze me on my rock and reel; 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien. 
And haps me bid and warm at e’en. 
I’ll set me down and sing and spm. 
While laigh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi’ content, and imlk and meal, 
0 leeze me on my spinnin’-whed. 
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On ilka hand the bumies trot, 

And meet below my theekit cot; 

The scented birk and hawthorn white. 
Across ^e pool their arms mute, 

Ahke to screen the birdie’s nest. 

And httle fishes’ caller rest; 

The sun blmks kindly m the biel, 
"VlTiere blythe I turn my spmmn’-whed. 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail. 

And E^o cons the doolfu’ tale; 

The hntwhites in the hazel braes, 
Dehghted, nval ither’s la 5 «. 

The craik amang the claver hay. 

The paitnck whimn’ o’er the ley. 

The swallow jinkm* round my shid. 
Amuse me at my spinnm’-wheel. 

Wi’ sma’ to sell and less to buy, 

Aboon distress, below envy, 

0 wha wad leave this humble state. 

For a’ the pnde of a’ the great ? 

Amid their flarmg, idle to]^. 

Amid their cumbrous, dmsome ]oys. 

Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spmnm’-wheel ? 


FRAGMENT OF SONG 

No cold approach, no altered mien. 

Just what would make suspicion start; 
No pause the dire extremes between, 

He made me blest — and broke my heart. 
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LOVE FOR LOVE 

Ithers seek they ken na what, 
Features, carnage, and a' that; 
Gie me loove in her I court, 
Loove to loove maks a’ the sport. 

Let loove sparkle m her e'e. 

Let her lo’e nae man but me. 
That’s the tocher gude I pnze, 
There the luver’s treasure lies. 


FRAGMENT ON MARIA 

How CTacefuUy Mana leads the dance I 
She’s Me itseli 1 never saw a foot 
So nimble and so degant It speaks, 

And the sweet whispenng Poetry it makes 
Shames the musician 

Ainano, «, The first of June 


SAW YE BONIE LESLEY 

0 SAW ye borne Lesley, 

As she gaed o’er the Border ? 
She’s gane, hke Alexander, 

To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love but her for ever, 

For Natme made h^ what she is. 
And nevei made amther ! 
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Thou art a queen, fair Ledey, 

Thy subjects, we before thee; 

Thou art divine, fair Ledey, 

The hearts o' men adore thee. 

The deil he could na scaith thee. 

Or aught that wad belang thee. 

He’d look mto thy borne face. 

And say — ^*1 canna wrang thee I' 

The Powers aboon will tent thee. 
Misfortune ^a’na steer thee, 

Thou’rt like themsd sae lovely, 

That lU ihey'll ne’er let near thee. 

Hetum again, fair Ledey, 

Return to Caledome 1 

That we may brag we hae a lass 
There's nane s^ain sae borne. 


THE LEA-RIG 

When o’er the hiU the e’emng star 
Tdls bughtm’ time is near, my ]o. 
And owsen frae the furrow’d field 
Return sae dowf and weary 0, 
Down by the bum, where birken buds 
Wi’ dew are hangm’ dear, my jo. 
I’ll meet thee on the lea-ng, 

My am kmd Deane O. 

At midnight hour, in mirkest glen, 

I’d rove, and ne’er be eerie 0, 

If thro’ that glen I gaed to thee. 

My ain kmd Deane O; 
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Allho* llie night were ne'er sae wild. 
And I were ne’er sae weary 0, 
ril meet thee on the Ica-ng, 

My am kind Deane O. 

Tlie hunter lo’es the morning sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo, 
At noon the Hshcr takes the glen 
Adown the bum to steer, my ]o : 
Gie me the hour o’ gloamin' gray. 

It maks my heart sac cheery 0, 

To meet thee on the lea-ng, 

Aly am kind Deane 0 


MY WIFE’S A WTNSOME WEE THING 

Air — 'My Wife's a Wanton Wee Thing.' 

Clioftis — ^She IS a ^vmsome wee thing. 

She is a handsome wee thing, 

She IS a lo’esome wee thing, 

This dear wee wife o’ mine. 

I NEVER saw a fairer, 

1 never lo’ed a dearer, 

And neist my heart I’ll wear her. 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She IS a winsome, etc. 

The world’s wrack we share o’t; 

The warstle and the care o't, 

Wi’ her I’ll blythely bear it, 

And think my lot divine. 

She IS a winsome, etc. 
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HIGHLAND MARY 

Tune — 'Kaihenne Ogie.' 

Ye banks and braes and streams around 
The castle o’ Montgomery 1 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 
Your waters never drumhe : 

There Simmer first un&mld her robes, 

And there the langest tarry; 

For there I took the last Fareweel 
O’ my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom’d the gay, green Irirk, 
How nch the haivthom’s blossom. 

As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp’d her to my bosom • 

The golden Hours on angel wings. 

Flew o’er me and my Deane, 

For dear to me, as hght and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi’ mony a vow, and lock’d embrace. 

Our parting was fu’ tender, 

And, pledgmg aft to meet again. 

We tore oursels asunder. 

But oh • fell Death's untimdy frost. 

That mpt my Flower sae early ! 

Now green’s the sod, and canid’s the clay 
That wraps my Highland Mary J 

0 pale, pale now, those rosy hps, 

1 aft hae kiss'd sae fondly i 
And clos’d for ay, the sparkhng glance 
That dwelt on me sae kmdly ! 

And mouldering now m silent dust. 

That heart that lo’ed me dearly 1 
But still withm my bosom’s core 
Shall hve mj*^ Highland Mary. 
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THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN 

AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS 
SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON HER BENEFIT 
NIGHT, NOVEMBER 26, I792 

While Europe’s eye is fix’d on mighty things. 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings. 

While quacks of State must each produce his plan, 
And even children h^ the Rights of Man, 

Amid tMs mighiv fuss just let me mention, 

The R^hts of Women ment some attention. 

First, in the sexes’ mtermix’d connection, 

One saaed Right of Women is frotechon 
The tender flower that hfts its head, elate, 
Hdpless, must fall before the blasts of fate. 
Sunk on the earth, defac’d its lovely form, 

Unless your belter ward th’ impendmg storm 

Our second Right — but needless here is caution. 
To keep that nght inviolate’s the fashion. 

Each man of sense has it so full before him, 

He’d die before he’d wrong it — ’tis deconm 
There was, mdeed, in far less pohsh’d days, 

A time, when rough rude man had naughty ways. 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a not, 
Nay even tuus invade a lady’s quiet 
Now, 1hank our stars < these Gouuc times aie fled; 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all well bred— 
Most justly think (and we are much the gamers) 
Such conmict neither spint, wit, nor manners. 
For Right die third, our last, our best, our dearest, 
That nght to fluttenng female hearts the nearest; 
Which even the Rights of Emgs, m low prostration 
Most humbly own — 'tis dear, dear admtraHon I 
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In that blest sphere alone we live and move; 
There taste that life of hfe — imm ortal love. 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
’Gainst such an host what ^ty savage dares. 
When aw'ful Beauty joms with all her charms — 
Who is so r£^ as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions. 
With bloody armaments and revolutions. 

Let Majesty your first attention summon, 

Ah / ga vra I the majesty of woman 1 


ON SEEING MISS FONTENELLE IN A 
FAVOURITE CHARACTER 

Sweet naivete of feature. 

Simple, wild, enchantmg elf. 

Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 

Thou art acting but thyself. 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected, 
Spuming Nature, torturmg art; 

Loves and Graces all rejected. 

Then indeed thou’dst act a part. 


extempore on SOME COMMEMORATIONS 
OF THOMSON 

Dost thou not nse, mdignant shade. 

And smile wi’ spuimng scorn. 

When they wha wad hae starved thy hfe. 

Thy senseless turf adorn ? 
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Helplc'Js, alane, tlimi clamb tlic brae, 

\\ i' meikle hone-it toil, 

And claught th’ unfading garland there — 
Thy sair-won, rightful !>pojl. 

And near it there > and call aloud 
This aMom undoubted — 

Would thou hac Nobles’ patronage > 

First Icam to live without it • 

To nhom hac much, more shall be given. 
Is every Great man’s faith; 

But he, the helpless, needful UTctch, 

Shall lose tlie mite he hatli. 


AULD ROB MORRIS 

There’s Auld Rob Moms that wons in yon glen, 
He’s the King o’ gude fellows, and wale o' auld men; 
He has gowd in his coilcrs, he has owseii and kuie, 
And ae bonic lass, his dautie and mme. 

She's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May, 

She’s sweet as the ev’ning amang the neiv hay; 

As blythc and as artless as the lambs on the lea. 
And dear to my heart as the light to my e’e. 

But oh < she’s an Heiress, auld Robin’s a lairds 
And my daddic has nought but a cot-house and yard; 
A wooer hke me maunna hope to come speed. 

The wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane, 

I w'ander my lane hke a night-troubled ghaist. 

And 1 sigh as my heart it >vad burst m my breast. 



483 


POEMS AND SONGS 

0 had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hop’d she wad smil’d upon me I 
0 how past descrmng had then been my bliss, 

As now my distraction nae words can express. 


WEARY FA’ YOU, DUNCAN GRAY 

Tune — 'Dun(»ui Giay' 

Weary fa’ you, Duncan Gray ! 

Ha, ha, the radin o’t ' 

Wae gae by you, Duncan Gray I 
Ha, ha, the girdm o’t I 
When a’ the lave gae to their play 
Then I maun sit the lee-lang day. 

And jeeg the cradle wi’ my tae. 

And a’ for the girdm o’t. 

Borne was the Lammas moon, 

Ha, ha, the girdm o’t i 
Glow’nn’ a’ the hills aboon, 

Ha, ha, the girdm o’t • 

The girdm brak, the beast cam doun, 

I tmt my curch and baith my shoon. 
And, Duncan, ye’re an imco loon — 

Wae on the girdm o’t 1 

But, Duncan, gm ye’ll keep your aith, 
Ha, ha, the girdm o’t ' 

I’se bless you wi’ my hmdmost breath, 
Ha, ha, the girdm o’t 1 
Duncan, gm ye’ll keep your aith. 

The beast agam can bear us baith. 

And Auld Mess John will mend the skaith, 
And dout the bad girdm o't. 
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DUNCAN GRAY 

Duncan Gray cam here to woo, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

On Wythe Yule-night when we wexe fou, 
Iia, ha, the woomg o't, 

Maggie coost her head fu' high, 

Lo^’d asklcnt and unco skeigh, 

Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.' 

Duncan fleech'd and Duncan pray’d; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t, 

Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t 
Duncan sigh’d baith out and in, 

Grat his e’en baith blear’t an’ Win*, 
Spak o’ loivpin’ o’er a linn, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t 

Tunc and Chance are but a tide, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t. 

Slighted love is sair to bide, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t : 

Shall I like a fool, quo& he. 

For a haughty hizzie die ^ 

She may gae to — ^France for me I 
Ha, ha, the woomg o’t. 

How it comes let doctors tell, 

Ha, ha, the woomg o’t, 

Meg grew' sick, as he grew hale, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t 
Something m her bosom wnngs, 

For r^ef a sigh die bnngs : 

And oh I her een they spak sic things ! 
Ha, ha, the woomg o’t. 
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Duncan was a lad o* grace, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t; 

Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 

Duncan coidd na be her death, 
Swelhng Pity smoor’d his wrath; 
Now they’re crouse and canty baith, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 


HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S AWA* 

Here’s a health to them that's awa', 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’. 

And wha wmna wish ^de luck to our cause. 

May never gude luck be their fa.’ I 
It’s gude to be merry and wise. 

It’s gude to be honest and true. 

It’s rade to support Caledonia’s cause. 

And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’, 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’, 

Here’s a health to Charhe the chief o’ the dan, 
Altho’ that his band be but sma’ ! 

May Liberty meet wi’ success ! 

May Prudence protect her frae evil ! 
t May tyrants and tyranny tme 1 ’ the mist, 

i And wander their way to the deinl I 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’, 

I Here’s a health to them that’s awa’; 

‘ i^e’s a health to Tammie, the Norlan’ laddie, 

I ^at hves at the lug o’ the law ! 

Here^s freedom to 1h.em that wad read, 

' freedom to them that wad wnte, 

‘ there’s nane ever fear’d that the truth should be 
heard, 

' But they whom the truth would mdite. 
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Here’s a health to them that's a\va‘, 

An' here's to them that's awa' i 
Here’s to Maitland and Wycombe, let wha does 
na like 'em 

Be built in a hole in &e wa’, 

Here’s timmer that’s red at the heart, 

Here's fruit that is sound at the core; 

And may he that wad turn the bufi and blue coat 
Be turn'd to the back o' the door. 


Here's a health to them that's awa', 

Here's a health to them that's awa’; 

Here’s chieftam M'Leod, a chieftam worth gowd, 
Tho’ bred amang mountains o’ snaw, 

Here’s kiends on haith sides o’ the firth, 

And fnends on baith sides o' the Tweed; 

And wha wad betray old Albion’s nght, 

May they never eat of her bread I 


A TIPPLING BALLAD 

ON THE DUKE OF BRUNSWICK'S BREAKING UP HIS 
CAMP, AND THE DEFEAT OF THE AUSTRIANS, BY 
DUMOURiER, NOV, lyga 

When Princes and Prelates, 

And hot-headed zealots, 

A’ Europe had set in a low, a low, 

The poor man hes down. 

Nor envies a crown. 

And comforts himself as he dow, as he dow, 
And comforts himsdf as he dow. 
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The black-headed eagle. 

As keen as a bea^e. 

He hunted o’er height, and o er howe, o’er howe. 
In Ihe braes o’ Gemappe, 

He fell m a trap. 

E’en let him come out as he dow, dow, dow. 
E’en let him come out as he dow. 


But truce with commotions. 

And new-fangled notions, 

A bumper, I trust, you’ll allow; 

Here’s George oui good kmg. 

And Charlotte his queen, 

And lang may Ihey nng as they dow, dow, dow. 
And lang may Ihey nng as they dow. 


WRITTEN ON A WINDOW-PANE 
A.D 1793 

In Pohtics if thou wouldst mix. 

And mean thy fortunes be. 

Bear this m mmd, be deaf and blind. 
Let great folk hear and see. 


POORTITH CAULD AND RESTLESS LOVE 

Tutu — 'Canid Kail m Aberdeen* 

0 POORTITH cauld, and lestless love. 

Ye wrack my peace between ye. 

Yet poortith a’ I could forgive, 

An’ ’twere na for my Jeanie. 
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Chorm . — 0 why .should Fate sic pleasure have, 
Life’s dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sac sw'cet a flower as love 
Depend on Fortune's shining ? 

Tlie waild's wealth, when I think on, 

Its pndc and a* the lave o't; 

0 Ac on sillv coward man, 

Tliat he should be the slave o’t 1 
0 why, etc. 

Her ceil, sac bonie blue, betray 
How she repays passion; 

But prudence is Iwn: o’erword ay, 

She talks o' rank and fashion. 

0 why, etc. 

0 wha can prudence think upon. 

And sic a lassie by him ’ 

0 wha can prudence think upon, 

And sac in love as I am ^ 

O why, etc. 

How blest the simple cotter’s fate I 
He woo's his artless dcane, 

Tlic silly bogles, w’ealth and state, 

Can nevci make him eene. 

O why, etc. 


BRAW LADS O’ GALLA WATER 


Braw, braw lads on Yarrow' braes, 

'They rove amang the blooming heather; 
But Yarrow' braes, nor Ettnck diaws 
Can match the lads o’ Galla Water. 
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But there is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon them a’ I lo'e him better; 
And Fll be his, and he’ll be mine. 
The borne lad o’ Galla Water. 


Altho’ his daddie was nae laird. 

And tho’ 1 hae na mdkle tocher, 

Yet nch in kmdest. truest love. 

We’ll tent our flocks by Galla Water. 

It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth. 

That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure • 
The bands and bliss o’ mutual love, 

0 that’s the chiefest warld’s treasure. 


I 

I SONNET WRITTEN ON THE AUTHOR’S 
! BIRTHDAY 


\ 
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\ 


i 

» 
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ON HEARING A THRUSH SING IN HIS MORlONG WALK 

I 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless h migh , 
Sing on, sweet bird, I hsten to thy stram, 

See agM Wmter, ’mid his surly reign, 

At thy blythe carol, clears his fmrowed brow. 


So in lone Poverty’s dominion drear. 

Content with hght, unanxious heart, 
WelTOmes the rapid moments, bids them part, 
•wor asks if they bring ought to hope or fear. 


^ ihee. Author of this openmg day 1 
^ou whose bn^t sun now ^ds yon orient skies ! 
demed. Thy boon was purer jo]^ — 

Wnat wealth could never give nor take away • 

^t come, thou child of poverty and care, 
iue mite^h Heaven bestow’d, that mite ’with rhee 
illdiare. 
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LORD GREGORY 

0 MIRK, mirk IS thK midnight hour, 

And loud the tempest’s roar, 

A waefu’ wanderer seeks thy tower, 

Lord Gregory, ope thy door 
An exile frae her father’s ha'. 

And a’ for sake o’ thee; 

At least some pity on me shaw, 

If love it may na be. 

Lord Gregory, mind’st thou not the grove 
By borne Irwine side. 

Where first I own’d that virgm love 
I lang, lang had denied. 

How aften didst thou pledge and vow, 
Thou wad for ay be mine 1 
And my fond hedh:, itsel sae true. 

It ne’er mistrusted thme 

Hard is thy heart. Lord Gregory, 

And flmty is thy breast 
Thou bolt of Heaven that fiashest by, 

O, wilt thou bring me rest • 

Ye mustenng thunders from above. 

Your wilhng victims see. 

But spare and pardon my fause Love, 

His wraugs to Heaven and me. 


WANDERING WILLIE 

FIRST VERSION 

Here awa’, there awa’, wandenng Wilhe, 

Now tired with wandenng, hand awa’ hame; 
Come to my bosom, my ae only deane. 

And tell me thou bnng’st me my WiUie the same 
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Loud blew fhe cauld wmter winds at our parting; 

It was na the blast brought the tear in my e'e * 
Now wdcome the Simmer, and wdcome my WiUie, 
The Sumner to'Nature, my Wilhe to me. 

Ye hurricanes rest in the cave o* your slumbers, 

0 how your wild horrors a lover alarms I 
Awaken, ye breezes, row gently, ye billows, 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 
But if he’s forgotten his faithfuUest Naimie, 

0 still flow between us, thou wide roarmg mam. 
May I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, dying, beheve that my Wilhe's my am 1 


WANDERING WILLIE 

REVISED VERSION 

awa’, there awa’, wandermg Wilhe, 

Here awa’, there awa’, hand awa' hame; 

Coj^ to my bosom, my am only deane, 

Tdl me thou bring’ st me my Wilhe the same. 
Wmter wmds blew loud and cauld at our partmg. 
Fears for my Wilhe brought tears to my e’e, 
W^me now Simmer, and welcome my Wilhe, 
The Simmer to Nature, my Wilhe to me. 

ye wild storms, m the cave of your slumbers, 
W dread howhng a lover alarms ! 

breezes, row gently, ye billows, 
my dear laddie ance mair to my arms, 
oh, if he’s faithless, and mind na his Nanme, 
Iff T between us, thou wide roarmg mam I 
^ 1 never see it, may I never trow it, 

»ut, dying, beheve that my Wilhe’s my am. 
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OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH 

Oh, open the door, some pity to show, 

Oh, open the door to me, oh, 

Tho’ thou hast been false, I'U ever prove true. 
Oh, open the door to me, oh 

Cauld IS the blast upon my pale cheek. 

But caulder thy love for me, oh 
The frost that freezes the hfe at my heart. 

Is nought to my pams frae thee, oh 

The wan Moon is setting bdimd the white wave, 
And Time is setting with me, oh 
False fnends, false love, farewell I for mair 
I’ll ne’er trouble them, nor thee, oh 

She has open’d the door, ^e has open’d it wide. 
She sees the pale corse on the plam, oh 
*My true love I ^ she cned, and sank down by his 
side. 

Never to nse again, oh. 


LOVELY YOUNG JESSIE 

True hearted was he, the sad swain o’ the Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks of the Ayr, 
But by the sweet side o’ the Nith’s wmding river. 
Are lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair 
To equal young Jessie se^ Scotland all over. 

To equal young Jessie you seek it m vam, 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 

And maideidy modesty fixes the chain. 

Fresh is the rose m the gay, dewy morning. 

And sweet is the lily at evemng dose, 

But in the fair presence o’ lovely young Jessie, 
Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
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• 'Love ats m her snule, a ward easnanng; 
Enthron’d in her een he ddivrars his law * 
And stiU to her charms she alone is a stranger; 
Her moc^t demeanour’s the ]ewd of a’. 


MEG O’ THE MILL 

0 KEN ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten. 

An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ? 
She’s gotten a coof wi’ a daute o’ siller, 

And woken the heart o’ the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappm’, the Miller was ruddy, 

A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady. 

The laird was a widdifu’ bleent tourl; 

She's left the gude fellow, and taen lie churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving. 
The laird did address her wi’ matter maar moving, 
A fine padng-horse wi’ a clear cham4d bndle, 

A whip by her side, and a borne side-saddle. 

0 wae on the siller, it is sae prevaihn’. 

And wae on the love that is ^ed on a maden > 

A tocher’s nae word m a true lover’s pari, 

But gie me my love, and a fig for ^e warl I 


MEG O’ THE MILL 

ANOTHER VERSION 

0 ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten, 
ken ye what Meg o’ Ihe Mill has gotten ' 
A braw new naig in’ the tail o’ a rattan 
And that’s what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten. 
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0 ken ye what Meg o‘ the Mdl lo’es dearly, 

An' ken yc what Meg o' the Mill lo'es dearly ' 

A dram o’ gude struni in a morning early. 

And that’s what Meg o’ the Mill lo'es dearly. 

0 ken ye how Meg o’ the Mill was mamed. 

An’ ken ye ho^v Meg o’ the Mill was mamed ’ 
The pnest he was oxter’d, tlie dark he was earned. 
And that's how Meg o' the Mill was mamed. 

0 ken ye how Meg o’ tlie Mill was bedded. 

An’ ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was bedded ? 
The groom gat sac iu’, he fell awald beside it. 
And tliat’s how Meg o’ the Mill was bedded. 


THE SOLDIER’S RETURN 
SIill, SMI, O.’ 

When wnld war’s deadly blast was blawn. 
And gentle peace retummg, 

Wi’ mony a sweet babe fatherless. 

And mony a widow mourning; 

I left the lines and tented field. 

Where lang I’d been a lodger. 

My humble knapsack a’ my wedth, 

A poor but honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was m my breast. 

My hand unstain’d wi’ plunder. 

And for fair Scotia, hame agam, 

I cheery on did wander . 

I thought upon the banks o’ Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 

I thought upon the witching smile 
ihat caught my youthful fancy. 
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At length I reach’d the borne glen. 
Where early life I sported, 

I pass’d the mill and trysting thorn, 
w^ere Nancy aft I courted ; 

Wha spied I but my am dear maid, 
Down by her mother's dwelling * 

And turn’d me round to hide the flood 
That m my een was swellmg. 

Wi’ alter’d voice, quoth I, Sweet lass. 
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom, 

0 ' happy, happy may he be. 

That’s dearest to thy bosom ■ 

My purse is light, I’ve far to gang. 

And fam would be thy lodger, 

I’ve served my kmg and country lang — 
Take pty on a sodger. 

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me. 

And loveher was than ever; 

Quo’ she, A sodger ance I lo’ed. 

Forget him shall I never . 

Our humble cot, and hamely fare. 

Ye fredy shall partake it. 

That gallant badge — ^the dear cockade. 
Ye’re welcome for the sake o’t. 

She gaz’d — she redden’d like a rose — 
Syne pale like ony hly; 

She sank within my arms, and cned. 

Art thou my am dear WiUie ? 

By Him who made yon sun and sky ! 

By whom true love’s regarded, 

1 am the man, and thus may still 
True lovers be rewrarded 1 

The wars are o’er, and I’m come hame. 
And find thee still true-hearted, 

Tho’ poor m gear, we're nch m love. 
And mair we^se ne'er be parted« 
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Quo’ she, My grandsire left me gowd, 

A mailen plenish’d fairly. 

And come, my faithfu' soager lad, 
Thou’rt wdcome to it dearly ! 

For gold the merchant ploughs the mam, 
The farmer ploughs the manor. 

But glory is the sodger’s prize, 

The sodger’s wealSi is honour 
The brave poolr sodger ne’er despise. 

Nor count him as a stranger. 
Remember he’s his country’s stay. 

In day and hour of danger 


ON COMMISSARY GOLDIE'S* BRAINS 

Lord, to account who dares Thee call. 
Or e’er dispute Thy pleasure ^ 

Else why, within so thick a wall, 
Endose so poor a treasure ? 


LINES INSCRIBED IN A LADY’S POCKET 
ALMANAC 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, that I may hve. 

To see the miscreants feel the pams they give. 
Deal Freedom’s sacred treasures free as air. 

Till Slave and Despot be but things that were 


THANKSGIVING FOR A NATIONAL VICTORY 

Ye hypocrites I are these your pranks ’ 

To murder men, and give God thanks * 

Desist, for shame i— proceed no further, 

God won’t accept your thanks for murther ' 
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I 

\ LINES ON THE COMMEMORATION OF 
! RODNETS VICTORY 

1 Instead of a song, boy«, 1*11 give you a toast, 
Here’s to the memory of those we have lost i 
That we lost, did I say ? — nay, by Heav’n, that we 
found, , 

For their fame it will last while the world goes round 
The next m succession m give you 's the King ! 
Whoe’er would betray him, on high may he swmg > 
And here’s the grand fabric, the free Constitutton, 
As built on the base of our great Revolution ! 

And longer with Pohtics not to be cramm’d. 

Be Anarchy curs’d, and be Tyranny damn’d • 
And who would to Liberty e’er prove disloyal. 
May his son be a hangman — ana himself his first 
tnall 


KIRK AND STATE EXCISEMEN 

Ye men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering 
’Gamst poor Excisemen Give the cause a hearing : 
VTiat aie your Landlord’s rent-rolls ? — taxmg ledgers 1 
What Premiers ^ — ^what ev’n Monarchs ? — ^mighty 
Gaugers > 

Nay, what are Pnests ? (those seeming godly wise-men). 
What are they, pray, but Spintual Excisemen ! 


THE RAPTURES OF FOLLY 

Thou graybeard, old Wisdom i may boast of thy 
treasures, 

Give me with old Folly to live, 

I grant thee thy calm-blooded, time-settled pleasures. 
But Folly has raptures to give 
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YE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES 

Ye true ‘Loyal Natives* attend to my song; 

In uproar and not rejoice the night long 1 
From Envy and Hatred your core is exempt. 

But where is your shield from the darts of Contempt 


EXTEMPORE REPLY TO AN INVITATION 

The Kmg’s most humble servant, T 
Can scarcely spare a minute. 

But I’ll be wi’ you by an' by. 

Or dlse the Dal’s be m it. 


GRACE AFTER MEAT 

L — ^D, we thank, and Thee adore. 

For temporal gifts we httle ment; 
At present we wul ask no more — 

I^t WtUiam Hxslop give the spint. 


GRACE BEFORE AND AFTER MEAT 

O Loed, when hunger pmches sore. 

Do Thou stand us m stead. 

And send us, from Thy bounteous store, 
A tup or wether head I Amen. 

0 Lord, since we have feasted thus, 
V^di we so httle ment, 

Let Meg now take away the flesh, 

And Jock bnng m the spint 1 Amen. 
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aiPROMPTU ON GENERAL DUMOURIER’S 
DESERTION FROM 

THE FRENCH REPUBLICAN ARMY 

» 

You’re wdcome to Despots, Dumouner; 
You’re welcome to Despots, Dumouner : 

How does Dampiere do ? 

Aye, and Boumonville too ? 

Why did they not come along with you, 
Dumouner ? 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier; 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier, 

I fight France with you, 

I will take my diance with you. 

By my soul. I’ll dance with you, Dumouner. 

Then let us fight about, Dumourier; 

Then let us fight about, Dumouner; 

Then let us fight about. 

Till Freedom’s spark be out, 

Then we’ll be d — d, no doubt, Dumourier, 


THE LAST TIME I CAME O’ER THE 
MOOR 

The last time I came o’er the moor. 

And left Mana’s dwdhng, * 

What throes, what tortures passing cure 
Were m my bosom swelhi^ : ’ 

Condemn’d to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet m secret langm^. 

To fed a fire m every vem. 

Yet dare not speak my angincii 
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The wretch of love unseen, unknovra, 

I fain my crune would cover 
The burstmg sigh, th’ unweeting gioan, 
Betray the guilty lover. 

I know my doom must be despair, 

Thou wilt nor const relieve me; 

But oh, Maria, hear my pra 3 rer. 

For Pity’s sake, foigive me 1 

The music of thy tongue I heard, 

Nor ivist while it enslav’d me, 

I saw thme eyes, yet nothmg fear’d, 
TiE fear no more had sav'd me • 

The unwary sailor thus, aghast. 

The wheehng torrent viewmg, 

’Mid circhng honors yields at last 
To overwhelming rum 


BLYTHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL 

Blythe hae I been on yon hill. 

As the lambs before me. 

Careless ilka thought and free. 

As the breeze flew o’er me; 

Now nae longer sport and play, 

Mirth or sang can please me; 

Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seize me 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love dedarmg, 

Trembhng, I dow nocht but glow’r. 
Sighing, dumb despairing 1 
If she winna ease the throws 
In my bosom swelling. 

Underneath the grass-green sod, 

Soon maun be my dwelhng. 
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LOGAN BRAES 

0 Logan, sweetly didst thou glide, 

That day I was my Wilhe's bnde. 

And years sm syne hae o’er us run, 

T.ilrp. Logan to the smimer sun . 

But now thy flowery banks appear 
T.iTfft drumhe Wmter, dark and drear, 

While my dear lad maun face his faes. 

Far, far frae me and Logan braes 

Agam the merry month of May 
Has made our hills and valleys gay. 

The birds rejoice m leafy bowers. 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers; 
Blythe Mommg lifts his rosy eye. 

And Evenu^’s tears are tears 0* joy : 

My soul, deightle^, a’ surveys, 

'V^^e Wilhe’s far frae Logan braes. 

Withm yon milk-white hawthorn bu^, 
Amang ner nestkngs sits the tlmish; 

Her faithfu’ mate will ^are her toil. 

Or wi’ his song her cares beguile. 

But I wi’ my sweet nuislmgs here, 

Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 

Pass widow’d mghts and joyless days. 
While Wilhe’s far frae Logan braes. 

0 wae be to you. Men o’ State, 

That brethren rouse m' deadly hate ! 

As ye make mony a fond heart mourn, 

Sae may it on your heads return < 

How can your flmty hearts enjoy 
The widow’s tear, tte orphan’s cry ? 

But soon may peace bring happy da}^. 
And Wilhe hame to Logan braes 1 
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0 WERE MY LOVE YON LILAC FAIR 

Atr — ‘Hugbie Graliam.’ 

0 WERE my love yon Lilac fair, 

Wi’ purple blossoms to the Sprmg, 

And I, a bird to shelter there. 

When weaned on my httle wing I 
How I wad mourn when it was tom 
By Autumn wild, and Winter rude I 
But I wad sing on wanton wing, 

^Mien youtl^’ May its bloom renew’d. 

0 gm my love were yon red rose. 

That grows upon tne castle wa’; 

And I mysel a drap o’ dew. 

Into her borne breast to fa’ 1 
0 there, beyond expression blest, 

I’d feast on beauty a’ the mght; 

Seal’d on her silk-saft faulds to rest. 

Till fley’d awa’ by Phoebus’ light I 


BONIE JEAN 

There was a lass, and she ivas fair. 

At kirk and market to be seen. 

When a’ our fairest maids were met. 

The fairest maid was borne Jean. 

And ay die wrought her mammie’s wark. 
And ay she sang sae memhe, 

The blyttest bnd upon the bush 
Had ne’er a lighter heart than she 
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But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the httle hntwhite’s nest; 

And frost voU bhght the fairest flowers. 

And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawest lad. 

The flower and pnde of a' the glen; 

And he had owsen, Aeep, and kye. 

And wanton naigies tune or ten. 

He gaed wi’ Jeame to the tryste. 

He danc'd wi' Jeame on the down; 

And, lang ere widess Jeame wist. 

Her heart was tmt, her peace was stown 1 

As in the bosom of the stream. 

The moonbeam dwdls at dewy e’en. 

So trembling, pure, was tender love 
Withm the breast of borne Jean. 

And now she works her mammie’s wark. 
And ay she sighs wi’ care and pain. 

Ye wist na what her ail might be. 

Or what wad make her wed agam. 

But did na Jeame’s heart loup hght. 

And did na joy bhnk m her e’e. 

As Robie tauld a tale of love : 

Ae e’enin’ on the hly lea ? 

The sun was sinking m the west. 

The birds sang sweet m ilka grove; 

Bis cheek to hers he fondly laid, 

And whisper’d thus his tale o’ love : 

0 Jeame fair, I lo’e thee dear, 

O canst thou think to fancy me. 

Or wilt thou leave thy mammie’s cot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi’ me ? 
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*At bam or byre thou shalt na drudge. 
Or naethmg else to trouble thee. 
But stray amang the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi’ me ’ 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had na will to say him na * 

At length she blush’d a sweet consent. 
And love was ay between them twa. 


LINES ON JOHN M’MURDO, ESQ. 

Biest be M'Murdo to his latest day 1 
No envious cloud o'ercast his evemng ray, 
No wnnlde, furrow’d by the hand of care, 
Nor ever sorrow add one silver hair I 
0 may no son the father’s honour stam. 
Nor ever daughter mve the mother pam ! 


EPITAPH ON A LAPDOG 

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng. 
Your heavy loss deplore. 

Now, half extmct your powers of song. 
Sweet ‘Echo’ is no more 

Ye jarnng, screeching things around. 
Scream your discordant joys. 

Now, half your din of tundess sound 
With 'Echo' silent hes. 
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EPIGRAMS AGAINST THE EARL OF 
GALLOWAY 

« 

What dost thou ui that mansion fair ? 

Fht, Galloway, and find 
Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cave. 
The picture of thy mind. 


No Stewart art thou, Galloway, 

The Stewarts all were brave; 
Besides, the Stewarts were but fools, 
Not one of them a knave. 


BMht ran thy Ime, 0 GaUoway, 
Thro’ many a far-famed sure! 
So ran the far-fiimed Roman way, 
And ended m a mire. 


Spare me thy vaigeance, Galloway I 
In quiet let me hve 
I ask no kmdness at thy hand. 

For thou hast none to give. 


EPIGRAM ON THE LAIRD OF LAGGAN 


When Morme, deceas’d, to the Devil went down, 
^^as nottimg would serve him but Satan’s own crown: 

Thy fool s head, quoth Satan, ' that crown shall wear 
nevKT, 

I grant thou'rt as wicked, but not quite so c lever.’ 
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PHILLIS THE FAIR 

While larks, -with litile wmg, fann’d the pure air. 
Tasting the breathing Spnng, forth I did fare 
Gay the sun’s golden eye 
Peep’d o’er the mountains high. 

Such thy mom I did 1 cry, Phdhs the fair. 

In each bird’s careless song, glad I did share. 
While yon wild-flow’rs among, chance led me there i 
Sweet to the op’ning day. 

Rosebuds bent the dewy s^y; 

Such thy bloom 1 did I say, Fhilhs the fair. 

Down m the shady walk, doves cooing were; 
Mark’d I the cruel hawk caught m a snare : 

So land may fortune be. 

Such make his destmy. 

He who would m]ure thee, Philhs the fair. 


HAD I A CAVE 

Tune — 'Robin Adair.' 

Had I a cave on some wild distant shore, 

Where the wmds howl to the wave’s dashmg roar : 
There would I weep my woes. 

There seek my lost repose, 

TiU gpef my eyra should close, 

Ne^er to w^e more 1 

Falsest of womankmd, canst thou declare 
All thv fond, phghted vows fleetmg as air > 

To thy new lover hie, 

Laugh o’er thy p« 3 ury; 

Then m thy bosom try 
Vi^at peace is there I 
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BY ALLAN STREAM 

By Allan stream I chanc’d to rove, 

Wlule Phoebus sank beyond Benledi; 

The winds were whispering through the grove, 
The yellow com was waving ready . 

I hstenM to a lover’s sang, 

An’ thought on youthfu’ pleasures mony; 

And ay the wild-wood echoes rang — 

'0, dearly do I lo’e ttiee, Annie I 

0 happy be the woodbme bower, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eene. 

Nor ever sorrow ^am the hour. 

The place and tune I met my deane ! 

Her head upon my throbbmg breast. 

She, sinkmg, said, “I’m tmne for ever i“ 

While mony a kiss the seal imprest — 

The sacred vow we ne’er should sever.’ 

The haunt 0 ’ Spnng’s the pnmrose-brae. 

The Summer joys the flocks to follow; 

How cheery thro’ her short’ning day, 

Is Autumn m her weeds 0 ' ySlow, 

But can they melt the glowing heart, 

Or chain uie soul m speechless pleasure ? 

Or thro’ each nerve the rapture dart. 

Like meetmg her, our bosom’s treasure ? 


WHISTLE AND I’LL COME TO YE, 
MY LAD 

C/ioyits .— 0 whistle an’ I’ll come to ye, my lad, 

0 wlustle an’ I’ll come to ye, my 1a, d, 
Iho father an’ mither an’ a’ should eae 
mad, 

0 whistle an’ I’ll come to ye, my lad . 
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But wanly tent when ye come to court me. 
And come nae unless the back-yett be a-jee, 
S 3 me up the back style, and let naebody see. 
And come as ye were na comm’ to me, 

And come as ye were na comm’ to me, 

O whistle an’ I’ll come, etc 

At kirk, or at market, whene’er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho’ that ye car’d na a flie. 
But steal me a bhnk o’ your borne black e’e, 
Yet look as ye were na lookm’ to me. 

Yet look as ye were na lookm’ to me, 

O whistle an’ I’ll come, etc 

Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me. 
And whyles ye may hghtly my beauty a-wee; 
But court na anither tiio’ jokin’ ye be. 

For fear that she wyie your fancy frae me, 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me 
0 whistle an’ I’ll come, etc. 


PHILLIS THE QUEEN O’ THE FAIR 

Adown wmdmg Nith I did wander. 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring; 
Adown wmding Nith I did wander. 

Of PhiUis to muse and to sing 

Churns — Awa’ wi’ your Belles and your Beauties, 
They never wi’ her can compare, 
Whaever has met wi’ my Phillis, 

Has met wi’ the queen o’ the Fair. 

The Daisy amus’d my fond fancy. 

So artless, so simple, so wild. 

Thou emblem, said I, o’ my Phillis— 

For she is Simphaty’s cmld 

Awa’ wr your Belles, etc. 
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The Rosebud’s the bli^h 0’ my channer, 

Her sweet balmy lip when ’tis prest 
How fair and how pure is the Lily ! 

But fairer and purer her breast. 

Awa’ wi’ your Belles, etc. 

Yon knot of gay flowers m the arbour. 

They ne’er wi’ my Phillis can vie * 

Her breath is the breath of the woodbme, 

Its dew-drop o’ diamond her eye. 

Awa’ wi’ your Belles, etc. 

Her voice is the song o* the mommg, 

That wakes thro' the green-spreading grove 
When Phoebus peeps over the mountains. 

On music, and pleasure, and love. 

Awa’ wi’ your Belles, etc. 

But, Beauty, how frail and how fleetmg I 
The bloom of a fine summer’s day, 

While worth in the mind 0’ my Phillis, 

Will flourish without a decay 
Awa’ wi’ your Belles, etc. 


COME, LET ME TAKE THEE TO MY 
' 3 REAST 

CoKiE, let me take thee to my breast 
And pledge we ne’er stall sunder ' 
And I shall spurn, as vilest dust 

A grandeur : 

And do I hear my Jeame own ! 

mt equal transports move her ? 

- I a^ for dearest life alone. 

That I may hve to love her 
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Thus, in my arms, wi’ a’ her charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure, 

I’ll seek nae man* o’ Heav’n to share. 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure . 
And by thy een sae borne blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever • 

And on thy hps I seal my vow, 

And break it s^all I never. 


DAINTY DAVIE 

Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers* 

To deck her gay, green-spreading lowers. 
And now comes m the happy hours. 

To wander wi’ my Davie 

Chorus — ^Meet me on the warlock knowe, 
Damty Davie, damty Davie, 
There I’ll spend the day wi' 3 rau, 
My am dear, damty Davie 

The crystal waters round us fa’. 

The merry birds are lovers a'. 

The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A-wandeimg wi’ my Davie 
Meet me on, etc. 

As puiple mommg starts the hare. 

To steal upon her early fare. 

Then thro^ the dews I will repair. 

To meet my faithfu’ Davie 
Meet me on, etc 

When day, expiring m the west, 

The curtam draws o* Nature’s rest, 

I flee to his arms 1 loe the best. 

And that’s my am dear Davie 
jMeet me on, etc 
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ROBERT BRUCE’S MARCH TO 
BANNOCKBURN 

Scots, wha hae wi’ Walla.ce bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led, 
Wdcome to your gory bed. 

Or to Victorie I 

Now’s the day and now’s the hour; 

See the front o’ battle lour; 

See approach proud Edward’s power — 
(^ams and Slavenel 

Wha will be a traitor knave ^ 

Wha can fill a coward’s grave ? 

Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Let bun turn and flee 1 
Wha for Scotland’s Kmg and Law, 
Freedon\*s sword will strongly draw, 
Free-jian stand, or Free-mak fa’ 

Let him follow me 1 

By Oppression’s woes and pains ! 

By your Sons in servile ch^s 1 
We wiU dram our dearest vems. 

But they shaU be free ! 
Lay the proud Usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall m every foe 1 
Liberty’s m every blow 1 

, Let us Do — or Die I 


behold the HOUR, THE BOAT ARRIVE 

VERSION SECOND 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive; 

Thou goest, the Girling of my heart; 
Sever’d from thee, can I survive. 

But Fate has will'd and we must part. 
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I’ll often greet the surging swell. 

Yon distant Isle will often hail : 

‘E'en here I took the last farewell. 

There, latest mark’d her vanish’d sail.’ 

Along the solitary shore. 

While flitting sea-fowl round me cry 
Across the rolhng, dashing roar. 

I’ll westward turn my wistful eye : 
‘Happy, thou Indian grove,’ I’ll say, 
‘Where now my Nancy’s path may be J 
While thro’ thy sweets she loves to stray, 
0 tdl me, does she muse on me 1’ 


THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE 
'Fee him, father, fee him ' 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever . 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou liast left me ever * 

Aften hast thou vow’d that Death 
Only should us sever. 

Now ttou’st left thy lass for ay — 

I maun see thee never, Jamie, 

I’ll see thee never. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken; 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken; 

Thou canst love another lo. 

While my heart is breaking; 

Soon my weary een I’ll close, 

Never mau to waken, Jamie 
Never mair to walcen I 
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WHERE ARE THE JOYS I HAE MET? 

Tune — *Saw ye my fether ’ 

Where are the ]oys I hae met m the morning, 
That danc’d to the lark’s early sang ? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand’ring. 
At e’enmg me wild-woods amang ? 

Nae mair a-ivmdmg the course o’ yon river. 
And m arkmg siveet flow’rets sae fair, 

Nae mair I trace the hght footsteps o’ Pleasure, 
But Sorrow and sad-sighing Care. 

Is it that Summer’s forsaken our vall^. 

And gnm, surly Wmter is near ’ 

No, no, ihe bees humming round the gay roses 
l^daun it the pnde o'^ the year. 

Fain wad I hide what I fear to discover, 

Yet lang, lang, too well hae I known; 

A* that has caused the wreck m my bosom. 

Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal. 
Not Hope dare a comfort bestow . 

Come, then, enamour’d and fond of my angmcii 
Enjoyment I’ll seek m my woe. 


DELUDED SWAIN, THE PLEASURE 

TitMe— “‘The Collier’s Dochter ’ ‘ 

Deluded swam, the pleasure 
The fickl i Fair can give thee, 

Is but a feiry treasure. 

Thy hopes win soon deceive tbpp • 

B.P. 
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The billows on the ocean, 

The breezes idly roaming, 

The cloud’s uncertain motion, 
They are but types of Woman, 

0 art thou not asham’d 
To doat upon a feature 
If Man thou wouldst be nam’d 
Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow. 

Good claret set before thee, 
Hold on till thou art mellow. 
And then to bed m glory 1 


THINE AIM I, MY FAITHFUL FAIR 

*The Quaker’s Wife.? 

Thine am I, my faithful Fair, 
Thme, my lovely Nancy, 

Ev’iy pulse along my vems, 

Ev’iy roving &icy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart. 

There to throb and langmsh; 

Tho’ despair had wnmg its core, 
That would heal its anguish. 

Take away those rosy hps, '' 

Rich ivith bahny treasure; 

Turn away thme eyes of love. 

Lest I die with pleasure I 

"ViTiat IS hfe when wantmg Love ? 
Night without a mormng . 

Love’s the cloudless summer sun. 
Nature gay adorning. 
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ON MRS RIDDELL’S BIRTHDAY, 

NOVEMBER 4, I793 

Old Winter, with his frosty beard. 

Thus once to Jove his prayer preferred • 
‘What have I done of all the year, 

To bear this hated doom sevare ? 

My cheerless suns no pleasure know. 

Night's homd car drags dreary slow. 

My dismal months no joys are crowmng, 

But spleeny Engh^ hanging, drowmng. 

‘Now Jove, for once be mighty ovil. 

To counterbalance all tbis evil; 

Give me, and I’ve no more to say, 

Give me Maria’s natal day • 

That brilliant gift shall so enrich me, 

Spnng, Summer, Autumn, cannot match me.’ 
”Tis done I' says Jove; so ends my story, 
And Winter once nqoiced m glory. 


MY SPOUSE NANCY 

Time — 'My Jo Janet' 

‘Husband, husband, cease your strife. 
Nor longer idly rave. Sir; 

Tho’ I am your wedded wife, 

Yet I am not your dave. Sir.’ 

‘One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy, 

Is it Man or Woman, say. 

My spouse Nancy?’ 
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*If ’tis still the lordly word, 

Service and obedience, 

I’ll desert my sov’reign lord, 

And so, good-bye, allegiance!’ 
‘Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy, 

Yet I’ll try to make a shift. 

My spouse Nancy/ 

‘My poor heart, then break it must. 
My last hour I’m near it 
' When you lay me m the dust, 
Tlunk how you will bear it ’ 

‘I will hope and trust m Heaven, 
Nancy, Nancy, 

Sliength to bear it -will’ be given. 
My spouse Nancy/ 

t 

‘Well, Sir, from the silent dead, 

Stdl rU try to daunt you. 

Ever round your midmght bed . 

Homd spates diall haunt you I' 
‘I’ll wed another hke my dear 
Nancy, Nancy, 

Then all hell will fly for fear, 

My spouse Nan<y/ 


ADDRESS 

i 

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT, 
DECEMBER 4 , 1793, AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES 

Still anxious to secure your partial favour. 

And not less anxious, sure, this mght than ever, 

A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
’Twould vamp my hill, said I, if nothing better, 
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So sought a poet, roosted near the skies, 

Told hm, I came to feast my cunous eyes. 

Said, no thing hke his works was ever pnnted; 

And last, my prologue-busmess shljr hmted 
‘Ma’am, let me tell you,’ quoth my man of rhymes, 

‘I know your bent — ^these are no laughmg times ; 
Can you— but. Miss, I own I have my fears — 
Dissolve in pause, and sentimental tears. 

With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence. 
Rouse from his duggish slumbers, fell Repentance, 
Famt Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand. 

Waving on high the desolatmg brand, 

Calhng the storms to bear hrm o’er a guilty land ? ’ 

I could no more — askance the creature fty mng , 

D’ye think, said I, this face was made for crymg ? 

I’ll laugh, that’spoz— nay more, the world shall know it. 
And so, your servant I gloomy Master Poet ! 

Firm as my creed. Sirs, ’tis my fix’d behef. 

That Misery's another worf for Gnef : 

I also think — so may I be a bnde ! 

That so much laughter, so much life enjoy’d. 


Thou man of crazy care and ceasdess sigh. 

Still under bleak Msfortune’s blastiTig eye. 
Doom’d to that sorest task of man ahve — * 

To make three gumeas do the work of five 
Lau^ m Misfortune’s face— the bddam witch 1 
Say, you’ll be merry, tho’ you can’t be ndh 


Thou, other man of care, the wretch in love, 

VTio long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove* 
Who, as the bou^ all temptmgly project, ' 

in d6Sp6r3.i6 Uiou^it— n rop© — thy iiccl t~ 
where the beethng clifi o’erhangs the deen 
Peerest to meditate the heahng leap . 
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Wouldst thou be cur’d, thou silly, mopmg elf ? 
Laugh at her follies— laugh e’en at th3reelf 
Learn to despise those frowns now so temfic. 
And love a lander — ^that’s your grand specific. 

I 

To sum up all, be merry, I advise; 

And as we’re merry, may we still be wise. 


COMPLIMENTARY EPIGRAM ON 
MARIA RIDDELL 

'Praise Woman still,’ his lord^p roars, 
'Deserv’d or not, no matter i* 

But thee, whom all my soul adores, 
Ev’n Flattery cannot flatter 
Maria, all my thought and dream, 
Inspires my vocal shell. 

The more I praise my lovely theme 
The more the truth I tell. 


REMORSEFUL APOLOGY 

The friend whom, wiled from Wisdom’s way, 
The fumes of wme infunate send, 

(Not moony madness more astray) 

^0 but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th’ msensate frenzied part. 

Ah 1 why should I such scenes outlive’ ’ 
Scenes so abhorrent to my heart * — 

'Tis thine to pity and forgive. 



POEMS AND SONGS 


fii9 


WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 

Tmte — 'The Sutor’s Dochter.' 

Wilt thou be my Dearie ? 

Vi/bm sorrow wnn^ thy gentle heart. 

0 'vnlt thou let me che^ thee 1 
By the treasure of my soul, 

That’s the love I bear thee : 

I swear and vow that only thou 
Shall ever be my Deane I 
Only thou, I swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my Deane I 

Lasae, say thou lo’es me. 

Or, if thou wilt na be my ain, 

0 say na thou’lt refuse me I 
If it wmna, canna be, 

Thou for thme may choose me, 

Let me, lasae, qmckly die, 

Stih trusting that mou lo’es me 1 
Lasae, let me quiddy die. 

Still trusting that thou lo’es me 1 


A FIDDLER IN THE NORTH 

June — 'The Song o' France he lade a race' 

Amang the trees, where humming bees. 

At buds and flowers were hmgmg, 0, 

Auld Caledon drew out her 
And to her pipe was ringing, o’ : 

’T\^ Sang, Strathspeys and Reels. 

She dirl d them afi fu’ clearly, 0, 

W^ there cam a yell o’ foreign squeels, 
Thai dang her tapsalt^ne, 0. 
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Their capon cra\9s an’ queer ‘ha, ha’s,’ 
They caade onr lugs grow eene, O; 
The hungxy bike did scrape and fyke. 
Till we were u’ae and weary, 0 ; 

But a royal ghaist, wha ance u*as cas’d, 
A prisoner, ai^hteen year awa’. 

He fir’d a Fiddler in the North, 

That dang them tapsalteene, O. 


AS I STOOD BY YON ROOFLESS TO^VER 

As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

Where the wa’flow’r scents the dewy air. 
Where the howlet mourns in her ivy bower. 

And tells the midnight moon her care 

Chorus . — A lassie all alone, was makmg her moan* 
Lamenting our lads beyond the sea. 

In the blmdy wars they fa’, and our 
honor’s gane an’ a , 

And broken-hearted we maun die. 

The wmds were laid, the air was sbll. 

The stars they shot along the sJqt, 

The tod was howling on the hiU, 

And die distant-^oing glens reply. 

A lassie all alone, etc. 

The bum, adown its hazelly path. 

Was rushmg by the rum^d wa’, 

PTagting to ]oin me sweeping Nith, 

Whase roanngs seemed to nse and fa*. 

A lassie all alone, etc. 



521 


POEMS AND SONGS 

The cauld blae North \vas streaming forth 
Her hghts, \vi* hissmg, eene dm, 

Athort the hfl they start and shaft, 

L&e Fortune’s mvors, tint as win’. 

A lassie all alone, etc. 

Now, looking over fnth and fanld. 

Her horn the pale-faced Cynthia rear’d, 

When lo ! in form of Mmstrel auld, 

A stem and stalwart ghaist appear’d 
A lassie aU alone, etc. 

And frae his harp ac strmns did flow. 

Might rous’d the slumbering Dead to hear; 

But oh, it was a tale of woe, 

As ever met a Bnton’s ear 1 
A lasae all alone, etc. 

He sang vA* joy his former fey, 

He, weepmg, wad’d his latter times; 

But what he said— it was nae play, 

I wmna ventur’t m my rhymes. 

A lassie all alone, etc. 


A VISION 

As I stood by yon roofless towei, 

Where the wa’flower scents the dewy air. 
Where the howlet mourns m her ii^- bower, 
And tells the midmght moon her care 

The wmds were laid, the air was still. 

The stars they shot along the sky; 

The fox was howling on the hill. 

And the distant ^omg glens reply. 
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The stream^ adown its hazdly path. 

Was rushang by the ruin’d wa’s, 

To ]om yon nver on the Strath, 

Whase distant roanng swdls and fa’s 

The cauld blae North was streaming forth 
Her hghts, wi’ hissing, eene dm. 

Athwart the hft they start and ^t. 

Like Fortune’s favors, tmt as wm 

By heedless chance I turn’d my eyes. 

And, by the moonbeam, shook to see 

A stem and stalwart ghaist anse. 

Attir’d as Mmstrels wont to be. 

Had I statue been o’ stane. 

His danng look had daunted me; 

And on his bonnet grav’d was nlam. 

The sacred posy— L ibertie f' 

And frae his harp »c strams did fow. 

Might rous’d me slmnb'nng Dead to hear, 

But oh, it was a tale of woe. 

As ever met a Baton’s ear ! 

He sang wi’ joy his former day. 

He, weepmg, wailed his latter times. 

But what he said— it was nae play, 

I wmna ventur’t m my rhymes 


MY LUVE IS LIKE A EED, RED ROSE 

My Luve is hke a red, red rose. 

That's newly spmng m Jime : 

My Luve is hke the melodie, 

That’s sweetly pla5^d in tune 
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As fair art thou, my borne lass, 

So deep in hive am I; 

And I \vm luve thee still, my Dear, 
TiU a’ the seas gang dry. 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my Dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun; 

And I ^vl]l luve thee still, my Dear, 
While the sands o’ hfe shall run. 

And fare-thee-wed, my only Luve 1 
And fare-thee-wed, a while • 

And I mil come again, my Luve, 
Tho’ ’tu'ere ten thousand mile 1 


YOUNG JAMIE 

Young jAinE, pnde of a’ the plain, 

Sae gallant and sae gay a swam. 

Thru a’ our lasses he did rove. 

And reign’d resistless King of Love. 

But now, m’ sighs and startmg tears, 
Me stra. 3 ^ amang the woods and breeis; 
Or m the glens and rocky caves, 

His sad complauung dowie raves : — 

1 wha sae late did range and rove. 

And chang’d with every moon my love, 
I httle thou^t the time was near. 
Repentance 1 dioiild buy sae dear. 

'The shghted maids my torments see. 
And laugh at a’ the pangs I dree; 

WTule she, my crud, scornful Fair, 
Forbids me e’er to see her mair ’ 
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THE FLOWERY BANKS OF CREE 

Here is the glen, and here the bower 
All underneath the birchen shade; 
The village-bell has told fte hour, 

0 what can stay my lovdy maid ? 

’Tis not Mana’s whispering call, 

Tis but the bahny-breathing gale, 
Mixt ivith some warbler’s dying fall. 
The dewy star of eve to had 

It IS Mana’s voice I hear; 

So calls the woodlark m the grove. 
His httle, l^thful mate to dieer. 

At once 'tis music — and 'tis love. 

And art thou come I and art thou true ! 

0 welcome dear to love and me 1 
And let us all our yon's renew, 

Along the flowery banks of Cree. 


MONODY 

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICE 

How cold IS that bosom whidi folly once fired, 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately 
ghsten’d. 

How silent that tongue which the echoes oft bred. 
How dull IS that ear whidi to flatt'iy so hsten’d 1 

If sorrow and angmsh Uieit exit await. 

From fnendship and dearest aSecbon remov’d. 
How douUy severer, Mana, thy fate, 

Thou diedst unwept, as thou hvedst unloi^d 
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> Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you. 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye died not a tear ; 

But come, aU ye ofEspnng of Folly so true. 

And flowers let us cull for Maria’s cold bier 

We’U search the garden for each silly flower, 

We’U roam thro’ the forest for each idle weed; 

But chiefly the nettie, so typical, shower. 

For none e’er approach’d her but rued the radi 
deed. 

We’ll sculpture the marble, we’ll measure the lay. 
Here Vamty strums on her idiot lyre. 

There keen Indi^gnation shall dart on his prey. 
Which spurmng Contempt shall redeem from his 


Here lies, now a prey to msultii^ neglect. 

What once was a butterfly, gay in life’s beam; 
Want only of wisdom demed her respect. 

Want only of goodness demed her esteem. 


PINNED TO MRS WALTER RIDDELL’S 
CARRIAGE 

If you rattle along hke your Mistress’s tongue. 

Your speed will outnvrd the dart. 

But a fly for your load, you’ll break down on the road. 
If your stun be as rotten’s her heart. 


EPITAPH FOR MR WALTER RIDDELL 

Sic a reptile was Wat, ac a miscreant slave, 

That the worms ev’n d — d him when laid m his grave; 
‘In his fledi there’s a famine,’ a starved reptile cnesi 
‘And his heart is rank poison I’ another rephes. 
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EPISTLE FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA 

From those drear solitude and frowsy cdls, 
\^Tiere Infamy TiVith sad Repentance dwells, 
Where tnmkeys make the jealous portal fast. 
And deal from iron hands the spare repast, 
■\^Tiere truant ’prentices, yet young in sin. 

Blush at the cunous stranger peeping m; 

Where strumpets, rdics of the drunken roar. 
Resolve to dnnk, nay half — ^to whore no more, 
■V^^e^e tiny thieves not destin’d yet to swmg. 
Beat hemp for others, npa: for the strmg 
From these dire scenes my ivretched hnes I date, 
To tell Mana her Esopus’ tiite 

'Alas • I fed I am no actor here 1’ 

'Tis real hangmen real scourges bear 1 
Prepare, Mana, for a homd tale 
Will turn thy very rouge to deadly pale; 

Will make thy hair, tho’ erst from gipsy poll'd. 
By barber woven, and by barber sold, 

Though twisted smooth with Harry’s mcest care 
Like hoary bnstles to erect and stare 

The hero of the mimic scene, no more 
I start m Hamlet, m Othello roar. 

Or, haughty Chieftam, 'imd the dm of arms. 

In Highland bonnet, woo Malvina's charms, 
While sans-culottes stoop up the mountam high. 
And steal from me Mana’s prymg eye 
Blest Highland boimet i once my proudest dress. 
Now prouder still, Maria’s temples press, 

I see W wave thy towering plumes afar. 

And call each coxcomb to the wordy \var : 

I see her face the first of Irdand’s sons. 

And even out-Insh his Hiberman bronze. 
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The crafty Colonel leaves the tartan’d hnes, 

' For other wars, where he a hero shines 
\ The hopeful youth, in Scottidi senate bred, 

\ Who owns a Bushby’s heart without the head, 

\ Comes 'mid a string of coxcombs, to display 
'That vmt, vtdi, vtct, is his way : 

The shrinking Bard adown the alley skulks. 

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich hulks; 
Though there, his heresies m Church and State 
Might well award him Muir and Palmer’s fate : 
Stm ^e undaunted reds and rattles on. 

And dares the pubhc like a noontide sun. 

WJiai scandal called Maria’s ]aunty stagger 
The ncket reehng of a crooked swagger ? 

Whose spleen (e’en worse than Burns’s venom, when 
He dips m gall unmix’d his eager pen. 

And pours his vengeance m the bu rning line) — 
Who christen’d thus Mana’s l3rre-<hvme 
The idiot strum of Vamty bemus’d. 

And even th’ abuse of Poesy abus’d ? — 

Who called her verse a Parish Workhouse, matlc 
For motley foundhng Fancies, stolen or strayed ? 

A Workhouse 1 ah, that sound awakes my woes, 
^d pillows on the thorn my rack'd repose 1 
Li durance vile here must I wake and weep, 

^d all my frowsy couch m sorrow steep. 

That straw where many a rogue has lain of yore 
And vermm’d gipsies htter’d heretofore. 


Why, Lonsdale, ihus thy wrath on vagrants pour ? 
Must earth no rascal save thysdf endure ? 

Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell 
And make a vast monopoly of hell ^ ^ 

gou know’st the Virtues cannot hate thee worse: 
The Vices also, must they dub their curse ? 

Or must no tmy sm to others fall. 

Because thy gmlt’s’ supreme enough for all ? 
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Mana, send me to thy gnefs and cares. 

In all of thee sure thy Esopus sJiares. 

As thou at all mankind the dag unfurls, 

\nio on my fair one Satiie's vengeance hurls ? 
Wniio calls thee pert, afiected, vain coquette 
A wt m folty, and a fool in wt ? 

Who saj'B that fool alone is not thy due. 

And quotes thy tieachencs to prove it true ? 

Our force united on thy foes we’U turn, 

And dare the war with all of woman bom 
For who can umte and speak as tliou and I ? 

My penods that decyphenng defy. 

And thy still matchless tongue that conquers all reply! 


EPITAPH ON A NOTED COXCOMB 

CAPTAIN IVM RODDICK, OF CORBISTON 

Light lay the earth on Bill5^’s breast. 
His chicken heart so tender. 

But build a castle on his head. 

His scuU will prop it under. 


ON CAPTAIN LASCELLES 

When LasceUes thought fit from this world to depait, 
Some fnends warmly thought of embalming his heart, 
A bystander whispers — ^“Pray don’t make so mucli o’t. 
The subject is poison, no reptile wiU touch it.’ 


ON WM. GRAHAM, ESQ., OF MOSSKNOTO 

‘Stop, thief!’ dame Nature called to Death, 
As Willy drew his latest breatli; 

How shall I make a fool again ^ 

My choicest modd thou hast taen. 
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ON JOHN BUSHBY, ESQ, TINWALD DOWNS 

\ Here lies John Budiby — honest man, 

\ Cheat hun, Devil— if you can I 


SONNET ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT 
RIDDELL. 

OF GLENRIDDKLL AND FRIARS’ CARSE 

No more, ye warblers of the wood 1 no more; 

Nor pour your descant grating on my soul; 

Thou young-eyed Spring I gay m thy verdant stole. 
More welcome were to me gnm Winter's wildest roar. 

How can ye chann, ye flowers, with all your dyes ? 
Ye blow won the sod that waps my friend I 
How can I to the tuneful strain attend ? 

That strain flows round the untimely tomb where 
Riddell hes 

Yes, pour, ye warblers > pour the notes of woe. 

Ana soothe the Virtues weepmg o’er his bier : 

The man of worth— and hath not left his peer 1 
Is m his ‘narrow house,’ for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring » agam with ]oy shall others greet: 

Me, memory of my loss will only meet. 


THE LOVELY LASS O’ INVERNESS 

The lovdy lass 0 ’ Inverness, 

Nae ]oy nor pleasure can 'she see; 
For, e’en to mom she cnes, 'alas i’ 
And ay the saut tear bhn s her e’e. 
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'Dnimossie moor, Drumossie day — 

A waefu’ day it was to me ! 

For (here I lost my father dear, 

My father dear, and bretliren three. 

'Tlicir winding-sheet the blmdy day, 

Tlieir graves are grown* green to see; 

And liy them lies the dearest lad 
Tliat ever blest a \wman’s e'e I 

'Now wae to tlice, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be. 

For mony a hcait thou hast made sair. 
That ne’er did wrang to thine or thee 1* 


CHARLIE, HE’S MY DARLING 

’Twas on a Monday morning, 
Right early in the year, 

Tliat Charhe came to our town. 
The 3 roung Chevalier. 

Chorus — ^An’ Charhe, he's ray darling. 
My darlmg, my darling, 
Charhe, he’s darhng. 

The young Chevalier. 

As he was walking up the street. 
The city for to view, 

0 there he spied a borne lass 
The wndow looking through. 

An’ Charhe, etc. 

Sae light’s he jumpSd up the stair. 
And tid’d at the pm, 

And wha sae ready as hersd 
To let the laddie in ? 

An’ Charhe, etc. 
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lie '•cl hi'; Jrimy on !«% httri*, 

Ail n hi*' Hinhtni d dr^' 

1 or lifawlv weH h^ fcen‘d the 
To a tioan' la' ■'-. 

An* Chrirlk rtc. 

ItV up yoa litathrrj* mo»!n{.un. 

An* down yon r-cnctni' qtcii, 

\Vc danr na j-anf; a nnlMnr;, 

For CliAth'* anti his in«‘n. 

An' n.tarht, etc 


P.ANXOCKS O' BEAK Ml.XL 

CAorwi:.— P.annocks; 0* be,-*- jn-Ml, 
Bannocks o' barley. 

Hcr<*s to the litqhlandman*# 
BannoclM o' barity I 

Wn^, in a ImtWe, will 
n^t cry ‘A'parlev’? 

Never the lads wi' titc 
Bannocks n' barley. 

Bannocks o’ l>car meat, cic. 

\Mia, in his wac daj’s. 

Were loyal to Qurho ? 

\\hA but the lads, wi' the 
Bannocks o* barley 1 

Bannocks 0’ bear meal, etc. 


the highland B.U.OU 

Hee baloo, my sweet wee Donald, 
Rctnre 0 the great Clanronald, 
Bmwhc kens our wanton Chief 
N^a gat my young Highland thief. 
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Leeze me on thy borne craigie. 

An thou hve, thou’ll steal a naigie, 
Travd the country thro’ and tiiro’, 
And bring hame a Carhsle cow. 

I 

Thro’ the Lawlands, o’er the Border, 
Weel, my babie, may thou furder 1 
Harry the louns o* the laigh Countne, 
Syne to the Highlands hame to me. 


THE HIGHLAND WIDOW'S LAMENT 

Oh, I am come to the low Countiie, 
Ochon, Ochon, Odtee 1 
Without a penny m my puree, 

To buy a mem to me. 

It was na sae in' the Highland hills, 
Ochon, Odion, Ochne i 
Nae woman m the Country wide, 

Sae happy ivas as me. 

For tlien I had a score o’ Igre, 

Ochon, Ochon, Ochne • 

Feeding on yon hill sae highj 
And giving milk to me. 

I 

> And there I had three score o’ yowes, 
Ochon, Odion, Odine I 
Skippng on yon borne knowes, 

.^d castmg woo to me. 

I -n as the happiest of a* the Clan, 

Sjur, sair may I repine. 

For Donald was the brawest man, 

And Donald he was mme. 
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Till Charlie Stewart cam at last, * 
Sae far to set us free. 

My Donald’s arm was wanted then, 
For Scotlaad and for me. 

Their waefu’ fate what need I tdl. 
Right to the wrang did yidd; 

My Donald and his country fdl. 
Upon Culloden field. 

Ochon 1 0 'Donald, oh • 

Ochon, Ochon, Ocfane i 

Nae woman m ^e warld wide, 

Sae wretched now as me. 


IT WAS A’ FOR qUR.RIGHTFU’ KING 

I 

It was a’ for our.ii^tfa’ King 
We left fair Scotland’s strand; 

It was a' for our nghtfu’ King 
We e’er saw Irish land, my dear, 

We e er saw Irish land. 


Now a’ is done that men can do. 

And a’ is done m vain; 

My Love and Native Laud fareweel, 
For I maun cross the main, my dear. 
For I maun cross, the maiTt ^ 

^ about. 
Upon the Indi shore; 

® shake, 

evermore, my dear, 
And adieu for evermore. 
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The soger frae the \mr returns, 

Tile sailor fiae the main, 

Bat I hae parted frae my Love, 

Never to meet again, my dear. 

Never to meet i^am. 

ViTien day is gane, and mght is come, 
And a* folk bound to sleep, 

I tlunk on him tliat's far awa', 

Tlie lee-lang mght and weep, m 3 ' dear. 
The lee-lang mght and weep. 


ODE FOR GENERAL WASHINGTON’S 
BIRTHDAY 

No Spartan tube, no Attic shell. 

No lyre ^ohan I awake, 

’Tis Liberty's bold note I swell. 

Thy harp, Columbia, let me take I 
e gathenng thousands, while I sing, 

A broken diam eioilting bnng. 

And dash it m a tyrant's face. 

And dare him to his very beard. 

And tdl him he no more is feared — 

No more the despot of Columbia’s race * 

A tyrant’s proudest msults brav’d, 

They ^out — a Peojde freed! They hail an Empire 
saved 

Viliere is man’s godlike form ? 

Wheie IS that brow erect and bold — 

That eye that can unmov’d behold • 

The 'wildest rage, the loudest storm 
That e’er create fugr dared to raise ? 

Avaunt 1 thou caitiff, servile, base. 

That tremblest at a despot’s nod. 

Yet, crouching imder tlie iron lod, 

Canst laud the hand that struck th’ insulting blow 1 
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irt tiiou of man’s- Imperial line ? 

Dost boast that countenance divnm ? 

yarh dmlkmg feature answers, No I 
But come, ye sons of Liberty, 

Columbia’s ofEspnng. brave as free. 

In danger’s hour sbll flaming m the van. 

Ye know, and dare maintain, the Royalty of Man ! 


Alfred > on thy starry throne, 

Surrounded by the tuneful dfoir. 

The bards that erst have struck the patriot lyre, 
And rous’d the freeborn Baton’s soul of fire, 

No more thy England own I 

Dare miured nataons form the great design, 

To make detested tyrant’s bleed ? 

Thy England execrates the glonous deed I 
Beneath her hostile banners waving, 

Every pang of honour braving, 

England in thunder calls, ‘The tint’s cause is mine 1 ' 
That hour accurst how did the fiends rejoice. 

And hell, thro’ all her confines, raise the exul ting voice. 
That hour which saw the gen»ous Enghdi name 
Linkt unth such damned dee^ of everlastmg shame ! 


Thee, Caledonia • thy wild heaths among, 

Fam’d for tte martial deed, the heaven-taugnt song. 
To thee I rinn with swimmmg eyes; 

Where is that soul of Freedom fled ? 

Immmgled with the mighty dead. 

Beneath that hallow’d turf where Wallace hes I 
Hear it not, Wallace • m thy bed of death. 

Ye babbhng wmds 1 m silence weep 
Disturb not ye the hero’s ^p. 

Nor give the coward secret breath ! 

Is this the anaent Caledoman form, 

Firm as the rock, resistless as the storm ? 
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Show me that eye whicli shot immortal hate, 

Blasting the despot’s proudest bearing, 

Show me that arm which, nerv’d with Uiundenng fate 
Crush'd Usurpation’s boldest danng I — 
Dark-quench’d as yonder sinking star, 

No more tliat glance lightens afar, 

Tliat palsied arm no more whirls on the waste of war. 


TO MISS GRAHAM OF FINTRY 

WITH A COPY OF THOMSON’S ‘SCOTTISH AIRS 

Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal lives, 
In sacred strains and tuneful numbers joined. 

Accept the gift, though humble he who gives, 
Ricli is the tnbute of the giateful mind 

So may no milled feeling in thy breast, 
Discordant, jar thy bosom-chords among; 

But Peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 

Or Love ecstatic wake his seraph song 

Or Pity’s notes, in luxury of tears. 

As modest Want the tale of woe reveals, 

While conscious Virtue all the strains endears. 
And heaven-bora Piety her sanction seals 


ON THE SEAS AlsTD FAR AWAY 

Tmte—'Ovei: the hills and far away. 

How can my poor heart be glad, 

VTien absent from my sailor lad ? 

How can I the thought forego— 

He’s on the seas to meet the foe ? 
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Let me wander, let me rove, 

Still my heart is with my love; 

Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day. 

Are with him that’s far away. 

CJiortts , — On the seas and far away, 

On stormy seas and far away; 

Nightly <h:eams and thoughts by day, 
Are ay with him that's far away. 

When m summer noon I famt. 

As weary flocks around me pant, 

Haply m this scorchmg sun. 

My sailor’s thund’rmg at his gun; 

Bullets, spare my onty ]oy 1 
Bullets, spare my daih^ boy 1 
Fate, do with me what you may. 

Spare but him that's far away. 

On the seas and far away. 

On stormy seas and far away 
Fate, do with me what you may, 

Spare but him that’s far away 

At the starless, mi<imght hour 

When Wmter rules with boundless power; 

As the storms the forests tear. 

And thunders rend the howling air. 

Listening to the doubling roar, 

Surgmg on the rocky ^ore. 

All I can — weep and pray 
For his weal that’s far away. 

On the seas smd far awayj 
On stormy seas and far away; 

All I can — I weep and pray. 

For his weal that’s far away. 

Peace, thy ohve wand extend. 

And bid wild War his ravage end, • 

Man with brother Man to meet, - 
And as a brother km^y greet; 
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Then may Heav’n wth prosperous gales. 
Fill my sailor’s welcome sails. 

To my arms their diarge convey. 

My dear lad that's far away. 

On the seas and far away, 

On stormy seas and far away; 

To my arms their chaige convey. 

My d^ lad that’s far awTiy. 


CA’ THE YO\YES TO THE KNOD^'ES 

SECOND VERSION 

Chorus — Ca’ the yowes to the knowes, 

Ca’ them "where the heather grows, 
Ca’ them where the burme rowes. 
My borne Dearie. 

Hark, the mavis’ e'ening sang, 

Sounduig Clouden’s w'oods amang; 

Then a-faulduig let us gang. 

My borne Deane. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 

We’ll gae down by Qouden side. 

Thro’ the hazels spreading wide, 

O’er the w'aves that sweetly ghde. 

To the moon sae clearly. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 

Yonder Clouden’s silent tow^, 

^^'here, at moondune’s midni^t hours. 
O’er the dewy bending flowers. 

Fames dance sae cheery. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 
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Ghaist nor bogle shall thou fear, 
Thou’rt to Loye and Heav’n sae dear 
Nocht of ill may come thee near; 

My borne Deane. 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 

Thou hast stown my very heart; 

I can die—but canna part 
My borne Deane 

Ca’ the yowes, etc. 


SHE SAYS SHE LO’ES ME BEST OF A’ 

Tune — ‘Oonagh's Watetfa31. 

Sa£ flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-axcMng 
Twa laughmg een o' lovdy blue; 

Her smiling, ^e wyhng. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe; 
What pleasture, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy hps to grow ! 

Such was my Chlons’ borne fqce. 

When first that bonie face I saw 
And ay my Chlons' dearest charm— 

She says she lo’es me best of a'. 


!/ 


Lila harmony her motion. 

Her pretty ankle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion. 

Wad make a saint forget the sky ; 
Sae warmmg, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and gracefu’ air: 
Ilk feature— auld Nature 
Declar’d that'she could do nae mair ; 
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Hers are the willing chains o' love. 

By conquenng Beauty's sovereign law; 
Ana still my CHlons’ dearest charm — 

She says she lo’es me best o’ a’. 

Let others love the clt 5 ^ 

And gaudy show, at sunny noon; 

Gie me the lonely -^ley. 

The dewy eve, and nsing moon. 

Fair beaming, and streaming, 

Her silver hght the boughs amang; 
\lTule fallmg, recalling, 

Tlie amorous thrush concludes his sang : 
Then, dearest Chlons, wilt thou roi'e. 

By wimphng bum and leafj^ sliaw, 

And hear my vows o’ truth and love, 

And say thou lo’es me best of a’. 


TO DR. MAX^^LL 

ON MISS JESSIE STAIG’s RECOVERY 

Maxwell, if here you’ merit crave, 
That ment I deny. 

You save fair Jessie from the grai'e 1 — 
An angel could not die I 


TO THE BEAUTIFUL mSS ELIZA J N 

ON HER PRINCIPLES OF LIBERTY AND EQUAUTY 

How, liberty I girl, can it be by thee nam’d ? 
Equahty too » hussey, art not adiam’d ? 
i Free and equal indeed, while mankmd thou enchainest, 
\ And over ffieir hearts a proud Despot so leignest. 
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■ ‘ON CHLORIS 

EEQXreSTING ME TO GIVE HER A SPRIG OP 
• BLOSSOMED THORN , - 

From the vrhiie-blossom’d doe my dear Qdoris 
requested 

A spng, her fair breast to adorn ; ' 

No, by Heavens > I exdaim'd, let me pendi if ever 
I plant in that bosom a thorn 1 


ON SEEING MRS KEMBLE IN YARICO 

Kemble, thou cur'st my unbehef 
Of Moses and his rod; ‘ , > ' 

At Yanco’s sweet note of gnef 
The rock with tears had flow’d. 


EPIGRAM ON A COUNTRY lAIRD 

NOT QUITE so WISE AS SOLOMON 

O Cardoness, 
fli^tefal, hfted eyes. 

Who taught that not the soul alone. 

But body too shall nse: 

Fot had He said ?The soul alone ■ 
From death I wiB dehvar,* . 

Al^ alas I 0 Cardoness, . 

Then hadst thou lam for ever. . 
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ON BEING SHOWN A BEAUTIFUL 
COUNTRY SEAT 

BELONGING TO THE SAJIE LAIRD 

We grant they’re fliine, those beauties all, 
So lovely in our eye, 

Keep them, thou eunuch, Cardoness, 

For others to enjoy 1 


ON HEARING IT ASSERTED FALSEHOOD 

IS EXPRESSED IN THE REV. DR BABIMGTON’S VERY LOOKS 

That there is a falsehood m his looks, 

I must and will deny • 

They tell their master is a knave, 

And sure they do not he. 


ON A SUICIDE 

Earth’d up, here hes an imp o’ hdl. 
Planted by Satan’s dibble, 

Poor silly 'wreldi, he’s damned himsel. 
To save the Lord the trouble. 


ON A SWEARING COXCOMB 

Here cursing, sweanng Burton lies, 

A buck, a beau, or ‘Dem my eyes * ’ 

Who m his life did httle good. 

And his last words were, ‘Dem my blood •’ 
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ON AN INNKEEPER NICKNAMED 
'THE MARQUIS’ 

Heee lies a mock Marquis, whose titles were 
shamm’d, 

If ever he nse, it will be to be damn'd. 


ON ANDREW TURNER 

In se'enteen hunder’n forty-nine. 
The d^ gat stufl to make a swme. 
An’ coost It m a comer; 

But wihly he chang’d his plan, 

An’ ^apM it somethmg hke a man. 
An’ ca’d it Andrew Turner, 


PRETTY PEG 

As I gaed up by yon gate-end, 

^Tien day was waion’ weary, 

Wha. did I meet come down me street, 
But pretty Peg, my dearie 1 

Her air sae sweet, an’ shape complete, 
Wi nae proportion wanting. 

The ^een of Love did never move 
Wr motion mair en chanting , 

Wi’ hnkfed hands, we took tiie sands, 
Adown yon winding river. 

Oh, that sweet hour and shady' bower. 
Forget It shall I never I 
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ESTEEM FOR CHLORIS 

Ah, Chlons, since it may not be. 
That thou of love \nlt hear, 

If from the lover thou maun flee, 
Yet let the be dear. 

Altho’ I love my Chlons mair 
Than ever tonrae could tell; 

My passion I will, ne'er declare- 
I’ll say, I wish tliee wdl. 

Tho’ a' my daily care thou art. 
And a' my mghtly dream. 

I’ll hide the struggle in my heart. 
And say it is esteem. 


SAW YOU MY DEAR. MY PHILLY 

Tune — ‘When he cam ben she bobbet * 

O SAW ye my Dear, my PhiUy ? 

O saw ye my Dear, my PhiUy ? 

She’s down i' £he grove, Me’s w’ a new Love, 
She ^vinna come hame to her WiUy. 

What says die my Dear, my PhiUy ? 

■ Wiat says die my Dear, my PhiUy ? 

She lets thee to wit she has thee forgot, 

And for ever disoivns thee, h^ WUly. 

0 had I ne’er seen thee, my PhiUy I 
0 had I ne’er seen thee, my PhiUy ' 

As light as the air, and fause as thou’s fair, 
Thou’s broken the heart o' thy Willy. 
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HOW LANG AND DREARY IS THE NIGHT' 
Tune — ‘Catild Kail in Aberdeen.* 

How long and dreary is the night 
When I am frae my Dearie; 

I restless lie frae e’en to mom 
Tho’ I were ne'er sae weary. . 

Chorus . — For oh, her lanely nights are lang ! 
And oh, her dreams are eene, 
And oh, her widow’d heart is sair. 
That’s absent frae her Deane 1 

When I think on Ihe hghtsome days 
I spent wi’ thee, my Deane; 

And now what seas between ns roar, 

How can I be but eene ? 

For oh, etc. 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours; 

The ]oyl^ day how dreary : 

It was na sae — ye glinted by, 

When I was wi’ my Deane 1 
For oh, etc. 


INCONSTANCY IN LOVE 

Tune — 'Duncan Gray.* 

Let not Woman e’er complain 
Of inconstancy in love; 

Let not Woman e’er complam 
Fickle Man is apt to rove : 

Look abroad thro’ Nature’s range 
Name’s mighty Law is change, 
Ladies, would it not seem strange 
Man ^ould then a monster prove ? 
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Mark tlw wnds and mark the skies, 
Ocean’s ebb, and ocean's flow. 

Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 
Wiy then ask 0 / Man 
To oppose great Nature's plan ? 
We’ll be constant while we can — 
You can be no more, j'ou know. 


THE LO\Ti:R'S morning SALUTE TO HIS 
MISTINESS 

Ttme — 'DeO tak the wus ' 

Stztf'ST thou, or nak’st thou, fairest creature ? 

Ro«;y mom now lifts his eye, 

Numbering ilka bud which Nature 
Waters wi’ the tears o’ loy. 

Now, to the streaming fountain. 

Or up the heathy mountain. 

The hart, hind, and roc, freely, wildly-w’anton stray; 
In tmning hazel boweis. 

Its lay the linnet pours, 

Tlie laverock to the sky 
Ascends, wi’ sangs o’ joy, 

Wlulc tlie sun and thou anse to bless the day. 

Phoebus gilding the brow of morning, 

Banishes ilka darksome shade. 

Nature, gladdening and adorning; 

Sucli to me my lovely maid 
MTien frae my Chlons parted. 

Sad, cheerless, broken-hearted. 

The night's gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, 0 ercast 
my sky: 
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But when she chaims my 
In pnde of Beauiy’s light — 

Wim thro* my vacy heart 
Her burning glones dart; 

*Tis then — ^*tis &ea 1 wake to life and jqyi 


THE WINTER OF LIFE . 

Bxrr latdy seen in e^dsome green. 

The woods rejoic’d the fey. 

Thro’ gentle showers, the laughing flowers 
In double pnde were gay : 

But now our joys are fled 
On winter blasts awa*; 

Yet maiden May, m nch array, 

Agam shall Imng them a*. 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe 
Shall mdt the snaws of Age, 

My trunk of eild, but buss or bidd. 

Sinks m Time’s wmtry rage. 

Oh, Age has weary days. 

And nights o’ aeroless pam : 

Thou golden time o*^ Youthfu’ prime. 
Why comes thou not agam I 


BEHOLD, MY LOVE, HOW GREEN THE GROVES 

Tune—'HLj lodging is on the cold ground.' 

B^tn, my love, how green the groves, 
^^ihe primrose banks how fair* 

The balmy gales awake the flowers. 

And wave thy flowmg hair , 



548 


POEMS AND SONGS 

The lav'rock shuns ihe palace gay. 

And o’er the cottage sings : 

For Nature smiles as sweet. I ween, 

To Shepherds as to Kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfn' strings. 

In lordly hghted ha’ : 

The Shepherd stops his simple reed, 

Blythe in the burken ^aw. 

The Princdy revel may surv^ 

Our rustic dance wi’ scorn; 

But are their hearts as hght as ours. 
Beneath the milk>white thorn ? 

The shepherd, m the floweiy glen; 

In shepherd’s phrase, will woo : 

The courtier tells a finer tale. 

But is his heart as true ? 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu’d, to deck 
That spotless breast o’ thme : 

The courtier’s gems may witness love. 

But, 'tis na love like mine. 


THE CHARMING MONTH OF MAY 

SONG, ALTEKEO FROM AN OLD ENGLISH ONE 

It was the charming month of May, 
When all the flow'rs were fresh ana gay, 
^e morning, by the break of day, 

The youthful, charmmg Qiloe — 

From peaceful slumber she arose, 

Girt on her mantle and her hose, 

And o’er the flow’ry mead she goes— 
The youtliful, channmg Chloe. 
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Chorus. — ^Lovely was she by fhe dawn, 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 
•Tnppmg o’er the pearly lawn, 
l^e youthful, charmmg Chloe. 

The feather’d people you might see 
Perch’d all around on every tree. 

In notes of sweetest mdody 
They hail the diarmmg Chloe; 

Till, paintmg gay the eastern skies. 

The glonous sun began to rise, 

Outnvall’d by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, chamung, Chloe. 

Lovely was die, etc. 


LASSIE Wr THE LINTATOITE LOCKS 

Tune — ’Eothicrmarclue's Rant’ 

C/wm.— Lasde wi’ the Imt-white locks. 
Borne lassie, arUess lassie. 

Wilt thou wi’ me tent the flocks, 
Wilt thou be my Deane, 0 ? 

Now Nature deeds the flowery lea. 

And a' is young and sweet like thw, 

O wilt thou diare its joys wi’ me, 

And say thoult be my Deane, 0 
Lassie wi' the, etc. , 

^e primrose bank, the wimpling bum, 
cuckoo on the milk-white ^om. 
The wanton lambs at early mom. 

Shall welcome thee, my Dearie! 0. 
Lassie wi’ the, etc. 
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And vtbsa Hie nrelcome summer shower 
Has cheer'd ilk droopng little flower, 
We'll to the breathing woodbme-bower. 
At sul^ noon, my Dearie, 0. 

Lassie wi' the, etc 

When Cynthia lights, wi' silver ray, 

The wcaiy shearer's hameward way. 
Thro' yellow ^vaving fields we'll stray, 
And talk o’ love, my Dearie, 0. 
Lassie w' the, etc. 

And when the howling wntiy Mast 
Disturbs my lasrie's midnight rest, 
EndaspM to my faithfu' troast, 

111 comfort my Dearie, 0. 

Lassie wi’ the, etc. 


PHILLY AND ViTLLY 

Tune — 'The SoVs tail to Geordie.* 

He. 0 PWUy, happy be that day, 

^Vhen ^o^^ng thro’ the gather’d hay. 

My youtiifu’ heart was stown away, 

And by thy chaims, my PhiUy 
She. 0 Willy, ay I bless the grove 

\^Tiere first I own’d my maiden love, 
^^^ulst thou did pledge the Powers above, 
To be my ain Mar Willy. 

Both. For a’ the joys that gowd can gie, 

I diima care a smgle flie; 

And that’s my am dear /Willy. \ 

\Philly. / 
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He. As songsters of the early 3^ar 
Are Jka day mair sweet to hear. 

So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my PhiUy. 

She. As on the bner the buddmg rose 

Still ncher breathes and fairer blows. 

So m my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 

Both. For a’ the joys, etc. 

He. The milder sun and bluer sky 

That crown my harvest cares wi’ joy. 
Were ne’er sae welcome to my eye 
As is the aght o’ PhiUy. 

She The httle swallow's wanton wing, 

Tho’ waftmg o’er the flowery Spring, 

Did ne’er to me ac tidings bring. 

As meetmg o’ my Willy. 

Both. For a’ the joys, etc. 

He. The bee that thro’ the sunny hour 
Sips nectar m the op’iung flower. 
Compar’d wi' my dwght is poor. 

Upon the hps o’ PMy. 

She. The woodbme m the dewy weet. 

When ev’ning shades m alence meet. 

Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o’ Willy. 

Both. For a’ the joys, etc. 

He. Let fortune’s wheel at random lin. 

And fools may tyne, and knaves may wm, 
My thoughts are a’ bound up m ane. 

And t£at’s my am dear Philly. 

She. What's a’ the joys that gowd can gie ? 

I dinna care a single flie; 

The lad I love’s the lad for me. 

And that’s my ain dear Willy. 

Both. For a’ the joys, etcl 
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CONTENTED WI’ LITTLE AND CANTIE WI' 

MAIR 

Contented to’ little, and cantie to’ mair. 

Whene'er I forgather w’ Sonow and Care, 

I gie them a skelp as they're creepm’ alang, 

Wi' a cog o' gude swats and an auld Scottish sang. 

Chorus — Ckintented w' httle, etc. 

I vvhyles daw the elbow o’ troublesome thought; 

But Man is a soger, and Life is a fanght; 

My mirth and gude humour are com m my pouch. 
And my Freedom 'it my Laudship nae monwih dare 
touch. 

Contented to’ httle, etc. 

A towmond o’ trouble, should that be my fa’, 

A night o’ gude fellowdup sow&ers it a’ 

When at the blythe end o’ our journey at last, 
a the ded ever thmks o’ the road he has past ? 

Contented w’ httle, etc. 

Blind chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her way; 
Be’t to me, be't frae me, e’en let the jade gae : 

Come Ease, or come Travail, come Pleasure or Pam, 
My waist word is : 'Welcome, and welcome agam 1’ 

Contented wi’ httle, etc. 


FAREWELL, THOU STRE^ 
ittfo^'Naiisie's to the greenwood gane.' 

Farewell, thou stream that wmdmg flows 
Around Ehza’s dwellmg, 

0 mem’ry 1 spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swellmg. 
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Condemn’d to dr^ a liopeless diain. 
And yet in secret languid, 

To fed a fire m every vdn. 

Nor dare disclose my angnish. 

love’s venest wretch, tmseen, tinknown, 
1 fain my griefs would cover. 

The borstu^ sigh, th’ unweeting groan. 
Betray the hapless bver. 

1 know thou doom’st me to despair. 

Nor mlt, nor canst r^eve me; 

But, 0 Elm, hear one prayer — 

For Ettty’s sake forgive me 1 

The mudc of thy voice 1 heard. 

Nor wist while it endav’d me 
I saw thme ey^, yet nothmg fear’d. 

Till fears no more had sav’d me ; 

Th’ unwary sailor thus, aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 

Tlhd circlmg horrors anks at last. 

In overwnelmmg rum. 


CANST mOV LEAVE ME "THUS, MY KATIE? 

T««e— 'Roy’s Wife,* 


C7»orr«.— Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie ? 

Katie? 

thou know'st my acfamg heart, - 

And canst thou leave me thus, for pity? 
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Is tMs thy phghted, fond regard. 

Thus cru^y to part, my ^tie ? 

Is this thy faithful swam’s reward — 

An aching, broken heart, my Katie ? 

Canst thou leave me, etc. 

Farewell ! and ne’er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katie > 
Thou ma3rst find those will love thee dear. 
But not a love hke mme, my Katie 

Canst thou leave me, etc. 


MY NANIE’S AWA* 

Tune — 'There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame ' 

Now m her CTeen mantle bl3rthe Nature arrays. 
And hstens me lambkins that bleat o’er the maes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw, 
But to me it’s delightless — my Name’s awa’ 

The snawdrap and primrose our woodlands adorn. 
And violets bathe m the weet o’ the mom; 

They pam my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw, 
They mind me o’ Name — and Narae^ awa’. 

Thou lav’rock that springs £rae the dews of the lawn 
The diepherd to warn o’ the gray-breakmg dawn, 
And thou mellow mavis that hails the mght-fa’. 
Give over for pty— my Nanie’s awa’. 

Come Autumn, sae -pensive, m ydlow and gray, 
And sooth me wi’ tidings o’ Nature’s decay 
The dark, dreary Wmter, and wild-dnving snaw 
Alane can dehght me— now Name’s awa’. 
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THE TEAR-DROP 

Wae is my heart, and the tear’s in my e’e; 

Lang, lang has Joy been a stranger to me : 
Fois^jcen and fnendless, my burden I bep. 

And the sweet voice o’ Hty ne’er sounds in my ear 

Love, thou hast pleasures, and deep hae I lov’d; 
Love, thou hast sorrows, and sair hae I prov’d; 

But this brmsM heart that now bleeds in my breast, 
1 can feel by its tlurobbmgs, will soon be at rest 

Oh, if I were— where happy I hae been — 

Down by yon stream, and yon bonie castle-green; 
For there he is wand’img and musmg on me, 

‘Wha wad soon dry the tear-drop that clings to my 
e’e. 


FOR THE SAKE O' SOMEBODY 

My heart is sair — I dare na tdQ, 

My heart is sair for Somebody; 

I could wake a wmter mght 
For the sake o’ Somebody. 

0-hon 1 for Somebody 1 
0-hey I for Somebody 1 
I could range the world around. 

For the s^e o’ Somebody. 

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love, 
O, sweetly smile on Somebody I 
Frae ilka danger keep him free. 

And send me safe my Somebody I 
0-hon ! for Somebody I 
. 0-hey I for Somebocfy j 
I wad do— what wad I not ? 

For the sake o’ Somebody. 
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A MAN’S A MAN FOR A’ THAT 

Tune — 'For a’ that ' 

Is there lor honest Poverty 
That huigs his head, an , a’ that; 

The coward slave — we pass him by. 

We dare be poor for a’ that I 

For a’ that, an^ a’ that. 

Our toils obscure an’ a* that, 

, The rank is but the gmnea's stamp. 

The Man’s the gowd for a' that. 

What though on h'amely fare we dme, ' ' 
'Wear hoddin gray, an’ a’ that; 

Gie fools their silks, and knaves then: wme, 
A Man's a Man for' a’ that : 

For a’ that, an’ a’ tiiat. 

Their tmsel ^ow, an’ a’ that. 

The honest man, tho’ e’er sae poor. 

Is kmg o’ men for a’ that. 

Ye see yon birkie ca’d' 'a lord,’ 

Wha struts, an’ stares, an’ a’ that; 

Tho’ hundreds worship at his word. 

He’s but a coof for a’ that : 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that. 

His nbband, star, an’ a’ that; 

The man o’ independent mmd 
He looks an’ laughs at a’ that. 

' A pnnce can mak a belted kmght, 

A marquis, duke, an’ a’ that. 

But an honest man’s aboon his might, 
Gude faith, he manna fa’ that ! 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that. 

Them dig^ties, an’ a’ that. 

The pth o’ sense, an’ pnde o’ worth. 

Are higher rank than a’ that. 
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Then let ns yny that come it may 
(As come it for a* that), 

That Sense and Worlh o'er a' the earth. 
Shall bear the gree, an' a’ that. 

For a' that, an’ a' that. 

It’s comm’ yet for a’ that. 

That Man to Man, the world o’er. 

Shall brothers be for a’ that. 


CRAIGIEBURN WOOD 

SECOIO) VESSION 

Sweet fa’s the eve on Craigiebum, 
And blythe awakes the morrow; 
But a’ the mde o’ Spnng’s return 
Can yida me nocht but sorrow. 


I see the flowers and spreading trees, 
I hear the wild birds singmg. 

But what a weary wight can please. 
And Care his bosom wringing I 

Fain, fain would I my gne& impart. 
Yet dare na for your anger; 

But secret love will break my heart 
If I conceal it langer. ' 


If thou refuse to pity me; 

If thou shalt love another 
When'yim green leaves fade’frae the tree 
Around my grave theyTl wither 
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THE SOLEMN LEAGUE AND COVENANT 

The Solemn League and Covenant 
Now bnn^ a smile, now brmgs a tear; 

But sacred Freedom, too, was theirs ; 

If thou’xt a slave, indulge thy sneer. 


TO JOHN SYME OF RYEDALE 

WITH A PRESENT OF A DOZEN OF PORTER 

0 HAD the malt thy strength of mind, 

Or hops the flavour of thy wit, 

Twere mink for flmt of human land, 

A g?ft that ev’n for Sjmie were fit. 

JsBusAzcsi Tavern, Domfries. 


INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET 

There’s Death in the cup, so beware I 
Nay more— there is dan^ in toudung; 
But who can avoid the fell snare, 

The man and his wine’s so bewitching 1 


APOLOGY FOR DECLINING AN INVITATION 
TO DINE 

No more of your guests, be they titled or not. 
And cookery the first m the nation; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 

Is protrf to all other temptation. 
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EPITAPH FOR MR GABRIEL RICHARDSON 

Here Brewer Gabtid’s fire’s extinct, 

And empty all his barrels : 

He’s blest— if, as he brew’d, he drink. 

In npnght, honest morals. 


EPIGRAM ON MR JAMES GRACIE 

Gracie, thou art a man of worth, 

0 be thou Dean for ever i 
May he be d— d to hell henceforth, 
^^o fauts thy weight or measure I 


INSCRIPTION AT FRIARS’ CARSE 
HERMITAGE 

TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT RIDDELL 

To Riddell, much lamented man. 
This ivied cot was dear, 

Wand’rer, dost value matc^ess worth ^ 
This ivied cot revere. 


BONIE PEG-A-RAMSAY 

Cadld is the e’enm’ blast 
O’ Boreas o’er the pool. 

An’ dawm’ it is dreary*, 

When burks are bare at Yule, 
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Caold blaws fhe e’enin* blast, 

' When bitter bites the frost, 

And, in the mirk and dreary dnft. 
The hills and glens are lost . 

Ne’er sae murky blew the nig^t. 
That drifted o’er the hill. 

But borne Peg-a-Ramsay 
Gat gnst to her mill. 


OVER SEA, OVER SHORE 

Thshe was a bonie lass, and a bonie, bonie lass. 
And she lo’ed her borne laddie dear; 

TiU War’s loud alarms tore her laddie ^e her arms, 
Wi’ mony a sigh, and a tear. 

Over sea, over shore, where the canons loudly roar. 
He sMl ivas a 'stranger to fear. 

And nocht could him quail, or his bosom assail. 
But the borne lass he lo’ed sae dear, 

* I • 


WEE WIXLIE GRAY 

( I 

Wee Willie Giay, and his leather wallet, 

Ped a willow wand to be him boots and jacket; 

The rose upon the breer will be him trews an’ doublet, 
The rose upon the breer will be him trews an’ doublet. 


Wee Wilhe Gray, and his leather wallet, 

Twice a hly-flower will be him sark and cravat; 
Feathers ot a flee wad feather up his bonnet. 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his boimet. 
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AY MY WIFE SHE DANG ME 

Chonts . — O ay my wife she dang me. 

An’ aft my wife she bang’d me. 

If ye gife a woman a’ her will, 

Gude faith 1 ^e’ll soon o'er-gang ye. 

On peace an’ rest my mind was bent. 

And, fool 1 was I I maxned; 

But never honest man’s mtent 
Sae cursedly miscarried. 

O ay my wife, etc. 

Some saiiie comfort at the last. 

When a’ thir days are done, man. 

My ‘pains o* hdl’ on earth is past, 

I’m sure 0’ bhss aboon, man. 

0 ay my wife, etc. 


GUDE ALE KEEPS THE HEART ABOON 

CJtonts . — 0 gude ale comes, and gude ale goes; 
Gude ale gars me sdl my hose. 

Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon — 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon I 

I HAD sax owsen in a pleugh, 

And they drew a’ weel eneugh : 

I sell’d mem a’ ]ust ane by ane — 

Gude ale keeps the heart aboon ! 

0 gude ale comes, etc. 

Gude ale bauds me bare and busy. 

Gars me moop wi’ the servant fay-wg 

Stand 1’ the stool when I hae dune 

Gude ale keeps the heart aboon I . 

0 gude ale comes, etc. . 
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STEER HER UP AN’ HAUD HER GAUN 

0 STEER her up, an’ hand her gaun, 

Her miiher’s at the xmll, ]o. 

An' gm she winna tak a man, 

E’en let her tak her will, ]o. 

First shore her wi’ a gentle ^s. 

And ca’ anither gill, ]o. 

An’ gm she tak the t^ng amiss. 

E’en let her flyte her fill, ]oe. 

0 steer her up, an’ he na blate, 

An gm ^e tak it ill, 10, 

Then leave &e lassie tilf her fate 
And time nae langer spill, ]o * 

Ne’er break your heart for ae rebute. 

But think upon it still, jo * 

That gin the lassie wmna do’t, 

Ye’fl find arather will, ]o. 


THE LASS O’ ECCLEFECHAN 
TiKMtf^'Jack o Latin ' 

I 

Gat ye me, 0 gat ye me, 

0 gat ye me wi’ naethmg ? 

Rock and reel, and spmnmg wheel, 
A mickle quarter basm 
Bye attour, my Gutcher has 
A heich house and a laich ane, 

A’ forbye my borne sel, 

The toss o’ Ecdefechan. 
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0 haud your tongue now, Lucky Lang, 

0 haud your tongue and jauner, 

1 held the gate till you I met. 

Syne I began to wander ; 

I tint my whistle and my sang, 

1 tint my peace and pleasure; 

But 3raur green grafi, now, Luclgr Lang, 
Wad airt me to my treasure. 


0 LET ME IN THIS AE NIGHT 

0 LASSIE, are ye deepin’ yet. 

Or are ye wauMn, I wad wit ? 

For Love has bound me hand an’ fit. 
And I would fam be m, ]o. 

Chorus — 0 let me m this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night; 

0 let me m this ae c^t. 

I’ll no come back agam, ]o I 

0 hear’st thou not the wmd an’ weet ? 
Nae star blinks thro’ tiie diivmg deet; 
Tak pity on my weary feet. 

And dudd me frae the ram, 30. 

^ 0 let me in, etc. 

The bitter blast that round me blows. 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa’s. 

The cauldness o’ thy heart’s 'the cause 
Of a’ my care and pme, 30. 

O let me m, etc. 

> . 

HER ANSWER 

0 tdl na me o’ wmd and rain, ’ 
Upbraid na me wi’ canid disdam, 

Gae back the gate ye cam asain. 

I winna let ye in, 30. 
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Cho}us . — I tdl yoa no\? ihis ae niglit. 
This ae, ae, ae m^t; 

And ance for a’ this ae nlg^t, 

1 mnna let je in, jo. 

The sneUest blast, at mirkest hours. 

That round the pathless vrand’ier pours. 
Is nocht to Tvhat poor ^e endures, 

T^t’s frosted ^thless man, }o. 

I tell you novr, etc. 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed — 

Let ^ple maid the lesson read. 

The w^cd may be her ain, jo. 

I tell you now, etc. 

The 1^ tihat charm’d his summer day. 

Is now the cruel Fowler’s pre 5 ’; 

Let witless, trusting Woman say 
How aft her fate’s the same, jo ! 

I tdl you now, etc. 


I’LL AY CA’ IN BY YON TOW 

,lir— 'I’ll gang nae mair to yon town.* 

C/;om.— I’ll ay ca* in by yon town, 

And yon garden-green again; 
I’ll ay ca' m by yon town, 

And see my bonie Jean again. 

There’s nane shall ken, there's nane can guess 
^^hat brings me back the gate again. 

But she, my fairest, faithfa’ lass. 

And stow’nlins we sail meet again, 
rn ay ca’ in, etc. 
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She’!! wander by the aiken tree. 

When tcystin’ time draws near again; 
And when her lovdy form I see, 

0 haith 1 she’s doubly dear again. 

rU ay ca* m, etc. 


WAT YE WHA’S IN YON TOWN? 

t 

Aw — ‘I’ll gang nae mair to yon town.* 

Charm— O wat ye wha’s in yon town. 

Ye see the e’enm' son upon ? 
The dearest maid’s in yon town. 
That e’enm’ sun is sbining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw, 

She wanders by yon spreadmg tree; 
How blest ye flowere that round her tdaw. 
Ye catch the glances o’ her e'e 1 

0 wat ye wha’s, etc. 

< 

How blest ye birds that round her sing, 
An^ ^l^come in the blooming year; 

And doubly wdcome be ^ Spring, 

The season to my Jeanie dear. 

0 wat ye wha's, etc. 

The sun blinks blythe m yon town, 
Among the broomy braes sae green; 

But my ddight m yon town, 

And dearest pleasure, is my Jean. 

0 wat ye wha's^ etc. ' 

Without my Fair, not a’ the charms 
O' Paradise coidd yidd me joy; 

But give me Jeanie m my amiSj 
And wdcome Lapland’s dreary slgr I 
0 wat ye wha's, etc. 
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My cave wswJ be a lover's bower, 

Tlio’ raging Winter rent the air; 

And she a lovely httle flower, 

Tliat 1 wad tent and shelter there. 

O ^vat ye wha's, etc. 

0 sweet is she in yon town. 

The sinkin' Sun's gane down upon; 

A fairer than's in yon town. 

His setting beam ne’er shone upon, 

O Wat ye wha's, etc. 

If angry Fate is sworn my foe. 

And suif'nng X am doom'd to bear; 

1 careless quit aught else bdow. 

But spare, 0 spare me Jeame dear. 

0 wat ye wha's, etc. 

For while life’s dearest blood is warm, 

Ae thought frae her shall ne’er depart. 
And ^e, as fairest is her form. 

She has the truest, kindest heart. 

0 wat ye wha’s, etc. 


BALLADS ON MR HERON’S ELECTION, 1795 
BALLAD FIRST 

Whom will you send to London to^vn, 

To Parhament and a* that ? 

Or wha in a’ the country round 
The best deserves to fa’ that ? 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Thro’ Galloway and a’ ftat. 

Where is the Laird or bdted Knight 
That best deserves to fa' that ? 
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Wha sees Kerroughtree’s open yett 
(And wha is’t never saw that ?) 

Wha ever wi’ Kerroi^htree met. 

And has a doubt *01 a’ that ? 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that 1 
The independent patriot, 

The honest man, and a' that. 

Tho’ wit and worth, m either sex. 

Saint Mary’s Isle can shaw that, 

Wi’ Dukes and Lords let Selkirk mix. 

And weel does Selkirk fa’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that 1 
The independent commoner 
Shall be the man for a’ that. 

But why should we to Nobles ]ouk. 

And is’t against the law, tiiat ? 

For why, a Lord may be a gowk, 

Wi’ nbband, star, and a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ lhat I 
A Lord may be a lousy loon, 

Wi’ nbband, star and a’ that. 

A beardless boy comes o'er the hills, 

Wi’ uncle’s purse and a’ that; 

But we’ll hae ane jErae ’mang ours^, 

A man we ken, and a’ that. 

For a’ tiiat, and a’ that, - 
Here’s Heron yet for a* that ! 

For we're not to be bought and sold. 

Like naigs, and nowte, and a’ that 

Then let us drink— The Stewartry, 
Kerroughtree’s land, and a’ that. 

Our representative to' be. 

For weel he’s worthy a’ that. 
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For a’ tliat, and a' that, 

Here's Heron yet for a' that > 

A House of Commons such as he. 
They wad be blest that saw that. 


BALLAD SECOND— ELECTION DAY 

Tune — 'Fy, let us a' to the BndaL' 

Fy, let us a’ to Kirkcudbright, 

For there will be bickerm" there; 

For Murray's light horse are to muster, 
And 0 how the heroes wU swear » 

And there will be Murray, Commander, 
And Gordon, the battle to wm. 

Like brothers they'll stand by eadi other, 
Sae kmt m alliance and km. 

And there ^vlll be black-nebbit Johnie, 

The tongue o’ the trump to them a'; 

An he get na Hell for his haddm’, 

, The Deil gets nae justice ava; 

And tibere be Kempleton's birkie, 

A boy no sae bliu:k at the bane; 

But as to his fine Nabob fortune. 

We’ll e’en let the subject alane. 

And there will be Wigton’s new Sheriff; 

Dame Justice fu' brawly has wed. 

She’s gotten the heart of a Bushby, 

But, Lord I what’s become o’ the head ? 
And there will be Cardoness, Esqmie, 

Sae mighty in Cardoness’ eyes; 

A wight that will weather dmnnation. 

The Devil the prey will despise. 
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And there will be Douglasses doughty. 

New dmstemng towns and near; 
Abjuring their demoa:at doings, 

By kissm’ the ‘o’ a Peer : 

And there will be folk frae Samf Mary s, 

' A Iwuse o' great merit and note. 

The dal ane but htmors than highly— 

The deil ane will gxe them his vote 1 

And there will be Kenmure sae gen’rous. 
Whose honor is proof to the storm. 

To save them from stark reprobation, 

He lent them his name m the Firm. 

And there will be lads o' the gospel, 
Mmrheod, wha’s as gwde as he's irue ; 
And there be Bmttle’s Apos&e, 

Wha’s T n «ir o’ the black than the blue. 

And there will be Logan M'DmaU, 
ScidduMry an’ he will be there. 

And also the Wild Scot 0 ' Galloway, 
Sogenng, gunpowder Bkar. 

But we wmna mention Redcastle, 

The body, e’en let him escape I 
He’d venture the gallows for siller, 

An’ ’twere na t& cost o' the rape. 

But .where is the Doggerbank hero 
That made ’Hogan Mogan’ to skulk ? 
Poor Ketih’s gane to h— U to be fud. 

The auld rotten wreck of a hulk. 

And where is our Kmg’s Lord Lieutenant, 
Sae fam’d for his graiefid return ? 

The birlde is gettin’ his questions 
To say in Saint Stephen’s the morn. 

I I 

But mark ye ! thau’s trusty Kerroughtree, 
Whose honor was ever his law; ‘ 

If the Virtues were pair’d m a parcel, 

Hs worih might be sample for a’. 
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And Strang an’ respectfu's liis backing, 

The maist o' the lairds hi' him stand ; 

Nae gipsy like nominal barons, 

Wha's property's paper — ^not land. 

And there, frae the Niddisdale borders. 

The Maxwells will gather in droves, 

Teugh Jochte, staunch Geordte, an' WcUi&ood, 
That gnens for die fishes and loaves. 

And there Hnll be Heron, the Major, 

Wlia'U ne’er be forgot in the (^cys; 

Our flatt’ry we’ll Imep for some other. 

Him, only it’s justice to praise. 

And there AVill be maiden Kilkman, 

And also Barsktmmit^s gude Knight, 

And tliere will be.roarm' Btitwlnsile, 

Yet luckily roars i’ the nght 
And there’ll be Stamp Office Johnie 
(Tak tent how ye purchase a dram !) 

And there iviU be gay Cassencarry, 

And there’ll be gleg Colond Tam. 

And there'll be wealthy young R%cha7d, 
Dame Fortune ^ould lung by the neck. 
For prodigal, thriftless bestowing — 

His ment had won him respect. 

And there will be nch brother Nabobs 
(Tho’ Nabobs, yet men not the worst). 

And there will be Colheston's whiskers. 

And QuviUin—^ lad o’ the first. 

I 

Then h^ ! the diosfe Interest o’ Broughton, 
And hey I for the blessin’s ’twill bnng. 

It may send Beimaglne to the Commons, 

In Sodom ’twould make him a long; 

And hey I for the sanctified Murray, 

Our land wha wi’ chapels has stor’d; 

He foundered his horse among harlots. 

But gied the auld naig to the Lord. 
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BALLAD THIRD : 

JOHN BUSHBY’S lamentation 
Tune — 'Babes in the Wood ’ 

t 

*Twas in the seventeen hnnder year 
O' grace, and ninely-five. 

That year I was the wae’est man 
Of ony man alive 

In March the three-an -twentieth mom. 
The sun raise dear an’ bright; 

But oh I I was a waefu' man. 

Ere to-fa‘ o’ the mght. 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land, 
Wi' equal nght and fame, . 

And thereto was his kmsmra join’d. 

The Murray’s noble name. 

Yerl Galloway’s man o’ men was I, 

And chief o' Broughton’s host; 

So twa blmd beggars, on a string, 

The faithfu’ tyke will trust. 

But now Yerl Galloway’s sceptre’s broke. 
And Broughton’s wi* the ^m. 

And I my anaent craft may try, 

Sm’ honesly is gane. 

’Twas by the banks o’ bonie Dee, 

Beside Kirkcudbright’s towers. 

The Stewart and the Murray there. 

Did muster a’ their powers. 
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Then Murray on ihe auld gray yaud, 
Wi’ mngM spurs did nde, 

That auld grey yaud a' Nidsdale rade. 
He staw upon Nidside. 

An’ there had na been the Yerl hiinsel, 
0 there had been nae play; 

But Garlies was to London gane, 

And say the kye mi^t stray. 

And there was Balmaghie, I we^. 

In front rank he wad shine. 

But Balmaghie had better been 
Dnnkm' Madeira wine. 

And frae Gle^ens cam to our aid 
A chief o’ doughty deed; 

In case that worth would wanted be, 

O’ Kenmure we had need. 

And by our banners march’d Muirhead, 
And Buittle was na slack, 

Whase haly priesthood nane could stain. 
For wha could dye the black ? 

And there was grave squire Cardoness, 
Look’d on tm a’ was done, 

Sae m the tower o’ Cardoness 
A howlet sits at noon. 

And there led I the Bushby clan, ' 

My gamesome bilhe, Wiu, 

And my son Maidand, wise as brave, 

My footsteps follow’d still. 

The Douglas and the Heron’s name 
We set nought to their score, 

The Douglas and tiie Heron’s name, 

Had fdt our weight before. 
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* 

But Douglasses o’ wdght had we, 

The pair o’ lusty lairds, 

For building cot-houses sae fam’d, 

, And chnstenin’ kail-yards. 

And then Redcastle drew his sword, 
That ne’er was stam’d wi’ gore. 
Save on a wand’ier, lame and bhnd. 
To dnve him frae his door. 

And last cam creej^’ Collieston, 

Was mair in fear than wraith; 

Ae knave was constant in his nund — 
To keep that knave frae scaith. 


INSCRIPTION FOR AN ALTAR OF 
INDEPENDENCE 

I 

> • 

AT KEKROXJGHTHEE, THE SEAT OF MR HERON 

Thou of an independent mind, 

With soul resolved, with soul reagn’d; 
Prepar’d Power’s proudest jErown to brave, 
who wilt not be, nor heve a ^vej 
Virtue alone who dost revere. 

Thy own reproach alone, dost fear-— 
Approach tfos dmne, and worship here. 


THE CARDIN’ O’T, THE SPINNIN’ O'T 

I # ^ ^ 

I COFT a.stane o* hadock woo. 

To mak a wab to Johme o’t; 

For Johme is my only lo, 

I lo e h im best of ome yst. 
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Chorus . — The cardin' o't, the spinmn’ o’t. 

The warpin’ o’t, the winnin’ o’t; 
When ilka ell cost me a groat, 

The 'tailor staw the lymn' o’t. 

For tho’ his locks be tyart gray. 

And tho’ his brow be b^ aboon; 
Yet I hae seen him on a day 
The pnde of a’ the pan^en. 

The cardm*^ o’t, etc. 


THE COOPER O' CUDDY 

Tune — 'Bab at the botrster.' 

Chorus. — We’fl hide the Cooper bdunt the door, 
Bdimt the door, behmt the door, 

We’ll hide the Cooper behmt the door. 
And cover him under a mawn, 0. 

The Cooper o’ Cuddy came here awa'. 

He ca’d the girrs out o’er us a’; 

An’ our gudewife has gotten a ca’, 

That’s anger’d the ^y gudeman, O. 

We'll hide the Cooper, etc. 

He sought them out, he sought them in, 

Wi’ deil hae her I * an’ deil hae him I 
But the body he was sae doited and bhn’. 

He wist na where he was gaun, 0. 

We’H hide the Cooper, etc. 

They cooper’d at e’en, they cooper’d at mom. 
Till our gudeman has gotten the scorn. 

On ilka brow she’s planted a horn, 

And swears that there they sail stan’, 0. 
We’ll hide the Cooper, etc. 
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THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME 

When Januar* wind \\'as blawin’ cauld. 

As to the north I took my way, 

The nurksome night did me enfauld, 

I knew na whaie to lodge till day : 

By my gude luck a maid I met. 

Just in ihe middle o' my care, 

And landly she did me invite 
To walk mto a chamber fair. 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And thank’d her for her courtesie; 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

An’ bade her make a bed to me; 

She made the bed baith large and wide, 

Wi’ twa white hands she ^read it doun; 

She put the cup to her rosy ups. 

And drank — ^^Young man, now sleep ye soun’ 

Chorus . — ^The borne lass made the bed to me. 
The braw lass made the bed to me. 
I’ll ne’er forget, till the day I die. 

The lass that made the bed to me. 

I 

She snatch’d the candle m her hand. 

And frae my chamber went wi’ speed; 

But 1 call’d her qmckly back £^ain. 

To lay some mair bdow my head : 

A cod me laid below my hmd, 

• And served me with due respect. 

And, to salute her wi’ a kiss, 

I put my arms about her nec^. 

'Hand afE your hands, young man 1* said, 
‘And dmna sae unci^ be; 

. Gif ye hae ony luve for me, 

O wrang na my vifginitie.’ 
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Her Ijtur was like llie links o' sowd, 
llci teeth wctc like the ivoiie, 

Her chocks like lilies dipt in s\ine. 

Tile lass that made the bed to me : 

Her l)osnm was the driven snaw, 

Twa dnftcd heaps sac fair to see; 

Her limbi the polish’d marble stane, 
llic lass that made the bed to me. 

I kiss'd her o'er and o er aeam, 

And ay she wist na what'to say ; 

I laid her ’tween me and the wa': 

The lassie thocht na lang till day. 

Upon the morrow, when W'c mice, 

I thank'd her for her courtcsic; 

But ay she blush'd and ay she sigh’d. 

And said, 'Alas, ye've niined me ' 

I clasp’d her waist, and kiss’d her .svnc, 
While the tear stood twinkling in her e'e; 

I said, *My lassie, dinna cry. 

For ye ay shall make the bed to me ' 

She took her miiher's hoUand sheets. 

An' made them a' m sarks to me; 

Blythe and merry may she be, 

The lass that made the bed to me. 

The borne lass made the bed to me, 

Tlie braw lass made the bed to me. 

I’ll ne’er forget till the day I die, 

The lass tliat made the bed to me. 


HAD I THE WYTE? 

Had I the wyte, had I the vyte. 
Had I the wyte ? slie bade me. 
She watch'd me by tlie hie-gate side. 
And up the loan she shaw’d me. 
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And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ca’d me : 

Had Kirk an’ State been xn the gate, 
I'd lighted when she bade me. 

Sae craftilie she took me ben. 

And bade me mak nae clatter; 

*For our ramgunshoch, glum gudeman, 
Is o’er ayont the water.’ 

Whae’er shall say I wanted grace 
When I did kiss and dawte her. 

Let him be planted m my place. 

Syne say 1 was the fautor. 

Could I for shame, could I for ^ame. 
Could I for shame refus’d her ? 

And wadna manhood been to blame. 
Had I unkmdly used her ? 

He claw’d her wi’ the ripphn’-kame. 
And blae and bluidy bruis’d her;' 

When SIC a husband was frae hame. 
What wife but wad reus’d her I 

I dighted aye her e’en sae blue, < 

An’ bamrd the crud randy, 

And wed I wat, her wilhn* mon’ 

Was sweet as sugar-candie. 

At gloamin’'Shot, it was, I wot, 

I hghted — on the Monday; 

But I cam thro’ the Tyseday’s dew, 
To wanton Wilhe’s brandy. 


does haughty GAUL INVASION THEEAT? 

Time — 'Pash about the Jornin.’ 

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the louns beware. Sir; 

There's Wooden Walls upon our seas 
And Volunteers on diore. Sir : 
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The Nith shall run to CotstiKon, 

And Crtffd »nk in Sobtay, 

Ere we pemut a Foreign Foe 
On Bntish ground to rally ! 

We’ll ne’er peimit a Foieign Foe 
On Bntish ground to raJly 1 

0 let us not, like snarling curs. 

In ivranghng be divided, 

Till, slap I come in an mco lorn, 

And wi’ a rung decide it • 

Be Bnlain still to Bntain true. 

Amang ourselves united. 

For never but by Bntish hands 
Maun British wrongs be nghted 1 
No I never but hy Bnttsh hands 
Shall British wrongs be nghted I 

The Kettle o’ die Kurk and State, 

Ferha^ a clout may fail m't. 

But deil a foreign tinker loun 
Shall ever ca’ a nail m't 
Our Father’s Blude the Kettle bought, 
And wha wad dare to spoil it. 

By Heav’ns * the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it ! 

By Heav’ns • the sacnle^ous dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it ! 

The wretch that would a tyrant own. 

And the wreteh, his true-born brother. 
Who would set the Mob aboon the Throne 
May they be damn’d together * 

Who will not sing ‘God save the King’ 
Shall hang as hi^'s the steeple. 

But while we smg ‘God save the King,’ 
We’ll ne’er forget The People • 

But while we sing ‘God save the King,’ 
We’ll ne’er forget The People I 
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ADDRESS TO THE WOODLARK 

Tune — ^*140611 Exrocii Side.' 

O STAY, sweet warbling woodlark, stay. 
Nor qmt for me the trmbhng spray, 

A hapless lover courts thy lay. 

Thy soothing, fond complaining. 
Agam, agam that tender part. 

That I may catch thy mdtmg art; 

For surdy that wad touch her heart 
Wha falls me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was thy httle mate unkind. 

And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow ]om’d. 
Sic notes o’ woe could wauken I 
Thou tells o’ neyer-endmg care, 

O’ speechless grief, and dark despair : 
For pity’s sake, sweet bird, nae mairl 
Or my poor heart is broken. 


ON CHLORIS BEmG ILL 

Tune — 'Ay wauken, O.’ 

CJtorits. — Long, long riie night. 

Heavy comes the morrow, 
While my soul’s ddi^t 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care, 

Can I cease to languid; 

While my darhng Fair 
Is on the couch of angirisTi 7 
Long, long, etc. 
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Ev’ry hope is fled, 

Ev'ry fear is terror; 
Slumber eVn I dread, 

Ev’zy dream is horror. 
Long, long, etc. 

Hear me, Powers Divme 1 
Oh, m pity, hear me t 
Take aught ^e of mine. 

But my Chlons spare me I 
Long, tong, etc. 


HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS 

ALTERED FROM AN OLD ENGUSH SONG 
Tune — 'Jolin Andersosi, my jo.' 

How cruel are the parents 
Who riches only prize. 

And to the wealthy booby 
Poor Woman sacrifice ! 
Meanwhile, the hapless Daughter 
Has but a dioice of stnfe. 

To shun a tyrant Father’s hate — 
Become a wretched Wife. 

The ravening hawk pursuing. 

The trembhng dove thus flies, 

To shun impelhng ruin. 

Awhile her pmions tries. 

Till, of escape despainng. 

No shelter or retreat, • 

She trusts the ruthless Falconer, 
And drops beneath his feet. 
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YONDER POMP OF COSILY FASHION 

Tune — 'Dell tak the wars ' 


Mask yonder pomp of cosily fa^on 
Rormd the Vi;ealthy, titled bnde * 

But when compar’d witii real passion. 

Poor IS all that pnncely pnde. 

Mark yonder, etc. 

What are the diowy treasures. 

What are the noisy pleasures. 

The gay, gaudy g^e of vamty and art ? 

The po&h*d jewel’s blaze 

May draw the wond’nng gaze; > 

And courtly grandeur brij^t 
The fancy may dehght, 

‘ But never, never can come near Ihe •heart, . 

-But did you see my dearest Chlons. 

In simphaty’s array. 

Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is, 
Shnnking from the gaze of day. 

But did you see, etc. 

• „ » " 

• 0 then, the heart alarming. 

And all resistless charming, 

In Love’s delightful fetters die diains the wilhna 
soul! 

Ambition would disown , 

The world's impenal crown, 

, Ev’n Avance would deny. 

His worshipp'd deity, 

And feel thnr every vem Love’s raptures roll. 
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’TWAS NA HER BONIE BLUE E’E 

Ttim — 'Laddie, Lc near me ' 

’Tw'AS na her borne blue e’e was my ruin, 

Fair tho’ she be, that was ne’er my undom’; 

'Twas the dear smile when nae body did mind us, 
’Twas the beivitchlng, sweet, stoun glance o’ kindness, 
’Twas the bewitchmg, sweet, stoun glance o’ kindness 

Sair do I fear that to hope is demed me, 

Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me, 

But tho’ fell fortune should fate us to sever. 

Queen shall slie be in my bosom for ever : 

Queen shall she be m my bosom for ever. 

Cliloris, I’m thme wi’ a passion smcerest, 

And thou hast ph^ted me love o’ the dearest 1 
And thou’rt the angel that never can alter. 

Sooner the sun m his motion would fdter : 

Sooner the sun m his motion would falter. 

THEIR GROVES O’ SWEET MYRTLE 

Tvme — 'Humoozs of Glen.' 

Their groves o' sweet myrtie let Foreim Lands reckon, 
Where bnght beaming summers exalt the perfume. 
Far dearer to me yon lone den o’ green breckan, 

Wi’ the bum steahng und^ the lang, 3 rellow broom 
Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers. 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk, lowly, unseen 
For there, lightly tapping, among the wild flowers, 
A-hst’ning the Imnet, aft wanders my Jean 

Tho’ rich is the breeze m their gay, sunny vallq^. 
And cauld Caledoma’s blast on the wave; 
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Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 
palace, 

What are they ? — the haunt of the Tyrant and Slave. 
The Slave’s spcy forests, and gold-bubbhng fountains. 
The brave Caledoman views with disdain; 

He wanders as free as the wmds of his mountains. 
Save Love’s wilhng fetters — ^the chains o’ his Jean, 


FORLORN, MY LOVE, NO COMFORT NEAR 

‘Let me in this ae mght ' 

Forlorn, my Love, no comfort near. 

Far, far from thee, 1 wander here 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe. 

At which I most repme. Love. 

Chorus . — O wert thou. Love, but near me ’ 

But near, near, near me ' 

How km^y thou wouldst cheer me, 
And mingle sighs wth mme, .Love. 

Around me scowls the wmtiy sky. 

Blasting each bud of hope and joy; 

And shelter, ^ade, nor home have I; 

Save m these arms of thme. Love. 

O wert thou, etc. 

Cold, alter’d Friendship’s cruel part. 

To poison Fortune’s rutUess dart — 

Let me not break thy faithful heart 
And say that fate is mme. Love, 

O wert thou, etc, ' 

But, dreary tho’ the moments -fleet, 

O let me thmk we yet diall meet; 

That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloiis shme. Love I 
0 wert thou, etc. 
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WHY, WHY TELL THE LOVER 

Tune — 'Caledonian Hunt's ddight.' 

Why, why tell the lover 
Bhss he never must en]oy ? 

Why, why undeceive him. 

And give all his hopes the he ? 

0 why, while fancy, raptur’d, slumbers, 
'Cmons, Chlons,' all the theme, 

Wliy, why wouldst thou, cruel, 

Wahe uiy lover from his dream. 


THE BRAW WOOER 

^ Tune — 'The Lothian Lassie ' 

Last May a braw wooer cam doun the lang glen, 
And sair wi’ his love he did deave me, 

I said there was naethmg 1 hated like men — 

The deuce gae wi’m, to beheve me, beheve me. 
The deuce gae wi’m to bdieve me. 

He spake o’ the darts m my bonie black een. 

And vow’d for my love he was diem’, 

I said he might die when he hket — ^for Jean — 

Tlie Lord forgie me for hem’, for liein*. 

The Loid foigie me for hem’ I 

A wed-stocket maden, himsel for the laird. 

And mamage afi-hand, were his profiers; 

I never loot on that I kenn’d it, or car’d, 

But thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers, 
But bought 1 might hae waur offers. 
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But what wad ye think > — m-a fortnight or less — 
The deil tak his taste to gae near her 1 
He up the Gate-slack to my black cousin, Bess — 
Guess ye how, Ihe jad 1 I could bear her, could 
bear her, 

Guess ye how, the jad 1 I could bear her. 

But a’ the neist wedr, as I petted wi’ care, 

I gaed to the tr3«t 0’ Dalgamock, 

And wha but my fine fickle wooer was there, 

I glowr’d as seen a warlock, a warlock, 

1 glowi^d as I’d seen a warlock. 

But owre my left shouther I gae him a blink. 

Lest neibours might say I was saucy. 

My wooer he capered as he’d been m drink. 

And vow’d I was his dear lassie, dear lassie. 

And vow’d I was his dear lassie. 

I spier’d for my cou^ fu* couthy and sweet. 

Gin she had recover’d her heann'. 

And how her new ^oon fi^t her auld shachl’t feet. 
But heavens ! how he fell a swearin’, a swearm’. 
But heavens 1 how he fell a swearm’. 

He begged, for gudesake, I wad be his wife. 

Or ^e I wad kill him wi’ sorrow; 

So e’en to preserve the poor body in life, 

I thmk 1 maun wed him to-morrow, to-morrow; 

I thmk I maun wed him to-morrow. 


THIS IS NO my' AIN LASSIE 

Tiihe — ^"rhis IS no my house.’ 

Chorus . — This is no my am lassie, 
Fair tho’ ttie lassie be; 
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1 SEE a fbnn, I see a face. 

Ye weel may wi’ the fairest place; 

It wants, to me, the witching grace. 

The kind love that's in her e’e 

This IS no my am, etc. 

• t 

She's borne, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lang has had my heart in tlirall. 
And ay it channs my very saul, 

The kmd love that's in her e’e 

This IS no my am,_ etc. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 

To steal a mink, by a' unseen. 

But gleg as h^t m:e lover’s een. 

When kmd love is in the e’e 

This IS no my am,, etc; 

It may escape ‘the courtly sparks. 

It may escape the learned clerks. 

But weel the watching lover marks 
The kmd love that's m her e'e ' 

This IS no my am, etc. 


0 BONIE WAS YON ROSY BRIER 

0 BONIE was yon rosy bner, 

That blooms sae far frae haunt o’ man; 
And borne she, and ah, how dear t 
It ^aded frae the e’enin’ sun. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew. 

How pure, amang the leaves sae green; 
But purer was the lover’s vow 
They witness’d m tlieir shade yestreen. 
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All in Its rude and prickly bower. 

That crimson rose, how sweet and fair. 
But love is far a sweeter flower. 

Amid life’s thorny path 0 ’ care. 

The palhless wild, and wimplmg bum, 
Wi’ Chloris in my arms, be mine; 

And I the warld, nor wish, nor scorn, 

Its ]oys and gnefe alike resign. 


NOW SPRING HAS CLAD THE GROVE IN 
GREEN 

INSCRIBED TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM 

Now Spring has dad the grove m green. 
And strew’d the lea wi’ flowers; • 

The furrow’d, waving com is seen 
Rejoice m fostermg lowers. , 

While ilka thing m nature ]om 
Then: sorrows to forego, 

0 why thus all alone are mine 
The weary steps o’ woe I 

The trout in yonder wimplin’ bum 
That ghdes^ silver dart, 

And, safe beneath the shady thorn 
Defies the angler’s art; 

My life was ance that careless stream. 
That wanton trout was I, 

But Love, wi’ unrdenting beam. 

Has scorch’d my fountams diy. 

That little floweret’s peaceful lot. 

In yonder difi that grows. 

Which, save the linnet^ flight, I wot, 

Nae mder viat knows. 
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Was mine, till Love has oV me past. 

And blighted a’ my bloom; 

And now, beneath the withering blast. 

My youth and joy consume. 

i 

The waken’d lav’rock warbling springs. 

And chmbs the early sky. 

Winnowing blythe his dewy wings 
In mormng^ rosy eye; 

As little reeled I sorrow’s power, 

Until &e flowery snare 

O* witching Love, in luckless hour, 

Made me the thrall o’ care. 

0 had my fate been Greenland snows, 

Or Ame’s burning zone, . 

Wi’ man and nature leagu'd my foes, 

So PegOT ne’er Fd known 1 

The vretw whose doom is ‘hope nae mair,' 
What tongue his woes can tell; 

Within whase bosom, save Despair, 

Nae kmder spirits dwelL 


0 THAT'S T^ LASSIE O’ MY HEART 

Tune — ‘Moiag.’ 

O WAT ye wha that lo’es me. 

And has my heart a-keeping ? 

0 sweet is she that lo'es me. 

As dews o’ summer weeping. 

In tears the rosebuds steepmg ! 

Chorus , — ^0 that’s the lasae o’ my heart. 
My lassie, ever dearer; 

0 she's the queen o’ womankind. 
And ne’er a ane to peer her. 
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If thou shalt meet a lasae, 
la grace and beauty charming,' 

That e’en thy chosen lassie, 
Erewhile thy breast sae warming, 
Had ne'er sic power alarming; 

0 that’s the lassie, etc. 

If thou hadst h^trd her talking 
(And thy attention's plighted). 

That ilka body taUong, - 
But her, by thee is slighted,. 

And thou art ail-ddighted; 

O that’s the l^sie, etc. 

If thou hast met this Fair One, 
When frae her thou hast parted. 

If every other Fair One 
But her, thou hast deserted. 

And thou art broken-hearted; 

0 that’s the lassie o’, my heart. 

My lassie, ever dearer; 

0 that’s the queen o’ 'womanhood, 
And ne’er a ane to peer her. 


INSCRIPTION 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPY OF THE LAST 
EDITION OF MY POEMS, PRESENTED- TO THE LADY 
WHOM, IN SO MANY FICTITIODS REVERIES OF 
PASSION, BUT WITH THE MOST ARDENT SENTI- 
MENTS OF REAL FRIENDSHIP, I HAVE SO OFTEN 
SUNG UNDER THE NAAQE OF 'CHLORIS' 

V 

’Tis Friendship’s pledge, my young, fair Friend, 
Nor thou the ^ft refuse. 

Nor with unwiUmg ear attrad 
The morahsmg Muse. 
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Since thou, in all thy youth and charms. 
Must hid the world adieu 

(A world ’gainst Peace in constant arms) 
To ]om the friendly few. > 

Since, thy gay mom of life o'ercast, 

Chdl came the tempest’s lour 

(And ne’er Msfortune’s eastern hkst 
Did mp a fairer flower). 

Smce hfe’s gay scenes must charm no more. 
Still much IS left behind. 

Still nobler wealth hast thou m store — 
The comfort of the mmi I 

Thme is the sdf-approvmg glow 
Of conscious Honor’s part. 

And (dearest gift of Heaven bdow) 

Thine Fnend^p’s tmest heart. 

The joys refin’d of sense and taste. 

With every Muse to rove : 

And doubly were the Poet blest. 

These 303^5 could he improve. 

R. B. 


LEEZIE LINDSAY 

Will ye go to the ffidands, Lee^e Lmdsay, 
Will ye go to the Hidands wi’ me 
Will ye go to the Hielands, Leezie Lindsay, 
My pnde and my darling to be ? 


THE WREN’S NEST 

Tehe Rohm to the Wren’s nest 
Cam keekm’ m, cam keekm* m; 
O weel’s me on your auld pow. 
Wad ye be in, wad ye be in ? 
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Thou’s ne’er get leave to lie without. 
And I within, and I within, 

Sae lang’s I hae an auld dout 
To rowe ye in, to rowe ye m. 


COMIN’ THRO’ THE RYE 

Chmis , — 0 Jenny’s a’ weet, poor body, 
Jenny's seldom diy. 

She draigl’t a’ her petticoatie. 
Conun’ thro’ the rye. 

CoMiN* thro’ the rye, poor body. 
Conun’ thro’ the rye. 

She draigl’t a’ her petticoatie. 
Comm’ thro’ the rye 

Gm a body meet a body 
Comm’ thro’ the rye, 

Gm a body kiss a body. 

Need a body cry ? 

Gm a body meet a body 
Comm’ thro’ the glen, 

Gm a body kiss a body. 

Need the warld ken ? 

Chorus . — 0 Jenny’s a’ weet, poor body, 
Jennys seldom diy, 

She draigl’t a’ her petticoatie. 
Comm' thro’ the rye. 


NEWS, LASSES, NEWS 

There’s news, lasses, news, 
Gude news, I’ve to tdl < 
There’s a boatfu’ o’ lads 
Come to our town to selL 
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Chorus . — The wean wants a cradle. 

And the cradle wants a cod : 
rn no gang to my bed, 

Until I get a nod. 

Father, quo* she, Mither, quo’ she. 
Do what you can. 

I’ll no gang to my bed. 

Until 1 get a man. 

The wean, etc. 

I hae as gnde a craft rig 
As made o’ ynd and stane; 

And waly fa’ &e Iw-crap, 

For I maun till’d again. 

The wean, etc. 


CROWDIE EVER MAIR 

0 THAT I had ne’er been married, 

1 wad never had nae care. 

Now I’ve gotten wife an’ weans. 

An’ they cry ‘Crowdie’ ever mair. 

Chorus . — ^Ance crowdie, twice crowdie. 

Three times crowdie in a day; 
Gm ye ‘crowdie* ony mair. 

Ye’ll crowdie a’ my meal away. 

Waefu’ Want and Hunger fley me, 
Glowrin’ by the hallan en'; 

Sair I fecht them at the door. 

But ay I’m eene they come ben. 

Ance crowdie, etc 
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MALLY’S MEEK. MALLY’S' SWEET 

» r ' T 

Charm. — Mally's meek, Mally’s sweet, 
Mally’s modest and discreet; 
Many’s rare, Mally’s fair, 
Mally’s every way complete. 


As 1 was walking up the street, 

A barefit maid I chanc'd to meet; 
But 0 the road was very hard 
For that fair maiden’s tender feet., 
MaUy’s meek. etc. 


It were mair meet thkt those fine feet 
Were weel laced up in dlken ^oon; 

An’ ’twere more fit that she should at 
Withm yon chanot gilt aboon. 

MaUy’s meek, etc. 

Her ydlow hair, be 3 mnd compare. 

Comes trinklin’ dmvn her swan-like neck. 
And her two eyes, hke stars in sides, 

Would kero a sinking d^p fiae wreck. 
Mally’s me<£, etc. 


JOCKEY’S TAEN THE PARTING KISS 

"Bome lass tak a mam’ 

Jockey’s taen the parting kiss. 

O’er the mountain he is gone. 

And with him is a’ my bliss, 

Nought but griefs with me remain. 
Spare my Love, ye winds that blaw. 
Flashy sleets and beating rain 1 
Spare my Love, thou feathery snaw, 
Dnfting o’er the frozen plain 1 
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When the ^ades of erening creep 
O’er tile day’s fair, gladsome ^e, 
Sound and salely may he sleep, 
Svreefl}- blyihe Ms'nraohemng be. 
He yiU thinic on h^ he loves. 
Fondly he’ll repeat her name; 

For where’er he distant roves. 
Jockey’s heart is still the same. 


VERSES TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL 

Freejtd of the Poet, fried and leal, 

Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal; 
Alake, alake, tiie meilde deil 
Wi’ a’ his witches 
Are at it, skdpm’, jig and red. 

In my poor poudies 1 

I modestly fa* fain wad hint it. 

That Onc^ound-ofta, I sairly want it; 

If wi’ the hizzie down 3 *e smt it. 

It would be kind; 

And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted, 
I’d bearit in mmd. 

- . So may the Auld year gang out moanin’ 
To see the New come laden, groanin’, 

Wi’ double plenty o’er the loanin’, 

To thee and thine ; 

Domestic peace and comforts crownin’ 

'Ue hale design. 

POSTSCSIPX 

Ye’ve heard this while how I’ve been licket. 
And by fell Death was nearly nicket; 
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Grim loon I tie got me by the feckst, 
And sair me sheok. 

But by gude luck 1 lap a vnchet. 

And tam’d a neuk. 

But by that health. I’ve got a riiare o’t. 
And that hfe. I’m promis’d mair o’t. 
My hab and wed. I’ll take a care o’t, 

A tentier way; 

Then farewdl tolly, hide and hair o’t. 
For ance and ay 1 


THE DEAN OF FACULTY 

A NEW BAIXAD 
Tune — 'The Dragon of Wantiy.* 

Dike was the hate at old Harlaw, 

That Scot to Scot did cany; 

And dire the discord Lan^de saw 
For beauteous, hapless Mary : 

But Scot to Scot nebr met so hot. 

Or were more m fury seen. Sir, 

Than ’twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job. 
Who should be the Facully’s Dean, Sir. 

This Hal for genii^, wit and lore. 

Among the first was number’d; 

But pious Bob, ’nud learmng’s store. 
Commandment the tenth remember’d ; 

Yet ample Bob the idctory got. 

And wan his heart’s desire. 

Which shows that Heaven can boil the not, 
Tho’ the Deii piss in the fire. 
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Sqmre Hal, beades, had in this case 
Pretensions rather bras^; 

For talents, to deserve a pl^, 

Are qualifications saucy. 

So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of ment's rudeness. 

Chose one who should owe it all, d’ye see. 
To their gratis grace and goodness. 

As once on Pisgah purg’d was the aght 
Of a son of Cuomcision, 

So may be, on this Pisgah hdght, 

Bob’s purblind mentm vision— 

N^, Bobby’s tnoutit may be open’d yet. 
Till for doquett(% you hail him, 

And swear that he has the angel met 
That met the ass of Balaam. 

In your heretic sins mayyou live and die, 
Ye heretic Eight-an(i-niirty ! 

But accept, ye sublime Majonty, 

My congratulations hearty. ' 

With your honors, as with a certain king. 
In your servant this is striking, 

Tlie more mcapadty they bnng. 

The more they’re to your liking. 


EPISTLE TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER 

I 

My honor’d Col<mel, deep I feel 
Your mterest in the Poet’s weal; 

Ah 1 now sma’ heart hae I to sped 
The steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill, 

’ And potion glasses. 
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O what a canty warld were it. 

Would pain and care and sickness spare; 

And Fortune favour worth and meat 
As they deserve; 

And ay rowth o’ roast-beef and claret, 
Syne, wha wad starve ? 

Dame Life, tho’ fiction out may tiidc her. 
And m paste gems and fnppMy deck her; 
Oh 1 fiickeiing, feeble, ana unsicker 
I’ve found her sbll. 

Ay wavering hke the willow-widcer, 

’Tween good and ill. 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watdies like baudrons by a ratton 
Our smfu’ saul to get a claut on, 

Wi’ felon ire; 

Syne, whip 1 bis tailTO'U ne’er cast saut on. 
He’s att hke fire. 

Ah Nick 1 ah Nick 1 it is na fair. 

Fust showmg us the temptmg ware. 

Bright wmes, and borne l^es rare. 

To put us daft; 

Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 
O’ hell's damned waft. 

Poor Man, the flie, aft bizzes 1^, 

And aft,' as. chance he comes thee nigh. 

Thy damn’d auld elbow yeuks wi' joy 
And helhsb pleasure; 

Abeady in thy fancy's eye, 

’rhy sicker treasure. 

Soon, beds o’er gowdie, in he gangs. 

And, hke a sheep-head on a tmigs. 

Thy gimmg laugh enjoys his pangs, 

, And murdeimg wrestte. 

As, danglmg m the wmd, he hangs 
.A gibbet’s ta^e. 
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But lest you think 1 am uncivil. 

To plague you \nth this draunting dnvel. 
Abjuring a' mtentions evil, 

I quat my pen. 

The Lord preserve us me the devil ! 
Amen! Amenl 


A LASS WI’ A TOCHER 

Time — 'Ballinamona Ora.* 


Awa' wi’ your witchcraft o’ Beauty’s alarms. 
The lender bit Beauty you grasp m your arms, 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o’ charms, 

0, gie me the lass vn’ the weel-stockit farms. 

C/ionis.— -Then hey, for a lass vu’ a tocher, 
Then hey, for a lass w’ a tocher. 
Then hey, for a lass wi’ a tocher. 
The mce yellow guineas for me. 


Your Beauty’s a flower, in the morning that blows. 
And withers the faster, the faster it grows : 

But the rapturous charm o’ the borne green knowes. 
Ilk spnng they’re new deckit wi' bonie white yowes. 
ihen hey, for a kss, etc. 

And e’en when this Beauty your bosom hath blest. 
The bn^test o’ Beauly may doy when possess’d, 
But the sweet, ydlow darling wi’ Geordie impress’d. 
The langer ye nae them, the mair they're carest 
Then hey, for a lass, etc. 
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- HERON ELECTION BALLAD. NO. IV 

THE TROGGEE 
Tune — 'Buy Broom Besoms ’ 

Wha Will buy my troggm, fine dection ware. 

Broken trade o’ Broughton, a’ in high repair ? 
CJiorus . — Buy braw troggm frae the banks o’ Dee; 

Wha wants troggm let him come to me. 

There’s a noble Earl’s fame and high renown. 

For an aidd sang — it’s thought the gudes were 
stown — 

Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Here’s the worth o’ Broughton in a needle’s e’e; 
Here’s a reputation tmt by Balmaghie. 

Buy braw troggm, etc.- 

Here’s its stuff and limng, Cardoness’s head, 

Fme for a so^, a’ the i^e o’ lead. 

Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Here a little wadset, Bmttle’s scrap o’ truth. 
Pawn’d m a ^^op, quenching holy drouth. 

Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Here’s an honest conscience might a prince adorn; 
Frae the downs o’ Tmwald, so was never worn. 

Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Here’s annonal bearings frae the manse o’ Urr; 

The crest, a sour crab-apple, rotten at the core. 

Buy braw troggm, etc. 



6oo POEMS AND SONGS 

Here is Satan’s picture, like a bizzard gled, 
Pouncing poor Redcastie, sprawling like a faed. 
Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Here’s the font where Douglas stane and mortar 
names; 

Lately used at Caily chnstening Muncy’s crimes. 
Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Here’s the worth and wisdom CoUieston can boast; 
By a thievish midge they had been nearly lost. 

Buy braw troggin, etc. 

Here is Murray's fragments o’ the Ten Commands; 
Gifted by bla<^ Jock to get them aS his hands. 

Buy braw troggm, etc. 

Saw ye e’er ac troggin ? if to buy ye’re slack, 
Horme’s turnin’ chapman—he’U buy a' the pack. 
Buy braw troggin, etc. 


EPITAPH ON THE AXHHOR 

He who of Rankme sang, lies stiff and dead 
And a green grassy hillock hides his head, 
Alas ! mas I a devili^ change mdeed I 


VERSICLES TO JESSIE LEWARS 

THE TOAST , 

Fill me TOfh tiie rosy wine, 

Call a toast, a toast divine; 

Give the Poet’s darhng flame, 
Lovdy Jesae be her name; 

Then thou mayest freely boast. 
Thou hast given a peerless toast. 
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THE MENAGERIE 

Talk not to me of savages 
From A&ic’s burmng sun; 

No savage e’er could rend my heart 
As, Jessie, ^ou hast done : 

But Jessie’s lovdy hand m nune, 

A mutual faith to plight. 

Not even to view the heavenly choir 
Would be so blest a sight 


JESSIE’S ILLNESS 

Say, sages, what’s the chann on ear& 
turn Death’s dart aside I 
It IS not puniy and worth, 

Else Jessie had not died. 


ON HER RECOVERY 

But rardy seen since Nature’s Urth, 
The natives of the sW; 

Yet still one seraph’s left on earth. 
For Jessie did not die. 


LAY THY LOOF IN MINE, LASS 

Cho}us.—0 lay thy loof m nune, lass. 

In nune, lass, m mine, lass; 

'And swear on thy white hwd, lass , 
That thou wilt be my am. 
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A SLAVE to Love’s unbounded sway. 
He aft has wrought me mokle wae. 
But now he is my deadly fae. 

Unless thou be my am. 

0 lay thy loof, etc. 

There’s mony a lass has broke my rest, 
That for a Ixlink I hae b'ed best; 

But thou art Queen withm my breast. 
For ever to remain. 

O lay thy loof, etc 


A HEALTH TO ANE I LOE DEAR 

Chorus. — Here’s a health to ane I loe dear, 

Here’s a health to ane I loe dear; 

Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers 
meet, 

And soft as their parting tear— -Jessie 

Altho’ thou maun never be mine, 

Altho’ even hope is demed, 

’Tls sweeter for thee despainng. 

Than aught in the world beside — ^Jessie. 
Here’s a health, etc 

I mourn thro’ the gay, gaudy day. 

As hopeless I muse on thy charms, 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber, 
For then 1 am lockt m thine arms — Jessie. 
Here’s a health, etc. 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

1 guess by the love-rolhng e’e; 

But why urge the tender confession, 

’Gainst Fortune’s fell, cruel decree— Jessie. 
Here's a health, etc. 
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0 WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST 

0 WEitr thou in the canid blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea. 

My pludie to the angry airt, 
i’a shelter thee, I'd shdter thee; 

Or did Mistortone's bitter storms 
Aronnd thee blaw, around thee blew, 

Tlw bield should be my bosom, 

To share it a', to share it a'. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a Paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 

Or were 1 Monarch 0' the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign. 

The bnghtest jewd m my crown 
Wad be my Queaa, wad be my Queen. 

INSCRIPTION TO MISS JESSIE LEWARS 

ON A COPY OF THE 'SCOTS MUSICAl, MUSEUM,' Df FOUR 
VOLUMES, PRESENTED TO HER BY BURNS 

Thine be the volumes, Jessie fair. 

And with them take the Poet’s prayer. 

That Fate may, m her fairest page. 

With ev’ry kindhest, best presage 
Of future bhss, enroll thy naTni* ; 

With native worth and spotless fame . 

And wakeful caution, stdl aware 
Of ill — but chief, Man’s fdon snare. 

All blamdess joys on earth we find. 

And all the figures of the — 

These be thy guarifian and reward, 

So prays thy faithful fnend, the Bard. 

Dumfries, Jum 26, 1796. 



6o4 


POEMS AND SONGS 


FAIREST MAID ON DEVON BANKS 

Turn — 'ItothiennuEclue.' 

Chorus . — Fairest maid on Devon banks. 

Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 

And smile as thou wert wont to do ? 

Full well thou know’st I love thee dear 
Could thou to mahce lend an ear ? 

0 did not Love exclaim, ‘Forbear, 

Nor use a faithful lover so.* 

Fairest maid, etc. 

Then come, thou fairest of the fair. 

Those wonted smiles, 0 let me share; 

And by thy beauteous self I swear. 

No love but thme my heart ^all know. 
Famest maid, etc. 
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A', all. 

^6(icA, bdund; aiiray; aloof. 

‘0 wonid Aey stay aback hae 
courts t' 

Abngh at Abtegh, at a shy 
distance. 

‘Gac't puir Duncan stand abeigh ’ 
Aboon or Abune, above 
Abread, abroad, in breadth. 
Abreed, in breadth. 

Acquent, acquainted 
* Wben ure were first sequent ' 
A'day, all day. 

Adle or Atdu, fonl water; 

hqiiid manure. 

Ado, to do Mwkle ado, 
much excitement. 
Advisement, advice. 

* 0 guid advisentent conies nae lU ' 
Ae, one. 

‘ O let me u this ae niSht** 
ofE, 

Aff-hand, at once; without 
hesitation. 

Aff-4oaf, o£E-hand, ejctem* 
poraneoualy 

A-fia‘, a-fidd; m the fidd. 
Afore, before. 

Aft, often 
Aften, often. 

Agee or Ajee, to one ade: 
half open. 

Come na unless the baeb-yett be 
aiee 

Agley, aslant; ofi the straight 

* The best laid schemes o' mice and 

men. 

Gang aft agley* 


Ahtn, bebind. 

A hint, behind. 

Aibltns, perhaps; maybe. 
Atk, oalt. 

Aiken, oaken. 

Am, own. 

Air or Ear*, early. 

Airle, to handsd. 

Atrles, handsd; earnest- 
money. 

And name the anrles and the fee ' 
Airle^nny, fee-penny. 
Aim, iron 

Airt, direction, to direct. 

* Of s' the aula the wm* can blaw 
Airted, directed. 

Aiih, oath. 

Alts, oats. ■ 

Aiver, an old horse 



Aisle, a hot cinder; a red 
ember. , 

Ajee, to one side. 


* His bonnet be, a thoeht uee. 
Look'd s^usb * 

Alake, alas. 

Alane, alone. 

Ammst, almost 
Amang, among 
.d», if SeeGt/andGjjj. 
An’, and 
Anee, once. 

Ane, one. 

Aneath, beneath 
Anent, concenung, opposite. 
Anes, ones 
Amther, another. 
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and is. 

'An'o tbnl fa' f^r ihsm jei.* 

Aqua-fonhs, spnng water. 
Aoua’Vitts, wlusky. 

Aoveesh, bctuccn. 

Art/u*, artful. 

Ate, asbcs 

Askletft, aslant; obliquely. 
‘LooLrd *k>Klrnt and aaco s]'e]i;h ' 

Aspar, asprcad; with legs 
apart. 

Asteer, astir. 

A‘tkeqcther, altogether. 
Aihortj athwart. 

Atweft, in trutli; certainly. 
Atweel iia, by no means. 
Atween or Atweesh, between. 
4ueht or AKgkt, eight; to 
own 

Aughteen, eighteen. 
AttghtUns, anj'thing; in the 
least; in any degree 

The Urzies, tf they’ni nuidilluu 
fan' nt ‘ 

AuM, old. 

AuU-farran' or Auid-farrant, 
sagacious; prudent; cun- 
ning. 

A»Id long syae, long, long 
ago 

Avid Reekie, Edinburgh. 

AtiU shoon, old shoes 
Avid warla, old world; an- 
tique 

Atmotts, alms; a gift to a 
beggar 

Avmous-dtsh, a dish to re- 
ceive alms. 

^Vbtlo ebc hsM np her eceeiy eab. 
Just like an awnous dish ' 

Ava, at all; of all 

* ]*%e afien nondcT'd . 

‘VViutnai pair bodies lin'd ana.’ 

‘An* lonv'd Us lUdooCu'd tneked 
seanl— 


Au)a', away. 

Ataauk, awake. 

AwttuKen, to mken. 

Awe, owe; to owe 
Awee, a httle; Bide awr$, 
wait a minute 
‘ Heir me, Auld Hangie, for awee ' 
Awftt’, awful 

Awn, tlic beard of barley, or 
oats. 

Awnte, bearded. 

* An* sets np Ihctr avnue hom ’ 

Ay, yes; always 
Aye, alwa 3 rs. 

Ayont, beyond. 

* The tree short boars ayont the twa>.' 

Ba', ball; a balL 
Bab at the bowster, a dance. 
Babte-ehuts or Baby-eJouts, 
child's first clothes. 

' Oh wha my babie-clouls will bay?' 
Backet, bucket or box for 
removing ashes. 

Backet, backed; as hawe- 
backet, hdllow'backed. 
Baekhns - eomtn, coming 
back; returning. 
Back-yett, gate at the back. 

'Come na unless the backiett be 
njee ' 

Bade, endured: did stay. 
Baggie, the belly. 

'ilae, there’s a npp to th} anid 
Piiegic ' 

Baig'nets, bayonets 
Bailie, the Scotch equivalent 
of an alderman. 

Batme, with large bones, 
muscular. 

Bainn', lawng bare 
Baim, a child 
Batm-itme, time of issue. 

*Thc booie lwm>time Heavea hath 
lent ' 

Batik, both. 


Was want ava.' 
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Bakes, biscmts 
Baivmdge, handsel dnsk, 
beverage. 

Bollats or BaRanis, ballads 
Bamboode, to mystify, con- 
fuse 

Ban, to swear, or cnrae. 

Ban, a band 

Bandster, a binder of sheaves. 
Bane, bone. 

Bang, to dnve, to beat Wi.‘ 
nnco ba^, with extra- 
ordinary effort. 

Bannet, bonnet 
Bannocft, a round flat cake 
Borate, diminutive of bard 
‘ Accept a batdie's giatefu' thasks.' 
Bar^t, barefooted. 

Barket, barked. 

Barkin', barking. 

BarUy-bru or BcarUy-hroo, 
]uice of barley, wm^. 
'But ay «e‘U taste tlie haileybree.* 
Bam, yeast 

Barmy, yeasty; frothy, 
qmck-tempered 
* My batmie^oddte’s workm* prune * 
Bam-yard, stack-yard. 

Batch, a company; a gang. 

' And there, a batch o' wabater lads, 
Blacheuarding free Kilmarnock ' 

Batts, the botts; a cohc. 
Baudrons, a cat 
Bank or Bawh, a cross-beam, 
a narrow path dividing 
lands 

Baiift-en’, beam-end 
Baukte~bird, the bat 
‘ Wavenne like the baukie-bird.' 
Bauftr, rafters. 

Bauld, bold 
Baumy, balmy. 

Batns'nf, having a white 
stnpe down the face, as 
in horses. 

* His honest, sonaie, bawa'at face • 


Bavihe, pet name for a dog. 
Be or Bee, to let be; as let 
ttbee, leave alone. 

Be't, be it 

Bear or Bare, barley. 
Bearded-bear, bearded barley. 
Beast, cattle, sometimes ver- 
min. 

Beosfie, diminutive of beast 
Beek, to curtsey Beck an’ 
boo, to curtsey and bow. 
Beef, to fan; to feed; to 
warm. 

‘It heats me. it beets me. 

And sets me s' on flame ' 

Be/a’, befall 
Behadden, beholden. 

Behtn, Behxnt, behmd. 
Belamg, belong 
Beld, bald 

BeUum, assault, attack. 
Bellyfu’, bellyfuL 
BeUys, bellows. , 

Belyve, by-and-by > 

'Belyve theeldetbainiB camdtspiang 

Ben, in Bem-end, inner end; 

the parlour. 

Benmod, innermost 

' flkightened rattens backward look. 
And seek the bemnost bore ' 

Benorth, north of 
Bent, coarse grass, the bare 
open field. 

Beta, stretched. 

'Ate bent like drams ' 
Besoufb, south of. 

Bettanbet, bethanked; full of 
gratitade 

Then anld gnidman, maist like to 
nve. 

Beihanket hams.' 

Bevk, a book. 

Bicker, a wooden dish; a 
short rapid race, 

Leoimrd ahijtt. agunst my vnu 
I took a bieW 
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Btckeri»\ hiinying; some- 
times quarrelling. 

Bid, io ask; to offer 
Btde, to stay; abide 
iuV or Bteld, shelter; habi- 
tation. 

Btett, ]^rosporous; comfort- 

' J hat live sac bicn and annfi ’ 
Big, to build 
Bigget, built. 

Biggtn, a building; a honse. 

* The aultl day biSgin * 

Btke or Byke, a unld bee's 
nest. 

BtU, a bull. 

BtUte, icOavr; comrade. 
BtUtes, male compamons; 

hvely young fclloivs 
JffiNg. aheap; as eoru-htttg, a. 

heap of grain. 

Btfdte, dinunutivo of bird. 
Btrk^ the birch. . 

Btrkan, birchen. 

* To wander in the birken abaw ’ 

Btrkte, a plucky little fellow. 
Btrhs, collection of birch 
trees. 

Btrr, vigour; forceful flow 
Bimn‘ whimng, hke par- 
tndges when they nse. 
'Hcjoice. )e faunn paitncka a’ ' 

Btrstes, bnstles. 

BtrtA, berth 

Bit, place; mck of time; 
sometimes small, as 
‘ Bonie bit lassie * 
Bticb-fott', very drunk. 

Bttz, bustle, to buzz. 

Btxgard, the buzzard 
Bum, busy 
Blaek-hotinet, the dder. 

‘A greedy glower black-bonnet 
ihrowa.' 

Blaa, blue; livid. 


Blttsfei or Blasftt, blasted; 
worthless . 

Blashe, a shnvelled wicked 
dwarf. 

Blate, bashful; sheepish 

Blather, a bladder, a windy 
feUow. . 

Blaihene, idle talk, flattery. 

Blaud, to slap or bang. 

Slaudttig, pelting, banging. 

* To shun the bitter blanding shower ’ 

Blow, to boast, to blow. 

Blown, blown. 

Blear’t or BJeartt, bedimmed 
with weeping 

*Grat h» ecn baiib blcat't an' blm'.* 

Bleer, to blear. 

Bleese, blaze; flame. 

Bleenn', blazing, flaming 

Blellnm, a babbler, loud- 
voiced nonsense. 

‘A blethenn/ blnstcnn't drunken 
blclium 


Blether, to talk idly 
Bleth'nn’, talking idly. 

BUh’, bhnd. 

Bltnk, a moment, a glance; 
a smile. 


I gat a paper in a Umk ' 

' Ae bimk o’ the bonie buxdies * 
'A blink o’ your boaie black e'e ' 

Bhnkers, female oglers. 

Bhnkm\ glancing, smiling 
roguishly 

Bhn't, blmded. 

Bhrt and blearte, bleared by 
excess of weeping. 

Bltfhe or Blythe, cheerful; 
happy. 

BltUer or Bluiier, the mire 
smpe 

Blue-gowns, heensed beggars, 
who annually, on the 
king's burthdsy, were 
presented with a blue 
rown, or cloak; with a 
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Bluid or Bhide, Ijlood. 1 
Blmdy, bloody. 

Bhme, bloom 
Blunly, a stupid person. 

BJ^e, a large sbred. 

‘Till sltm in blypes cam haorlm 
B<d)M, bobbed; beclced; 
danced. 

Bock, to vonut. 

Bochet, gashed: vomited. 
Boddk, a small com, value 
, tvro penmes Scots ' 
Bodkin, a pointed mstmment 
for makmg holes m 
doth. ' 

'Vonr bodhin's banld * 

Boggle, marshy; a small 
morass 

Bo| 7 s, a hobgobbn 
Bo(0, a hole in the walL , 
‘The bole ajront the msle-km e ’ 
Borne or Bonme, beautiful; 

sweet-looking 
Board, board. 

Boord-en', board end; head 
of the table. 

Boovtree, the shrub-elder 

‘Rattlin' thiwagh the boortrees 
comiD**’ 

Boost, behoved; must needs. 
Boot, To boot, {»yment to the 
bargain 

Bore, a small hole. • 

'Thio* dka bore the beams were 
glancm" 

Bokk, an angry tumour. 
Bother, annoyance; to tease. 
Bouk, bulk; body. > 

Bow-kough'd, bandy-legged 
Bow-katl, cabbage 
Bow't, bent; crooked 
Brackens or Brackens, ferns 
Brae, the slope of a small hill. 
'Ye banks and braes o’ borne Doan.' 
Braid, broad. • 

Braid-datth, broadcloth. 
BP. 


Brmd Scots, broad Scotch. . 
Braik, a set of harrows 
‘An’ powmes reek in plow orbcail' ' 
Braindge, to plunge rashly 
forward. 

Braindg‘t, plunged. 

‘Thou neiet braindfi’t and fetched 
• and fliskat ’ 

Brak, broke; did break 
Br ankle, spruCe;’ well attired 
Braidts, a bndle with wooden 
curbs 

Brany, brandy. 

Biask, a bnef illness, water- 
brash 

Brats, small pieces; rap; 
cMdren. 

‘'Wi'sowpeso'kailandbraiso’elaes ' 
BratOe, a short, rapid race. 
Braw, gallant; handsome; 

findy dressed. ‘ 
^rawty at Brawhes, very 
wen, finely. ' ' 
'Tam kent what was what fa* brawly.' 
Brawny, of brawn and mus- 
cle; strong. 

Brows, fine clothes. 

Braates, sheep suffering from, 
or that have died of, 
the disease called braxy. 
Braxy, the flesh of sbee^ ttet 
have been killed because 
of disease. 

Breastet or BrtesM, sprang 
up with forward motion 
BreasHe or Bnestie, dmunn- 
tive of breast. 

Brecham or Brechan, a horse 
collar. 

Bree, juice; hqnid.< ' 

Breaks, breeches ' ' 

Breer or Briar, bnar. 

Brent, polished 
Brent-bfight, brightly pol- 
ished 

Brent-new, brand new 
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Brief, wnt; vmting. 

Bng, bndge. 

Brisket, the breasL 

Brtfher, brother. 

Brock, a badger. 

‘Tbesr gana as saucy by pur folkt 

As 1 wad by a stinking brock.* 

Brogue, a inck. 

Broo, brow; also meaning 
soap, liquid, jmce. 

Broose, a race at country 
weddings. 

'At brooses tbou bad ne’er a fkllow 
Forpiib and speed ' 

Brose, a dish of oatmeal and 
hot water, seasoned with 
salt. 

Browst, a brewing of ale. 

Browster-wioes, ale-wtves 

Brugh, a burgh; a lunar 

h^. 

Bfubie,a,hco]l; aquazxeL 

Brunstane, brimstone. ' 

Brunt, burnt 

Buchan-buHers, a wild part 
of the sea on the rocky 
coast of Buchan, com- 
monly called 'The Boi- 
lers of Buchan.' 

Budgets, tmkers' bags of 
tools. 

Bt^, to bang. 

Bught, sheep-fold. 

Bughtm’, folding the sheep. 

Bughtin’-Ume, the time for 
gathenng the sheep into 
fold for the mght 

'Bughtin’-tinie » near, my Jo ’ 

BmrdJy, stout made; broad 
bmlt. 

Sum, the buttocks, to hum. 

Bum-bees, humUe bees. 

Bum-clock, the hummii^ 
beetle. 

Bummtn’, maktngahumming 
noise. 

Aft^yont tbe dyke sba’s beard tbee 


Bummle, to drone; a blun- 
derer 

Bunker, a seat; generally a 
seat m the window. 

* A tnnnock bunker in (he easb 
There sat Anld l^ick in shape o' 
beast’ 

Burdies, birdies. Bonnie 
burdtes, beautifnl maid- 
ens. 

Bure, did bear. 

Bum or Burme, a nvulet 
Bumewtn (bum the wind), 
the blacksmith 
Burr-tkistte, the spear thistle, 
or thistle of Scotland 
Busk, to dress neatly. 
Busktt, dressed with taste. 
Buss, a bush. 

But, without; void of. 

But and ben, kitchen and 
parlour. 

'Mow but and ben tbe ebange-honse 
fills ’ 

By, past; beside. 

By attohur, aside and at a 
distance 

By htmsel, beside himself; 
distracted 

Byke, a wild bee's nest 
By-past, past. 

Byre, a cow-house. 

Ca' .call, to dnve 
Ca’d or Ca't, called; dnven; 
also calved. 

"When newxa’d kye lowte at the 
stake’ 

Cadger, a hawker. 

Cadie or Caddie, a message- 
mimer; a fellow. 

Caff, chafi 

Catrd, a tinker, a sturdy 
beggar, also to heclde 
Catm, aloose heap of stones 
Caff-ward, an enclosure for 
calves 

*His braw calf-ward whore gowans 

ifn>w ' 
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Cahtnavco, thick cotton 
cloth 

Cttllan or Callant, a boy 
Ctdler or Cauler, fresh and 
cooL 

‘Tbeealleranw' ‘Tbeeaiilei spans’ 
CdlUt, follower of a camp, a 
troll. 

Cam, came 

Canker't or Cankne, crabbed; 

ill-natured. 

Cairno, cannot 
Cannte, gentle* 

Cannthe, genuy, quietly 
Cantte or Canty cheenul, 
lively. 

Cantratp or Cantnp, a spell; 
a charm. 

‘By some devilish oantfup slieht. 
Each in its canid hand h^ a li^t 

Cap’nn\ capering. 

Cttp-stane, cope-stone; key- 
stone 

Cmre-norby, regardless; do 
not care. 

Carh, anxiety 
Carl or Carle, an old man 
CarUhemp, the male stalk of 
hemp. 

Carlte, diminutive of carl 
Carlin, a stout old woman 
Cartes, cards 

Castock, the core or pith of 
the cabbage-sialk 
CaudroH, cauldron 

'To fly them in his candtons * 
Cauf, calf 

Cauk, chaUc. Cauk and 
Aeel, chalk and red clay. 
Cauld, cold 

Coup, a cup, a quaich. 
Causey, the causeway 
Causey-claaney, a scavenger. 
Cants, a hen-coop. 

Chamer or Chautner, chamber. 
Ckai^e-house, tavern 
Chanter, the tune-pipe in a 
set of bagpipes. 


Chap, a fellow 
Chapman, a pedlar. 
Chapman btlnes, pedlar fel- 
lows 

Chaup, a knock; a blow. 
‘Comes onhke Deathat every chaup ’ 
Cheek for chow, cheek by 
]owl; Side by side. 
Cheep, chirp. 

Chw or Chteld, a young 
fellow. 

‘Bnitdly duels and olevet hizsies ’ 
Chtmla, chimney; the fire- 
place 

Chtmla-lug, the fireside. 
ChtUenn', shivenng with 
cold. 

Chows, chews 
Chnsteniie,’' Christendom. 
Chuckle, a hen 
Chuffie, fht-&ced. 

Claehan, a small village; a 
hairnet 
Claes, clothes. 

Clatui, doth. 

Claithing, dothing. 

Clamb, Old climb. 

Clankte, a noisome stroke. 
Clap, a stroke Clap hands, 
to stnke hands. 

Clapper, the clapper of a 
mill. 

Clark, a derk. 

Clarktf, derked, wrote. 
Clarty, dirly; nasty. 

Clash, idle talk, common 
gossip. 

Clatter, sharp sounds rapidly 
repeated, common coun- 
try talk. 

Claught, caught. 

Clout, to scrape. A clout, a 
handful 

Clovers, gossip Clovers and 
havers, nonsensical 
Claw, to scratch 
deckin’, a brood. 

Cleed, to dothe. 
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deeding, clothing. 
deek, to hook; a hook. 
Cleektt, bnked together. 

Clrgs, gad-tlies. 

Cltnk, a sharp stroke; money; 
rhyme. 

dtnktn', with sudden, easy 
motion. 

dtnkum-heU, the church bell- 
nnger. 

*Now clinknm-belt m’ rattlm* tow 
Begins to jow end croon ’ 

dtps, shears 

Chshtnaeiaver, idle conversa- 
tion. 

Clo<;Ai«*-7ie», brood-hen 
docktn'-tme, hatching-tune 
doot, the hoof 
deoite, Satan. 

‘AuldHomie, Satan, Nick orClootie * 

dour, bump or swelhng after 
a blow, 

douts, ragged clothes. To 
chut, to patch 

dud, a cloud. 

due, a ball of yarn or twine 
dunk, a hollow sound. 
CoaHe, diminutive of eoai 
Coaxing, enticing. 

Coble, a small fishmg boat 
Cock, to Cock up, to set up. 
''ockernony, a lock of hair 
tied up on a girl's head, 
a cap 

Cockte, diminutive <01 cock. 
Canfte cockte, cheerful 
old man. 

Cad, a pillow 
Cofi, bought 
Cog, a wooden dish. 

Cogpe, diminutive of cog. 
Cotfa or Kyle, a distnct m 
Ayrslure. 

CoUte, the common farm-dog 
Collte-shangte, a quanel 
.among men; suggesting 
a dog-fight. 

Cornin’, coming. 


Commatfs, commandments. 
Cood, cud, to chew the cud. 
Coo/or Cr»/, a blocldiead, a 
mnny 

Cooktf, appeared and dis- 
appeared by rapid turns 
Cooser, a staUion 
Coast, did cast 
Coot, the ankle To cool Ins 
coots, to cool his anldes. 
Coo7tn,a ivoodenlatchcndish. 
Cotbtes, carrion crows ; 
ravens. 

Core, corps; company 
Corn, oats, gram of oats. 
Com-btng, a heap of the 
gram of oats 
Com-mou, corn heap. 

Com’t, fed with oats. 

Corse, corpse 

Cou’dna or Couldna, could 
not. 

Coup, to heel over 
Coup the cran, to give pre- 
mature birth . 
Couihte, kind; lovmg 
Cowe, to .crop Com the 
nettle, crop the nettle. 
Cowe, to scare Com the 
caddte, scare the fellow 
Cowp, to hedl over, to 
tumble 

Cowp, to barter Horse- 
cowper, a dealer m 
horses 

Cowpit, tumbled, bartered. 
Cow'nn’, cowenng 
Cowte, a colt. 

Cone or 'Cosy, snug and 
warm 

Crack, a chat Ca’ the crack, 
keep Up the talk 
Cioch, a fiaw 
Crackte, full of talk 
Crackin’, conversing 
CraeJat, conversed , also 
Craektt, meamng of un- 
sound nund. 
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Cracks, stones 
Craft, a croft 

Cfoif , a lugh rock, the neck 
'The hntfe that nicket Abel s craiS ' 

Cratgte, diminutive of cratg. 
Crash, the corncrake, or 
landrail. 

Cratks, cnes 

Crambo-clvnk or Cranibo- 
pngk, ready rhyming 
Craitkous, fretful: captioua 
Cranreuch, hoar-nrost. 

*In hoary etameuch drest * 
CrapfActap; did creep. 

Craw, a crow; to crow. 

Cresi, a basket 
Creep, to crawl 
Creeptestool, low stool. 
Creeshie, greasy. 

Crocks, old ewes. 

*0 arha mil teat tne waifs and 
orDCksl' 

Crome, friend; gossip. 

Croon, a hollow, sustained 
moan,, a crown. 

'The deil or else some ontler qney, 
Gat op and sae a croon ' 

Ctoan’d, hummed; crowned. 
Craose, proud; cocksure 
Crowdte, oatmeal and cold 
water, or milk 
Crowdse-hme, meal-tune 
Crumtme, a homed cow 
Crummies mcks, marks on 
cow’s horns indicatiiig 
age 

Crummoek, a sta£E with a 
crooked head. 

Cuddle, to dasp fondly. 
Cuddled, fondled • 

Cm/ See Coof 
Curcn, a ’ker^ef worn on 
the head. 

'Her house sae bien. her enrob sae 
clean’ 

Cttrckte, a curtsey. 
Ctirmurnng, murmuring. 


Cufpan, the rump; the 
crupper 

Cushat, wood-pigeon. 

Cutty, short. 

‘Her catty sack o’ Paisley hatni 
whilea lassie she had worn 

Cutty-stool, stool of repen- 
tance 

Dad or Daddte, father. 

Daes’t, dazed; stupefied. 

‘ I’ve seen me daes’t npon atime ’ 
Baffin, merriment 
Hop, merry; giddy; foolish. 
Batmen, rare; now and then 
Daimenrscker, an occasional 
ear of corn 

‘A daimen-ieket in a dirave 's a sma' 
request* 

Datnty, plump and thriving, 
good-humoured. 

Dam, pent-up water. 

Bander, to wander. 

Bang, move. 

Banion, daunton; subdue. 
Bappl’i, dappled. 

Barg, a measure of work 
Barkhns, in the dark. 

Baud or Bawd, a large ^ece 
of bread, to thrush 
Daudtn' showers, rams urged 
by wmd. 

Baur, dare. Baur’t, dared. 
Battma, dare not 
Baut or Baud, to fondle. 

*1 fathecly will kiss and dant thee * 

Haute or Daooc, dimmulave 
otBamd 
Daw, dawn 

‘The cock may eiaw, the day may 
daw ' 

Bawds, large portions 
Dawin’, the dawning of the 
day. 

Bead-sweer, very loathe; 
averse 

Beane, diminnfive of dear, 
sweetheart. 
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Doave, to deafen. 

Detl haet, devil a whit 
‘Dell heet ails them * 
Detl-ma-eare, reckless; it 
matters not 
DeJeent, delirious. 

Delve, to dig 
Delvin’, digging 
Dertt’d, hid 

Desenve, to describe; to 
perceive. 

Deitns, ducks. 

The denh'a dans o'er mr daddie-* 

Devel, a stunning blow. 
Diddle, to jog a tune. 

Dight, to winnow corn; to 
wipe 

Dm, noise, sallow. 

* He had a We was dour and din * 

Ding, to excel; to surpass; 
to push 

Dink, neat; tnm. 

Dinna, do not 
Divi, vibration from a stroke 
Dui'n or Dizten, a dozen. 
Dochter, daughter. 

Doited, stupid; bewildered 
Donsie, neat and tnm. 

Doo, dove. My doo, my love. 
Doodle, to dandle 
Dook, to duck 
tol, sorrow. 

’arty, saucy; pettish. 

Douee, sober, prudent; wise. 
Doulnt, duclma. 

Doup, bottom. 

Donp-skelper, bottom- 
smacaer 

That Tile donp^kelperi Emperor 
Joseph ' 

Dow, obstinate 
Dow and dm, stubborn and 
sallow. 

Dow, can The best he dow, 
the best he can. 

Dovaff, pithless 
‘Her donff orsuses put mo daft ’ 


Dome, sad; lonesome 
Domlte, mournfully. 

Downs, cannot, not able 

Thejr downa bide the stick o’ 
powther ' 

Doxy or Doxte, a mistress 
‘His dozy lay withm his arms.’ 

Doylt or Doylte, stupefied, 
crazed. 

Dosen't, benumbed. 

Drab, a young female beggar 
Draigl’t, draggled; dirty and 
wet 

‘^he B dnislt a’ her petiicoabe-’ 
Drop, a drop 

Drappie, diminutive of drop 
Taste the drappie, taste 
the dnnk 

Drappin', dropping. 
Drauntin’, drawhng. 
Drauntin' drivel, tedious 
small talk. 

*To plasne yon sri’ their diaontm' 
dnvel ' 

Dree, to suffer; endure 
Dreep, to ooze, to drop 
Dreigh, tedious; long about 
it. 

Dress, to chastise 
Dribble, drizzle, tdaver. 
Dnddle, the motion of a poor 
fiddler; to totter. 

Drift, snow moved by the 
wind; intention 
Droddum, the breech; the 
end. 

'Wad dress }our droddum ’ 
Drone, humming sound, the 
base note of the bag- 
pipes 

Drones, non-worker bees. 
Droop-rumpl't, that droops 
at the cropper. 

Drouk, to drench. 

Dranket or Drowkit, soaked 
with wet, drenched 
Drouth, drought, thirst 
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DrautJne or Droutfty, thirsty. 
Druehen or JDruken, drunken. 
Drumly, muddy. 

Dnmmoch, oatoeal and cold 
water mixed 

IhwHt, pet, sour humour. 
Dryin’, drying. 

Dvb, a pool; a ^ddle. 
DvMxe, tagged. HvMies, 
ragged dothes. 

*To dtink iheit oica dnddies * 

Dttds, rags; mean clothes. 
Hut^, worsted; subdued; 
stricken. 

‘Xa se« lus ptnr said mtliet’B pot 
Thus done in staves.* 

Thtnsh, a heavy push. 

Dmt, to throb. JDunted, 
throbbed; beaten. 

Dunts, blows. 

JOurh, a durk 

Dusla, pushed: attacked. 
Dwalltngy dweuuig. 

Dwalt, dwelt 
2)«O>«0, to dechne. 

^Ae, a stone fence. 

Jjywr, a bankrupt. 

‘Rot tho dyvors m the lails.' 

£<»^, early. 

£ar», the eagle. 

'Chffsi the haunts o' sailin' earns * 

eastern; eastward. 
Ee or E'e, eye, 

j^e-bree, the mbrow. 

Elwi, eyes, E'sn, even. 

E'evfs, even as 
Sen or E‘enm‘, the evemng. 
^«tow, even now, 

Etru, ghostl]^ fear-inspu:* 
ing 

‘hi muhest « nnamsht hour, 

I d xove and ne er be eene ' 

•EtW, old age, 

Efee, an addition, also. 
ElftwcA, elbow. 


Eldtich or Eldntch, ghostly 
fnghtful 

Ell, a Soots measure—gj 
inches. 

£IsAtn, a shoemaker’s awl. 
£«’, end. 

Bnevch or Bneugk, enough. 
Enfauld, enfold. 

Ei^ne, genius. 

£noM', enough. 

Erse, the Gaehc tongue. 
Ether, an adder. 

Ether~stane, adder'Stone (ac« 
cording to old super- 
sbtion, a stone formed 
by adders) 

Etde, aim; intent, to try. 
Bvermasr, evermore 
Eydent, ^gent; busy. 

‘dud mind their labonis with an 
eydent hand ' 

Fa\ fall; lot; try. 

‘Mae faithm can we fa*.' 

‘Blaekbeioiirla’.' 
‘Gudefuth he mannna fa' that * 
Faddomed or Faddom't, fa- 
thomed. 

Foe, foe Foes, foes. 

Faem, foam; the sea. 

Faiket, excused 
Fmn, fond; glad. 
£atr/a',goodbefaU;welcome 
‘Fair fa’ yow honest sonae face 
Fcann, present from a fair, 
desots 

Fstrfy, evenly; entirely. 
Fallow, follow. Fallows, fel- 
lows. 

Fond, did find; found. 
Fareweel, forewell, adieu. 
Farl, an oaten cake 
Fash, trouble; care; annojr^ 
ance 

Fasheous, troublesome. 

'Faith theyll maybe tt.Mn 
fasheous.* 

Fasten-e’en, Fasten’s Even; 
the evening before Lent 
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FaueM, fought; a fight Fteni-nta'Care, ficnd-iaay> 

Fauld, a fold for sheep. care (devil-may-care) 

Fau», fallen Fter, sound, healthy 


Faust, false. 

Faust'house, an empty space 
in a stack of grain for 
drjmg. 

FausaTtt, decent; seemly. 
Fatit, fault 
Fanfor, transgressor. 

'Akboueb be be Ibe fautor.* 

Feat, loyal; steadfast 
Fearfu’, fearful, frightful 
Ftar'l, affrighted 
Feat, neat, spruce 
Feeht. to fight, a fight. 
Fechlin', fighting. 

Fee),, the greater bulk. 

*yc fertns ‘he ftek 

Of a' tb>. icii cotninao <ir 
A acreeil sonir day. 

Ftchtl, an under -vniistcoat 
Feelju’, large, ample; hand- 
some. 

Feel.Uss, puny; tveak; silly. 
FeeUy, mostly 
Fee, servants' ivagcs 
Feg, a fig 

Fegs, on exclamation — as. 
Faith* 

Feiie, feud, enmity. 

Fell, keen, biting, nippy. 

' Bit.aS Oorc?s. fell iuid douic.* 
'Her weel bain'u hcbbucV-fell ' 

Fell, the cnticlc under the 
skin. 

‘See bon be peels the skm on' feU ' 

Felly, relentless 
Fen or Fend, to shift; suc- 
cessful effort 

Fetlte, a iiFonder, to marvel 
Fetch, to pull by fits, bnng 
Fey, strange; fated. 

Fidge, to fidget, to wnggJe 
Ftdgtn’-fain, quivering u-ith 
fondness 


Fiere, comrade, finend. 

'And here's a hand, mi trosty Gere ' 

Fin’, to find 
Ftsk-creel, fish-basket. 

Ftssle, tingle, bustle 
Fit, foot; footstep 
Fitlte-lan’, the near horse of 
the pair in a plough 
‘Tbou nas a noble filhe-zin ' ' 

Ftzt, to make a hissing 
noise; fuss. 

Flae, flea 
Fluff, to flap 

Fluffin', Sapping in the wind. 
Flaite, did ff3d:c, did scold 
Flang, threw with violence, 
danced wildly. 

FlanneiL flannel 
Flee, a fly; to fly. 

Fleeeh, to supplicate; to 
wheedle. 

Fleeehtn*, suppheatmg; 
wheedling. 

'Duncan Gcecb’d,anil Daacanpray d ’ 

Fteesh, a fleece. 

Fleg, a fright, to scare 
Flether, to scatter; to flatter 
Flethenn', scattenng, 
wheedling. 

Flemt, a sharp blow. 

Fley, to fnghten 
Fhy'd, fngntened. 

Fhchter or Flichteung, to 
flutter as young nest- 
lings 

Fhnders, fragments, broken 
pieces 

"Twill mat her pair anld hearb I 
few. 

In Giaders Gee 

Fhng, to throw, to leap; 
dance. 

'Dowpine and GinSin' on a emm- 
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Fhng\n’-Uee, a fluL 
"The tbKShec's weaty fiis6in’'tru ' 
FUsk, to fret at the yoke. 
Fhsket, fretted. 

Fluky, skittish 
Flit, to shift, to remove 
from one place to 
another. 

FUKentt', finttering. 

Flunku, a hvened servant. 
FJyfe, to scold. 

Flyttng, scolding. 

Fodgel, dumpy and stont 
‘A fine, fat, fodgel mgfai ' 

Poor, fared. 

Fcord, a ford. 

Foorsday, Thursday. 

Forbears or Fotebears, fore- 
fathers. 

Fo/by or Forbye, besides. 

Fore, ahve, to the fore 
Forfatm, forlorn, jaded. 
Forfoughten, worn out 
Forntawed, worn out. 

Fornt, forward. 

Father, fodder. 

Fou or F«', full; drunk. 
Foughten, beaten, done out. 
Foursome, a set of four. 
Foursome reel, a dance by 
four persons 
Fouth, plenty; enough. 

Frae, from 
Ftaet, superstition 
Frealft, froth 

Fremtt, estranged; , foreign. 
Framtf folk, strangers. 

Frten', fnend , 

F«', fuU. 

Fud, the scut or tail of a hare. 

'Ye maiddnsi eoek> jonr fod fn' 
biaw , , 

Fuff, to blow xntenmftentlyjx 
Fuff^d, pufied. 

Fnmft/er, an awkvburd person., 
Ffcia6hn', endeavouring 
Without success . . . 


Fur or Furr, a furrow. 
Furder, further. 

Furms, forms; low wooden 
benches 

Fushton, pith, vigour. 
Fusktonless, pithless; sap- 
less, without taste. 

Fy, an exchunation sigmfy- 
ing haste. 

* Fy, let us a’ to KltfccudbngIl^' 
Fyfteen, fifteen. 

Fyke, to fret, in a fuss. 

Fyle, to soil, to dirty. 

FyVt, soiled, dirtied. 

Ga', the gall 

Gab, the mouth To gab, to 
speak fluently 
Gaberlunae, a beggar. 

Gae, to go GcCe, gave. 

Gaed, went 
Gaen or Gone, gone. 

Gael at Gate, way; maimer. 

' 1 gaed a waefu* gate yestreen,' 
'And may they never lesju the gaets 
Of other i^e, waniestfn' pets ' 

Gatp, to open wide 
Gatrs, slashes; coloured in- 
sertions. 

'My lady’s gown haa gaits upon’t ' 
Gang, to go; to walk, ' > 
Gangrel, a vagrant 
Gar, to compel, to make 
‘Ye gar the lasses he aspar ' 
Gar’f, compelled. 

Garten, garter. 

Gash, wise; sagacious ' 
Gat, got. , I , : „ 

Gate. See Gaet 

Gatty, failed m . strength; 

paunchy. . , . , , 

Gauae or Gausie, jolly; large. 
Gaud, goad; the plough- 
, staS.' ^ 

Gaudsmart, the dnver at the 
plough. • ' 

Gom», going. , 

Gaunt, to yawn. •, 
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Gawhte, a thoughtless and 
foolish person 

'Kovf cwl'ies. tawpifsdionks, and 
foo*« ’ 

Gavhes, pretty \i ell. 

Gear, wealth, goods. 

'And caii'cr detr b> e\en wile * 
Geek, to toss the head in 
scorn. 

Ged, a pike. 

Ged's-hole, a pool frequented 
by pike; metaphon- 
cally, the grave. 

* Wac s mo forjobiiic God's hole now.' 
Gentles, g?ntry. 

Gentry, tnm and elegant. 
Geordte, George. YellotJ 
Geordte, a guinea of 
King George's tunc. 

Get, a child; issue. 

Ghatst, ghost. 

Gte, to give; Gies, gives. 

Gied,gn.vc. Gien, given. 
Gie's, give us. 

Gif, if. 

Gi/fte, diminutive of gift. 

' O a ad some power (he ciftio me ns * 
Gieteis, giggbng maidens. 
Guhe, dumnutive of gitl. 
Gilpey, a young girl. 

Gtmmer, a two-year-old ewe. 
in, if; by. 

'I'll anidcr be sin sommer. Sir ' 

Gtpsey, gipsy; ahvelyyonng 
girl . 

Girdle, a round plate of 
metal for finng cakes on. 
' The \ cira Slidle sane ’ 
Gim, to gnn. 

Gtrr, a hoop 
Gf», the face 

jJaihit, foohsh; thoughtless. 
Glatae, smooth and shining. 
Glaum, to clutch. Glaum’d, 
clntdied. 

Gled, a hawk; the kite. 

eSlfmitf. tL grlnmnir coal. 


Gleg, sharp; quick 
Gley, to squmt; o5 the 
straight 

Glci^d, squint-eyed. 

Gleyde, an old horse. 

Ghb, ready. 

Gkb-gabbit, with ready 
tongue. 

Ghnt, to shine bnefiv. 
Glinted, went bnghdv 
past. 

Gloamii, gloanung; tm- 
hght. 

'And darker slo-uain* bronsht (he 
niEhl ‘ 

Glowr, to stare; a stare in 
wonder. 

*1 glo'rr'd as I'd wen a warlock ' 

Glowrtn’, staring with won- 
der. 

Glunch, to hown; to sulk. 
Goavau, gaaing vacantl}*. 
Gotten, got 

Gowan, the wild or mountain 
daisy. 

Gowany lea, daisied lawn. 
Gowd, gold. 

Gowden, golden. 

Goudspink, the goldfinch. 
Gowff, the game of golf; a 
doll, h^vy stroll 
Goaffin’, dnving hither and 
thither 

Gowk, the cuckoo; a foolish 
person. 

Gowl, to howL 
Graff, the grave. 

Grain or Gram, groan 
Graip, a pronged implement 
used in £um work 
Graith, harness 
Grannie, grandmother 
Gree, to agree; snpenonty 
To bear the g/ee, to win 
the victory. 

Gredt, agreed. 

Greet, to weep 
Greetin’, weeninir. 
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Grien, to long for; to covet ^ 
‘That gnens for the loaves and fishes 


Gneve, farm overseer 
Gnppet, seized hold of. 
Gnssle, gristle 

Gnt, great Grti folk, great 
folks. 


Groamn'-maui, the handsel 
dnnk at a Child’s birth 
Grosa, a gooseberry. 
Gruesome, ill-favoured. 
Grumphte, a sow. 

Grun‘, the ground, ground. 
GruTtstane, grindstone 
Gmntte, the snout, the face 
Grufuts, the mouth or snout. 


‘She digbts her gninne tn’ a 
bosbioo ' 


Grushte, thick; of large 
growth 

Gude or Gutd, good, the 
Supreme Being. 

Gude e’en, good evemng. 
Gstdefather, father-m-law 
Gudeman, husband; master. 
Gude motma', good moroing. 
Gudemaiher, mother-in-law 
Gudes, goods, commodities. 
Gude-unllte, with good will 
Gude^Ute-uiaueht, a dnnk 
With nght good will. 

'Well tak a n^t gad»wiUie- 
Tiaucbt ' 

Gullu or GuUy, a large kmfe. 
GuJravage, a^^draid; a not. 
Gumlte, muddy. 

Gumption, sense, under- 
standing 

Gusty, tasteful; full 
Gutcfur, grandfather. 
Gut^raper, fiddler 


JETa’, hall 

Ha’-Biito, hall-Bible. 

The big ha’-Bible. ance his father's 
pnde’ 

Raddle, a haddock. 

R addin’, house; home 


have; to accept Haen, 
had. Hae’t, have it 
Hoef, the least thing. Fient- 
haei, nothing at all 
Haffet, the side of the head. 
Rafflin, a good-sized lad 
Haffltns, half-way 
Hag, a scar, an unseemly 
female 

Haggis, an oatmeal pudding. 
Ham, to save; to spare 
Hairst, harvest 
Hatih, a petty oath. 

Hatvers, nonsense. 

'Wi' claivers and baivers. 
Wearing the day aiva' 

Hed’ or HM, hold; posses- 
sion 

Hale, whole; healthy, well 
Hallan, partition between the 
door and the fire-place. 
Hallan-shaker, a sturdy 

Halltons, rogues 
Haltowe’en, Hallowmas Eve. 
Holy, holy. 

Hame, home Homely, home- 
ly. fanuhax. 

Han’, oand. 

Han’-breed, a hand-breadth. 
Han'-waled, carefully ' se- 
lected by hand 
Hangtt, banged 
Hansel, a first gift. 
Hansel~throne, a throne new- 
ly inhented. 

Hap, a wrap, to cover over. 
Hap, hazard. lU-hap, 
lU-nazard. 

Hopper, hopper, the hopper 
of a mill 

Happm’, bopping. 
Hop-step-aw4oup, hop, dap, 
and leap 

Hangcds, heart, hver, and 
lungs. 

Harkit, hearkened. 

Ham, a coarse hnen doth. 

'Her cutty sark o' Faislevham.' 
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Jlatiis, brajus 

Hash, to smash; a big;, awlc- 
\\ard fellow. 

Hand, hold. 

/fail/, half 

Haughs, low-lying lands, 
meadows 

'Lclhn!;k} n'lc it the Inoclis adorn ' 

Havit, to drag roughly. 
Ilamlm*, dragging rotighlv 
Haiivcr-meal, liall-grounri 
meal. 

Havcrel otHnvctil, a half-wit 
Havtns, good manners; com- 
mon sense. 

‘Put somo hniins in Ins breast ' 

Hawhte, a cow. 

Hea^it, heaped. 

Ilcch, an exclamation of 
ivondcr 

HecH, promised. 

Heckle, a flax comb, to 
Question 
Heekiebttme, hell 
HcelS’Ow.e-gowdie, heels over 
body, topsy-turvy. 
Hcese, to lift up: to elevate 
Heft, haft, handle 
‘The Sia} bans j ct s.ack to the heft ’ 

Hatch or Hetgh, high. 
Hetn-shtn'd, in-shinned. 

’’ fllttu, helm 
Hcft'bioa, hen-broth. 

‘Kate sits >’ the ccuk, snpjnn* hen- 
btoo ' 

Heiitn', herring 
Heny, to rob, to plunder. 
Hersel, herself 
Het, hot 
Hettgb, a hollow. 

TIettk, a book 
Hte, high 
Hitch, to hobble. 

Htney, honey Htnny, sweet 
Htng, io hang. 

Htrple, io u-alk haltingly. 

Afe t*A /InilP * 


Htrlpin', limping. 

Iltrsel, a flock of sheep 
Htsste, a lively} ounguoman. 
Hoast, a cough 
' Colie Cnps, and barkin' boast 
Hodden-gray, coarse gray 
woollen cloth 
Hoditn', hobbling. 

‘Here faroicrs pash m nain* itnitb, 
Gncd boddi.i bj (htir cotters ’ 

Haggle, diminutive of hog 
Hog-score, the distance hne 
in carhng 

Hog-shoutker, to Jostle with 
the shoulder. 

Hoodte-ctaw, the hooded 
crow, 

Hool, the husk or outer skin. 
* Pair Lecaie's heart maist lap the 

BOOl ' 

Hoalte, softly. 

Hoard, hoard; to hoard 
Homte, with horns, the 
devil 

Hatch, to fidget 
llotcVd, fidgeted. 

‘And notch d and blcn vn'miSbtard 
mBJn ' 

HongUmagandie, fornication. 
Hon'd, swelled 

‘Sonio ill'brcmi dnnk bad bov’d 
her wamc. ' 

Howdte, a midwife, 

IlotM, a hollow. 

Hotae-backit, hollow-backed, 
ifoiaes, hollows 
Howf, a place of common 
resort 

Howkit, digged 
Howlct, an owl. 

Hoy, to urge. 

Hoy't, urged 

‘Thej hoy't oQt Will ni’sair advice ' 
Hoyte, to amble awkwardly 
Hulltons, slovens 
Htmder, a hundred 
Hunkers, with hams on heels. 

' tTnon bis bunkers bended ' 
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, Hurcheoti, a hedgehog. 
Hmdtes, the hips, the 
crupper 

Hurl, to roll over, to drive 
down 

Hur?’t, roUed over; driven 
down 

SnsAtoit, a footless stocking. 
Hyie, mad, crazy. 

‘Tbeir itching, cursed, dchoious 
blinkers, 

Hee put me byte,* 

r,in 

Icket, an ear of corn 
ler’oe, a great-grandchild 
Ilk or Ilka, each, every. 
Ill-deedte, mischievons. 

Ill o’t, had at it 
llUtatn, ill-taken 
Ill-mll, bad nature, spite 
TU-mlVd, bad-natured, spite- 
ful , 

Ill-mllte, mahcious 
Indenttn’, mdentunng 

genius, ingenuity. 
*Ana' that kenn'dhim round declared 
He had ingmc ' 

Ingle, the fire, the fireside 
Ingle-lowe, the flame of the 
fire 

I rede ye, I warn ye, I ad- 
vise ye 

r50,lshBU; IwiU 
Isna, IS not 

‘AhNtckI ah Nick! itisnafair’ 
I&ier, other. 

Itsel, itself, 

\ 

t 

Jad or Jaud, a jade 
Jade or Jauds, jades 
Jag, to pnck 
Jauk, to dally, to tnfle. 
Jauktn’, trifling 
Jaunet, idle tafir. 

Jaup, to bespatter; to 
splash 

Jaw, to pour out forcefully, 
coarse raillery. 


Jaw-hole, a deep trench for 
fool water 

Jtllei, a Jilt; a giddy girl 
‘ ^ jillct brsjc his heart at last ' 
Jtmp, slender. 

Jingle, rhyme. ' 

‘Hameb, wastkn, imgle ’ 
JinAtn', jinghng. 

Jink, to dodge; to fnsk 
Jtnker, a gamester 
Jtnktn', dodging 
Jirkentt, a bodice 
Jirt, to squirt. 

Jo, a sweetheart. 

‘Thou canst love another jo ’ 
Joeieleg, a large clasp-knife. 
Joktn‘, joking 

Jouk, to duck, to stoop 
suddenly. 

*I ]ouk beneath nusfortune's blow 
Jow, to swing with sound 
hke a large bdl. 

Jumpt, jumped. 

Junate, to jostle. 

Jurr, a servant lass. 

Kae, a daw 
Katl, colewort; broth. 
Katl-blade, leaf of the cole- 
wort 

Ratl-guUte, cabbage^knife 
Kail^nt, stem of the cole- 
wort. 

Kam, penalty; rent. 
liebare, rafters 
* He ended, and the hebars shenk ' 
Kebbuck, a cheese . 

JCeckle, to cadde 
Keek, a sly look, to peep 
Keektn’ -glass, a lotwng- 
glass 

Keektt, peeped , 

Keel, red chalk 
Keeptt, kept 
Kelpte, a water-demon, 

Ken, to know 
Kenna, know not 



I 


622 GLOSSARY 


Kenmn*, knowing; in small 
degree A kenmn' wrang, 
a little wrong. 

Kent, a shepherd’s stafi. Wt’ 
keat end eolhe, with 
staff and dog. 

Kent, knew. 

Kep, to catch. 

Ket, a fleece 

“Wi’ tawtet ket and haizv hips.' 

Ktaugh, anxiety. 

Ktlt, to tuck up; a short 
slart. 

Ktmmer, a girl. 

I’m tanldthey'n lo’esome kiinmen.' 

K%n, kindred. 

Ktn\ kind 

Kitahn’, cuddhng; fondling. 

Ktnira, country. 

' Though he uras hred to kintia watk.' 

Kinira eaoser, a travelhng 
stalhon 

Ktm, a chum; to chum; a 
harvest-home. 

Ktrsen, to chnsten. 

K*st, a chest. 

Kitchen, meat or rehsh eaten 
with bread 

Ktfh, kindred 

Kittle, difScult; to tickle. 

KitUtn', a kitten, tickhng. 

Knaggte, with nobs 

Kn^, to stnke neatly on the 
top. ‘ 

Knapptn’-hammer, a ham- 
mer for brealong stones 

Knowe, a hillock. 

Knurl, a churl 

Kye, lone; cows. 

Kyle, the central portion of 
Ayshire. 

Kyte, the belly. 

Kyf^, reveal; to show. 

Laddie, diminutive of lad 

Lade, a load 


Laggen, the angle within, 
between the side and' 
bottom of a cask 
Lttggen-gtrd, the end hoop of 
a cask 
Laigh, low. 

Latr, leanung; lore; mud, 
the grave 

*It kmdles wit, it waokens lair ’ 

' Hen Robin lies m his last lair ' 
Ltttrd, propnetor (generally 
landowner). 

Latne, muddy, miry. 

Lattk, loatb. 

Lattkfu', loathfuL 
Lallan or Lalland, lowland. 

*Gnid brud lallans ' 
Lallans, lowlands; lowland 
tongue. 

Lammas moon, harvest moon 
Lamtme, diminntive of lamb, 
term of endearment to a 
child 

LamM, limpet. 

Lon, l^d 
Lane, lone. 

Lang, long. 

Lang syne, long ago. 

Lap, leapt; apron 
Lasste, (ummutive of lass. 
Lave, the rest. The lave, the 
others. 

'What’s aft mair than a* die lave ’ 
Lav’roeh, the lark. 

Lamn‘, score; reckomng 
‘Gndenife, oount the lawm ' 
Lea, grass land; pasture 
Lea\ leave 
Lea-ng, grass ndge. 

Leal, loyal, true. 

'Hearts leal, and warm, and kind ’ 
Lear, learning; lore. 

Leddy, lady. 

Lee, to tell a he, also grass 
land. 

Lee^lang, hve-long. 
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Letsme, pleass.nt 
Leeze me, a phrase of ea- 
dearment 

' Leas sae on tbee, RoW 
Leister, a fish-speSr 
Leugh, did lau^ 

Lmet, castrated 
£tcfi,tobeat; tolapmththe 
tongtte 

Lu^i, beaten; lapped mfh 
thetongoe 
£tc%s, a beating 

' Moor a Mow Sat his helR ’ 
Is/l, the shy; a load. 

Lilt, a time, to smg 
Lmmer, a low troman 
Lmpet, limped 
Link, to tap lightly. L»«- 
kt« , tappmg along. 

'And hatet at it m hec saik ' 
Lt»tt,amter^; a cascade. 
Ltni, flax. Lint the bell, 
flax in the flower. 

Ltttite, the linnet. 

Lint^kste, flaxen-colonted. 

‘ lasna tn' tb« Imt-wbite locks ' 
Lippen, to trust. 

Lipp'd, tmsted. 

Lopin’, inU to tae brim. 
Lmn'i living. 

f^on, loaning: a pnvate 
road to a farm. 

I>o’ed, loved. Lo'esome, Iove> 
some 

£00/, the pahn of the hand. 
‘Heased on high my wankit loot.' 
Zeosowe, lovesoma 
Loot, let 

Losh, an exdamation of 
wonder. 

Lotm, a low fellow. 
i^p or Lovap, leap. 

Lout or Loot, to stoop down. 
Lowe, a flame, 
lowm*, flaming. 

£oibmi’ -drouth, burning desire 
for drink. 


Lovm, quiet 
Lome, to untie. 

*An' lowsed bis lU-tonga'di wicked 
serai* 

Litelae, dame; matron 
Lt^, the ear. 

Lugget, having cars 
Lvggie, a wooden dish with 
bandies 
Litm, chimn^. 

‘Till tuff I It started up the lum ' 
XuMf, a column of smoke; to 
smoke. 

Lmtin', smoking. 

Luppeti, leaped. 

Lttve, love. 

Lyart, gxwy. 

‘His lyart fasfiets westing flun and 
bare* 

Jlfog, more 

Maggot s-meat, food for the 
worms 

Mahaun, Satan 
Matleu or ilfatltn, a farm. 
Mmhe, JffoUy. 

Matr, more. 

Moist, most; almost, 
ilfaft, make; ^pe 
Mttt^, among 
Manse, a mimster's house. 
Monteel, a mantle 
ilf orA, merk (a Scottish coin), 
-mue tmrteen shiUu^ 
and fouipence 

'He gied me thee, o' tce]^ clear. 
And fifty mark 

Mar’s year, the year 1715. 
Mashlum, mixed, com. 
Maskin'-pat, a teapot. 
Maiukin, a hare. 

Mam, must, ilfauntta, must 
not 

Maui, malt 
Mams, the thrush. 

Maw, to mow. Mowin’, 
mowing. 

flfcnon, mown, a basket 
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Maybe, perhaps 
Meat, mare 

Methle, Mtckle, or Muckle, 
big; much. 

‘And twice as mcikle’s a’ that * 
Melder, amount of grain 
, sent to the mill to be 
ground 

‘Ilka melder wi’ the miller. 

Thou sat as long as thou had siller 

MeU, a mallet, to meddle. 
‘Melvte, to soil with meal 
Men*, to mend. 

Mense, mann^; sense, de- 
comm 

Menseless, mde; unman- 
nerly. 

Merle, the blackbird 
Messan, a mongrel cur. 

Mess John, the pansh 
minister. , 

Midden, a dunghill 
Mtdden-creels, dung-baskets. 
Midge, a gnat. , ' 

Mim, pnm 

Mtm-mou’d, pnm-mouthed, 
or pi erase speech. 
MtnaiOae, a mindet.' 

Minnie, mother. 

Mirk, dark 

* O mirktmirki is this midnifiht hour.* 
Mfsna', ,misc^; abuse with 
.the tongne. 

Miskanter, mishap; disaster 
Mtskar'd, mischievous, un- 
mannerly. 

‘I wad be kittle to be misleax^d ’ 
Mtss'f or Mist, missed. 
Mtsieidt, mistook 
Mither, mother. 
Mixite-mavfie, confusedly 
mixed. 

Mteeled, speckled, 
ikfom; or Many, many 
Mools, mould, the grave 

and mell, associate 
with 


Mon’, mouth 
Moudiwart, a mole 
Mouste, diminutive of mouse, 
Muste, dimmutive of muse 
Mushn-katl, bcefless broth 
Mutchkitt, an Enghsh pint 
Mysel, mysdf. 

Jlfystic-knots, entanglements 
made "by ' the bndes- 
maids on the bnde’s 
night-dress, so compli- 
cated as to be veiy 
difficult to untie. 

Na or Nae, no 
Naebody, nobody 
Naething or Natthing, no- 
thing 

Natg, a horse, a nag. 

* When I downa yoke a naiff, 

Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg ’ 

Nane, none , 

Nappy, strong ale. 

Neebors, neighbours 
Negleekit, neglected 
Neist or Niest, next 
Neuk, nook. 

Neva-ca’d, newly draven, 
newly calved 

Niek, to indent, ito cut mto, 
to break. 

Niok, a name for the devil 

*AnId Homie^ Satan, Nick, or 
Clootie' 

Niekie-Ben, the devil 
Niekef or Nickit, cut into, 
broken oil 

Nick-nackets, cunosiiies. 
Niest, next. 

Nieve or Nief, the first. 
Nievefu', a fistful, 

Niffer, exchange. 

Nit, a nut. 

Noeht, nothing. 

Noddle, brain 
Not land, northland. 

Nawte, cattle 

'To thrum (jnitais and feehl wi 
Bowte ' 
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O) Oh! Och I Oohone • es- 
damatioDS of distress 
or longing 

O'erlay, wrap, coverlet 
O'erword, ref^n, a phrase 
of^ repeated 
Ome or Otty, any 
Orra, odd, extra 
Orra duddtes, auperflnons 
doldies 
O’t, of it 
Oagii, anght 

Oughthns, anght in the least 
0«ne, drooping, duvenng. 
Ourseh, onrselves. 

Oufler, unhoused 
'The dei], or dss an cutler quej ' 
Ower or Owre, over 
Ot05Sft, oxen 
Oxier, armpit. 

Oxter d, earned or supported 
under the atm 

Pack, intimate, famihar 
Pack, twelve stones of wool 

Scores o’ lanths, and packs svoo 

PatdJe, to paddle 
Paidl'd, pad^d 
We trra Iia'e paidl'd in the bum ' 
Paxnch or Paunch, stomach. 
Paxinck, a partndge. 

Pang, to cram 

' Pangs us fn' o’ knowledge ' 
Panshen, the parish. 
Pamfeh, porridge 
Pat, pot; to imt. 

Pattle, a plough spade 
Pau^ty, haughty 
Pttitkie, Pauky, or Pawkte, 
artful - sly 
■Pay*#, paid 
Pechan, the stomach. 

' E'n the ha’ folk fill their pechan. 
Peckin', panting, blowing 
•Pe«iiy-/ge, small wages 
Pexiny'weep, small beer 
BP. 


Pet, a favourite 
Phtlabeg, a Highland kilt. 
Phxaise, fair speech 
Phratstn’, flattenng. 

Pibroch, a martial bagpipe 
air 

Ptckle, a small quantity; a 
gmn of com 
‘She gies the herd a picMe nits 
- Ptgxny scraper, an under- 
sized nddler 

Pine or Pyne, pain; torture 
Ptngle, trouble 
Ptntstoup, a two-quart 
measure. 

Flack, an old Scots com, 
^ual to the third part 
of an English penny 
Flackless, pennyless 
Plaiden, coarse woollen cloth 
Plaidte, diminutive of platd 
Flew or Pleugh, plough 
Pltskte, a tnck 
Plumptt, plumped 
Pocks, -vi^ets, meal bags. 
Poind, to distrain; to seize. 
Poorhth, poverty. 

Poste, a garland 
Pouch, pocket 

Pot^d, Pou’t, or Pu'd, pulled. 
Pouk, to poke, to pluck 
Poufnt, pulpit 
Pound, a hare or cat 
Pont, a chicken 
Panther, powder 
Poiv, the head, the poll. 
Pomite, a pony 
Free or Pne, to taste 
‘ Rab and Allan cam to pree 
Preen, a pm 
Pxtef, proof 
Prent, print 
Pngg, to haggle. 

Priggin’, hagglmg. 

Primsie, precise 
Propone, to propose 
Puddockstools, toad-stools. 
Pi'nd, a pound 
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Pyei, & tnai;pte. 

Pyfe, to pjcV 

{(■If iPCTilj r bxBi** vfp*|| p)Ve/« 

Pytei, grains 
J*vstle^ cpi&lic. 

Oitairlf a (lnnktng>cup 
Qt4aif,, quad:, the cry of a 
duck 

Quai, quit, quitted, 
Quaufiin\ qualnng. 

Ottrati, a jourif uoman; a 
lav.. 

«0'» ® >oiing cott. 

.«o', quoflK 

Jfadr, rodi* 

Ifaep, a rope 

liie ragwort 

Railttf, to rattle off non- 
Kcn&r 

liatt, to roar i?fl’»iw', roar- 
ing. 
ro-c 

Jiatte, to madden. 

Ptttt. fettled, fatigued, otcr- 
powered. 

liamgunsl wh, rugged. 

' Oarnni»,aasb«eh, elatii eudsain 

Ratrf n', lugiug in action 
Kam-’tian., forward, thought- 
less 

Raitdtc or Raitdy, quarxcl- 
somc ; a shrewish 
woman 

‘AaisdiC, rwifircl bodici * 
Raht, an unsktllcd song: to 
rollick 

Ranim’, joj'ous; free 
Rants, merry meetings 
Rafdoch, home-spun doth. 
Rash, a rusli. 

‘ \s feckless IS a tniher'd nsh ’ 
Rash-buss, a bush of rushes 
I Rattan or Rattan, a rat 
i Ravhle, rash; fearless 

SrAtlnnrl fine n ntiftTs* lAni'im * 


Raught, reached. 

Ram, a row 
Rav, to stretch. 

Reatn, cream; froth 
Reamin', bnxn full and froth- 
ing 

Reave, to rob; to take by 
force 

Rehute, rebuff; rebuke 
Reeh, heed 

Red or Rede, to advise, 
counsel. 

*I tAl le week uk care o’ eealtfc 
See llirre’^ n 

Red-tfcats, bnrzune turfs 
Red-vfit-shod, waJLiDg in 
blood 

Red-mud, stark mad 
Reek, smoke; to smoke. 
Reelin’, bmoldng 
Reehit, smoked 
Reel, a dance; to spin. 
Reestit, scorched; refused to 
go 

Remead, remedy. 

Respecktt, respected. 

Rickie, a heap 
Riddle, a sieve; a puzzle. 
Ricf-ravdies, sturdy thieves 
Rig, a ndge 

Ptggtn', toof-frec, the roof 
Rtgitooate, coarse, sapless, 
and tough; the rope or 
chain that crosses the 
saddle of a horse's har- 
ness to support the 
shafts of a carb 

*Kii!nood(Dhai$5.wad spean a foil* 

JRi», rnn 

Ri^, a handful of un- 
threshed com 
Ripfhn'-hame, a fla’t-comb 
Riskit, cracked. 

‘Till •iprutj kaowes wad raii't and 
ri«kil * 

Rive, to tear, to burst 
Rives, tears 
Rives’t. tears it. 
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Rock or Roke, a distaS 
RoeA»ff’,asmEdl social gather- 
ing, at which the women 
spin on the rock, or 
weave a stocking 
Roose, to praise; to flatter. 
Raosfy, naty 
Roun’, ronnd 
Roufi, sale by auction 
Roupet, hoarse, as with a 
cold 

Row, to roll, to wrap 
Row’f, rolled, roll it 
Rowte, to low, to bellow. 
Rowih, abundance 
Rowtkte, having plenty 
Roxet, rosin 

Rttmblo-gumpiton, common 
sense 

Ruthdnk, downright devils 
R«ng, a cudgel 

‘ Sh«'s mst a devil wi’ a tnng * 
RunkJed, wnnlded 
Runt, the stalk of the cab- 
bi^e or cdlewort 
Ryke, to reach. 

‘ Let me ryke up to di^t that tear.’ 

to sob. 

y/i’ and sabs she thns besan 

Sabbti, sobbed 
Sae, So 
Safi, soft 

Sflir, sore, to serve 
Satrly, sorely. 

Satr’f, served 
sat, shall 

Sang, song, did sing 
Sark, a smrt 

Sark'f, provided with shirts 
Satwy, proud, offish, scorn- 
ful 

Sough, the willow 

“®*®^-n»0(ites,willow-wands 

Sam, soul 

Saunt, saint 

|o«f, salt 

Sttiit-^ackets, salt-boxes 


Sato, to sow 

Sax, Six Saxiy, sixty 

Saxpence, sixpence 

‘Hale breeks, sazpenee, and a 
bannoek * 

Scatfh, hurt, damage. 
Scauld, a scold, to scold 
5ea«f,to scare; a jutting chfi 
Scour’d, lightened 
Seho, she 

‘Gnid faith, quoth sebQ> I doubt ye. 
sir’ 

Scone, a soft, flat cake 
Scanner or Scunner, toloathe, 
to sicken with disgust. 
Scratch or Skratch, to scream 
Seraichtn’ or Skratchm’, 
screaming; calhng 
hoarsdiy. 

Screed, to tear, a rent, to 
rattle off. 

Sertech, Senegh, at Sknegh, 
to screech 

Scrteclnr^, screeching 
Scneve, to rant, to talk or 
wnte freely 

Scrtemn', ghding gleefully 
Senmp, scant 
Scnmpft, scanty 
Scroggte or Scioggy, thickly 
grown with stunted 
shrubs 

Sculdudd’ry, obscemty, for- 
mcation 
See% see it 
Sel, self 

SeJl't, sold, sell it. 

Sen’, send 

Sets, becomes Sets her weel, 
becomes her well 
Sets off, goes away 
Setfhn’, setthng 
Shackl’d, ^pdess 

'How her new shoon fit her aold 
shaoU’d feet ’ 

Shatrd, a shred 
Shangan, a cleft stick 

' He’ll clap a shangan on her tad ’ 
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Shanks, lcg<b Skaitl' it, walk 
it 

Shanna, shiUl not 
Shaul, sliallow 
Shaver, a barber, a wag 
Shavte, a tnck, an ilMurn 
Shttw, show, a wooded delL 
Shearer, a reaper 
Sheep-shank-baue , 'thinks 
htmsel nae sheep-shank- 
bane,’ thinks himself a 
person of no small im- 
portance 

Sheers or Sheats, scissors. 
Sheugh, a trench, a wide 
ditch 

Sheuk, shook 

Shtel or Shtelin', a hut; a 
shepherd's cottage, a 
shelter 
Sbtll, shnU 

Shag, a shock; to shake 
* An' filed the infant wartd a shog ' 

Shoots, shovels 
Shoon, shoes 

Shore, to offer, to threaten. 
Short-syne, a short time ago. 
ShouUfia, should not. 
Shouther, shoulder 
Shttre, snore 

S\c, such Stccan, such-hke. 
Sie-hke, such as 
tcher, secure, steady 
idehns, sidelong, slanting. 
tllet, silver, money in 
^neral 

'Thou sat as lanfi as thou had aillor ' 

Simmer, summer 
Sm', Since Stn'-syne, since 
then 

Sindry, asunder 
Skaith, hurt, damage 
Sketgh, high-mettled, proud. 
Skellum, a worthless fellow. 

‘blie uuld thee weel thou nast a 
skellnm 


Skelptc-hmmer, afemalescold 
Skelptn’, striking; walking 
rapidly, or running with 
sounding steps 
Skelptt, humed forward. 
Sktnktn , thin-hke soup, 
watery. 

Sktnkhn’, sparkling, a small 
porfioo 

Skirl, to sbnek 

'Skirl up the Bangor ' 

Skirl't, shrieked 
Sklent, slant 
Sklented, slanted 
Skoath, range, scope 
Skrtegh, scream 
Skyrm', flanng 
Skyte, to eject forcibly; a 
w'orlhlcss fellow. 

Slade, did shde. 

Slae, the sloe 

Slap, a breach in a fence, a 
gale 

Slaw, slow 

Slee, sly Slee'sf, slyest 
Sleektf, sleek, sly 
Sliddery, slippery 
Sloken, to slake, to quench 
tmrst 

Slype, a wet furrow 
Sky pet, slipped 
Siypet o'ei, fell over without 
noise 

Sma', small 

Smeddttm, sense, mettle. 
Smeek, smoke 

‘Filled ni' hDas^proloklnfi stneeh' 

Smiddy, a smithy 
Smooi’d, smothered 
Stnoutie, smutty, sooty 
Smytne, a huddled collection. 
* A su} trie o’ w ee duddie weans ‘ 

Snakin’, sncakti^ 

Snappei, to stumble in wallc- 
ing 

Snash, abusive address; un- 


CI..74. M mIm.% 
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Snow, saonr 

Snaw-broo, melted snavr. 
Smme or S»an^, snowy. 
Sneck, tbe latch oi a door. 
Sned, to crop, to Im oS 
Snccsfttn‘*mtU, snn&hox. 
Snttt, tatter, biting 
bmek, a latch 

Smck-A'amn’, trick con> 
tnving 

Sntrt, to snigger 
Smrtls, a sly laugh 
Snoot, to cnnge, sneak 
Snoooe, to go forward creep- 


Snooo'a or Snoov’t, sneaked 
forward 

Snoakit, snufied and pryed 
wilh the nose 
Sodger or Soger, a soldier. 
SoKsts or SoM^, ]oUy, ample 
Soom, to swim. 

Soar, sour 

Sough or Stfgh, a light breeze, 
a heavy sigh 
Sotik, to suck. 

Souple, supple 
Voider, a uoemaker. 

Sowp, a spoonful, a small 
^ quantity 

\Vi stnrpa g' kail and brats o’ claes 


Sowtk, to whistle or hum ov 
atone 

Smother, to sdlder, to ma' 
un 

™ ^vine, to foreteU 
chips, sphnters. 
Spairge, to bespatter 
sparing 
ipM, spake 

a sudden flood 
Spaut, a hmb 
Sfime, the spavin. 

Hio' bmpia' wi* tbe spavie 


Svante’#, having the spavin. 
Sf^an, to wean 
Speel, to chmb 


Speer or Spier, to inquire, to 
ask 

Spence, the parlour 
Spinmn-grmth', wheel and 
rock and hnt 
flatter, splutter 
Splemhan, a tobacco pouch. 

‘Detl mak his Kins's-hood in a 
Bplencban ' 

S^Iore, a ftohc, not 
SprachVd, scrambled 
Sprattle, to scramble, to 
struggle 

SpreckVd, speckled 
5^rt«ig, ahvelytnne: adance 
Spnt, a ]omt-leaved rush 
^nttu, full of spnt roots 
Sprusk, spruce 

fire; mettle, a spark 
Spunkte, full of spint, fiery; 

the will-o'-tltt-wisp 
SpurOe, a pot-stick for stir- 
nng pomdge or broth 
Squad, a squadron 
SquaUer, to flutter in water. 
SqttaMe, to squat; to crawl 
Squeel, to scream 
Stacker, to stagger 
Stacher’d or Stacher'f, stag- 
gered 

Stack, stuck, a rick of hay 
or com 

Staggte, diminutive of stag 
Sfaig, a young horse 
Stan’, stand; a stand. 

Siam, a stone 
Stang, sting; stung 
Stank, a pool of standing 
water 

Stap, step, to stop, stave 
Stark, strong 
Siam, stars 

5(armss,diminutive of stat ns 
Sfauktn’y stalkmg, ivallung 
with digmty 
Staumrel, haU-witted 
Stttv), a stall, stole, to sur- 
feit 
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Stfcf, to cram 

cramming; panting 
M ith repletion 
Sterk, to sliut, a shtcli 
Sterr, stir, to stir 
Steevr, firm, compacted 
SteJI, a still 

S/CH*, to leap; to rear, as a 
liorse 

Steiitrdi erected, set on high 
Strnls, dues, assessments. 
Stey, steep. Steyest, steepest. 
Sfthhle, stubble 
Sttrh-titi'slawt, totalh, al- 
together 

‘ i oik tboiifilit ihcni ruined clickin' 
Mo»p 

SUU, a crutch 

Shmpart, the eighth part of 
a bushel 

Sitrh, a young bullock or 
heifer. 

Stack, a plant of cabbage or 
colcwort 

Stpchtn’, stocking. 

Stalled OT Staiter'd, staggered; 

iialkcd stupidly. 

Siook, a set of twelve sheaves 
Slot, an 03C 

Stound, a sudden pang of the 
heart 

Staup or Stovcp, a measure 
with a handle for serv- 
ing hguids 

Stoure, dust in motion; ex- 
citement. 

This d-iv the kirk kicks up u stoura i 

Stout le, dusty 
Stowhns, by stealth. 

Stoum, stolen 
Stoyte, to stagger 
Strode, strode 
Shoe, straw 

Shoe-death, natural death 
(death in a straw bed). 
5traiff, to stroke Sfrathi, 
stroked 


Strappin', tall and hand- 
some. 

Straugkt, straight 
Stravagiu', wandering with- 
out aim 

Streek, to stretch Strerkit, 
stretched 

Sinddle, to straddle 
Sirottti’l, spouted forth ; 
pissed 

*An «icain't on gianp« sn* hUlccti' 
wi* him * 

Stroup, the spout. 

Shunt, spirituous hgnor of 
any land; to swagger 
Studdte, an annl 
Stnmpie, diminiitii c of 
slump 

Stmt, trouble, xcxation 
Styme, a ghmmcr of hgbt. 

I •caree eonld m ink. or •leo a ttime 

Sucker, sugar 
Slid or Skou'd, should 
Sugh Sec Sough 
Sumph, a soft, stupd fellow 
Sune, soon 

Sutlron, an Enghsbman 
Swatrd, sward, the smooth 
grass 

Swall'd, swelled 
Swank, tall and hthc 
Swankte, a strapping youth 
Swap, an exchange; te 
barter. 

Swarf, to swoon 
Swatch, a sample 
Swats, a new ale 
Sweer, lazy, extremely 
averse. 

Swinge, to lash; to whm 
Swill, a curl; an cddving 
blast or pool 

Swith, swift Swith awa', 
swiftly away 

Swither, to hesitate; doubt 
Sivoof, swore 
Swurd, sword 
Xvhnm. A vounv omon 
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Syne, then, since 

‘Was made lang siDSi Lord knows 
Dowlang* 


Tack, lease 
TacAets, shoe-nails 
Tae, toe Tae’d, toed 
'A ihtee-tas'd leister * 


Tasn, taken 

Taet or Teat, a small quan- 
tity 

Taxrge, to task, to cross- 
question 


‘1 on the qnestioas tairde them 
taShUr' 

Tak, take Tak tent, take 
care 

Takttt’ taking 
Tald or Taitld, told 
Tane, the one, as against 
Ttfher, the other. 

Tangle, sea-weed 
Tangs, tongs 
Tap, top 

Tapetless, without energy; 
heedless 

Taptnosf, topmost 

The veiia tapmosti tow’nnd height 
O Miss’s bonnet ’ 


Tappet-hen, a quart measure 
of whisky 

The tappet-hen gae bring her ben 


Tapsalteene, topsy-turvy 
Targe, a shield 
Tarry-ireeks, a sailor 
Tassie, a dnnking-cnp; a 
goblet, generally of sil- 


ver 

Tauld or Tald, told 
Tatme, tractable, quiet 
Hamely, tame, quiet, and cannie ’ 


Tawpte, a witless young 
woman. 

TaaM or Tatohe, matted 
togeflier 

Teen, provocation: veica- 
tion 


Teethin' a heckle, putting 
spikes in a hackle 
Tell’a, told. TeTltn’, telling 
Temper-pin, the regulating 
pm of a spinmng-wheel 
Ten-hours' -bife, a shght feed 
in the yoke between 
regular meals 
Tent, to take heed, mark 
Tentie, heedful; cautious 
Tentless, careless 
Tough, tough 
Tevghly, tonghly. 

Teuk, took 
Thach, fhatch 

Thack an’ rape, the covenng 
of a house or corn-stack, 
used as a simile for com- 
fortable mrcmnstances 

‘Tbaek an' rape secnre the tod-won 
crap ’ 

Thae, those 

ThatriAs, small guts; fiddle- 
stnngs 

Thanket or Thanhit, thanked. 
Thankfu’, thankfnl. 

Theekit, hatched 
Thegither, together. 

Themsels, themselves 
Thick, famihar Pack and 
thick, confidentially m- 
tunate. 

Thteveless, handless; for- 
bidding 

Thigger, a beggar. 

TJnggin’, begging 
Thir, these, opposed to Thae 
Thud, to thnU; to bond 
Thirl'd or Thrilled, bound 
Thole, to sn&r; to endure 

‘How thei maim thole a fectoc's 
snasb * 

Tholis, thou art 
Thowe, a thaw, to thaw 
Thowless, slack, useless ^ 
Thrang, throng; bnsy 
Thraj^le, the throat 
*See how sbe fetches at the thrapple' 
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Thravgf twenty-four sheaves 
of corn, in two shocks 
Throw, to twist, to contend 
Thravnn’, tivisting, con- 
tending 

Thrown, twisted, stubborn; 
contentious 

Threap or Threep, to argue: 
to maintain by dint ox 
assertion 
Thresh, to thrash 
Threshw’-tree, a fieiL 
Thretty, thirty 
Thnssie, tfaistie. 

'Faint Scoilaiid fiieetin* ow'r bet 
thnssie 

Throuiher or Throttgh^fher, 
ilurough other, pell- 
mdl, confusedly 
Thrum, hum 

Thrums, hums; the unweav- 
able threads at the end 
of a web 

Thud, a dull, heavy sound; 
a thump 

Thummart at Foumart, a 
pde-cat 

Thumpit, thumped 

ThysA, thyself 

TilVt, to it. Fa’ ttlVt, begin. 

‘ An*. Lord, if ance they pit ye tiB't ’ 

Ttrnmer, timber, a tree. 
Ttmmer-prop't, supported by 
timber 

Ttne or Tyne, to lose 
Ttnkler, a tmker 
Ttp or Toop, a ram. 

Ttppence, twopence 
Ttrl, to thrill, to stnp, to 
nng 

TtrVd at the ptn, knocked at 
the door 

Ttfbi/', uncovering 
Tether, the other 
Ttttte, a sister 

TtUUn’, whispenng and 
laughing 


Tocher, dowry; mamage 
portion 

My tooher’s the jewel has chirms 
for him * 

Tod, a fox. 

Toddle, to totter; to walk 
hke a child 

To-fa’, a building added, 
leaning to the first 
Toom, empty. 

Toop, a ram 

Totin, town; a farm-house 
Tottsie or Towsee, shaggy, 
unkempt. 

Tout, the mast of a horn or 
trumpet 

Tousle, to ruffle in romping 
To’ve, to have 
Tow, a rope; flax. 

Towmond, a twelvemonth. 
Toy, an did &shion of fe- 
male head-dress 
Toyfe, to totter, to walk hke 
an old man 

‘ We’ll loyte about wl* ane anilhcr ’ 

Trams, shafts 

Transmugnfy’d, metamor- 
phosed 

Trashtree, small trash. 

Trews, trousers. 

Tnekte or Trtehste, loll of 
tncks 

Triff, spuce; tnm. 

Tnnhhu’, tnckhng. 

Tnnle, the wheel of a barrow 
Trtntle, to roll, to trundle 
Tnpe, the stomach cooked 
for eating 

Troggers, hawkingmerchants 
Troggtn’, hawked wares 
Ttoke, to barter, to e\- 
ebange 

Trow, to beheve 
Trowth, troth; a petty oath 
Tryste, an appointment; a 
cattle fair 

Tug, raw hide, to pull 
'As e'er m tus or tow vas draivfl ’ 
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Tulyie or Tulztfi, a squabble; 
alight 

Tumbler-ttifieets, the vrhccls 
of a low cart. 

Tara, tao. 

Twa-tUee, a few. 

'Tioad, it would 

Tuial, twelve; twdve 
o'clock 

Twal-ptitl hawkte, a cow that 
yields twelve pints at a 
milking 

Twatt, the twelfth. 

Twang, twinge ' 

Tunn, to part with, to give 
up 

Twined, reft; twisted. 

Twtslle, a twist. 

Tyke, a dog 

Tyne, to lose 

Tysday, Tuesday. 

Tysday'teen, Tuesday in the 
evemng. 

Ufew, ml. 

Unehancie, dangerous 

Vnca, strange; uncouth, 
very. 

'Unco pack an* thick thcgithcr ' 

17hcos, wonders, news. 

Unfatdd, unfold 

Vnkend or Unkenn'd, un- 
known 

Vnaecar or Unstcker, inse- 
cure; uncertain. 

Vnshatih'd, unhurt. 

Upci", upon 

it 

usquaiae, water of life; 
whisky. 

‘ Wi’ usqnabac we’U face the deni ’ 

Vcdentine's dealing, drawing 
of names by lot on St 
Valentine's day. 

Vu^'nn’, vapouring 

joyous; proud. 

Vara or Verra, very. 


Virl, a ring. 

VtMe or Victual, grain. 
Vogie, well-pleased, vain. 

‘ And, wow. but I was voSie ’ 

Wa', walL 
Wab, web 
IVa&sfar, weaver. 

Wad, would; wager; wed. 
‘Ill wad a groat be gets his fainif.* 

Wadna, would not. 

Wadset, a mortgage. 

IVae, woe, sad 
Wae worth I woe befall ! 
Waefii, woefuL 
Waeju'-woodie, the gallows- 
tree; the hangman’s 
rope 

Waesacks / alas 1 
Wae‘s me 1 woe to me 1 O 
the pity. 

Wa*~flower, wallflower. 

Waft, weft, wool. 

Wair or Ware, to spend 
Watr’f, spend it, spent. 
WaiVt-on, spent on. 

Wale, choice, to choose 
WaTt, chose; chosen. 

Waite, ample, jolly, large. 

' Clap m hiS walie nieve a blade ' 

Wahe I an exclamation of 
distress 

'O^alie' walie I up yon bank’ 

Wedlop, to struggle convul-. 

avely; to wmp. 

Wame, the belly. 

Wamefu’, a bellyful.' 

Wan, won 

Wanchancte, unlucky. 
Wanrestfu’, restless 
Wark, work. 

Wark-lume, a tool to work 
with. 

Warl’ or Warld, world ' 
Warld’s^mrm, a miafir- 
Warloch, a wizard. 

WarVy, worldly. 
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Warratf, Trairant. 

Warsle or Warsfle, to wrestle. 
Warsted or Warstled, wres- 
tled. 

Worst, worst. 

Wasna, was not. 

Wat, wet I wat, I know. 
Wat na, wot not 
Wat-shod, wet-shod 
Wattle, a twig. 

Waubh, wobble; to red 
Waught, a copious dunk 
Wattken, awake; to awakexL 
Wauhentw, awakening 
Wauhet, thickened. 
Wauhet-toof, a palm thick 
ened by toil 

'I beaved on high my mniket loaf * 

Waukin', waking. 

Wauhnfe, wakeful 
Wour, worse, to worst. 
Waur’t, worsted. 

Weames, duninntive of 
weans 

Weans, children. 

Wearte, exhausted. 
Weane-mddle, exhausting 
contest. 

Weasan or Weasand, the 
windpipe. 

Wecht, wmut 
Wee, httie 
Wee things, children 
Weeder-dips, an instrument 
for destronng weeds 
Weel, welL Weelfare, wd- 
faxe. 

Weel-faur’d, wdl-&voured. 
Weel-hen'd, well-known. 

Weet, wet; to wet, ram 
Wdse, we shall 
Westhn or WasUtn, western. 
Wether, a sheep two years 
old 

Who, who. 

Wha e'er, who ever. ' 

Whaisle, to wheeze. 

Whalpti, whdped. 


Wham, whom. 

Whan, when 

Whai^, a leathern thong, to 
flog, a long, thick slice. 

' Wi’ sweet milk cbeeae in mony a 
whang' 

Whar or Whare, where. 
Whose, whose 
Who's, whose; who is 
What reck, what matter. 
Wheat, whittled, did whet 
Whoop, the curlew. 
Whaur'U, where will 
Wheep, tofly mmbly;.to jerk 
*0 mia I to see yonrelbmk wheep ‘ 
Whid, a fib; a he, to scud 
Whtddtn', fibbing, mnmng, 
as a hare. 

Whtgmaleertes, crotchets , 
silly fancies 

Whtpgtn', comifiaimng; fret- 
ting. 

Whins, gorse 

Whirlygtgims, tawdry orna- 
ments 

Whisht, silence; to be silent 
Whisk, to lash; to swero. 
Whisket or Whiskit, whined 
Whtssle, whistle 
Whitter, a hearty draught. 
Whittle, a claro-soDife. 
Whimstane, whmstone 
Whop, a whip, to whip 
Whytes, sometimes 
Wt’, iwth 

Wick, a term in curhng— to 
stnke a stone m an 
obhque direction. 

To goan]. or draw, or nnck a bon ’ 
Wtddte, a rope; the gallows. 
Widdiejit', g^ows-worthy. 
Widdle, a struggle 
Wtel, a gniftll whirlpool; an 
eddy. 

Wtfie, diminutive of wife 
Wight, strong. 

Wight and wilfu’, strong and 
obstinate. 
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Wtl’-cat, -wild-cat. 

Willyart, wild 

WiUyart-^lowBr, a wild, be- 
wildered stare. 
Willy-wicker, a willow sap- 
ling. 

Wimple, to meander. 

WmpPa, meandered. 
Wtmplin', meandenng. 

‘Where boon tins wunpW clear * 

FtM, to gain, to winnow. 
I^in*, wind, the wmd. 

Win’t, did wmd; wmded 
Winna, ivill noh 
Wtnno^, a wmdow. 
Winnack-butUier, a seat m 
the wmdow. 

Winsome, attractive 
Wintle, a somersault. 

Wnuse, a curse; an oath. 
Ws, with his; with us. 

T^iss, wish. 

Wi’t, with it 

Withowlen, without 

Won, to dwell. Wons, dwells. 

‘There’s add Moms that wons 

uyonglen 

Wanner, a wonder, 
l^'oo, to court 
Woo', wool. 

Wooer-bobs, love-knots 
Wordy, worthy. 

Worset, worsted. 

Her braw new worset apron 
Wow / an exdamation of 
pleasure or surprise 
Wrack, to vex; to destroy, 

a ghost 

wrong, to injure 
»y«d, mad, wild. Red-wud, 
stark-mad 

Wttmble, a. wimble or gimlet 


Wyle, to decoy; to entice 
Wylie coat, a flannel vest 
Wyhng, enticing. 

Wyfe, blame; reproach; to 
blame. 

Yaff, to bark. 

‘Ayafibi* cor.’ 

Yard, a garden 
Yawd, an old horse. 

Yeahngs, coevals; bom in 
the same year. 

Yell, dry; not giving milk. 

‘Dawtit. twal-pmt hawkie’s gaen 
As yell's the bill ' 

Yerd or Ytrd, earth. 

Yerk, to lash; to jerk. 
Yerket or xerkit, jerked; 
lashed. 

Ye’se, ye shall. 

* Ye'se get them a'thegither ' 

Yestreen, yesternight 
Yett, gate 

Yeuk, iteh. Yenhs, itches. 
Yeukie, itchy. 

YtU, ale. I 
Yird, earth. 

Yokin', yoking; a bout of 
work; a t>et-to. 

Yon, yonder. Yon time, 
yonder time 
Yont or Ayont, beyond. 

*Yont the dyke she's heard thee 
bUflUDlD* 

Yoursel, yourself 
Yowe, a ewe 
Yowes, ewes. 

Yome, diminutive of yowe, 
'An' neist my yowie, siliy thing 
Yule, Christmas 

‘Blythe Ynte night when we wen 
fou' 
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Adzes 1 a heart--waiiii, fond adieti, . 
Adnunng Nature in her mldest ^ace, 
Adovm winding Nifh 1 did wander, 

Ae day, as Death that gruesome carl, 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever, . 
Afar tile illustrious Exile roams, 

Agam lejoiong Nature sees, . 

Again the silent wheds of tune, 

A gold New-year 1 wish thee, Maggie I 
Ah, Qdons, since it may not be, . 

A head, pure, sinless quite of brain and 
Ah, woe IS me, my Mother dear I . 

All hail < inexorable lord 1 


All villain as I am — a damned wretch, 

Altho' he has left me for greed o* the siller, 
Altho' my back be at the wa’, 

Altho* my bed were in yon muir, . 

Altho* thou maun never be mine, . 

Amang the trees, where humming bees, . 
Among the heathy hills and ragged woods, . 
Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December I 
An honest man here lies at resh 
Anna, thy charms my bosom nre, . 

An somebody were come again, 

A rose-bud by my early wallq . 

As cauld a wind as over blew, . 

As down the bum they took their way, . 

As father Adam first was fooPd, 

AlS Z gacd down the water-side, 

As I gaed up by yon gate-end, 

As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

As 1 was a-wand'nng ae mormng in spnng, 

As I was walking np the street 
Ask why God made the gem so small ? 

A slave to Love’s unbounded sway, . . 

As Maihc, an* her lambs thcgithcr, . 

As on the banlcs of winding Nith, . 

As Tam the chapman on a day, 

At Brownhill v c always get dainty good cheer. 
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A’ the lads o* Tbomiebank, . . 

Aiild chuckle Reekie's sair distrest, . 

Anld comrade dear, and bntbra: smner, . 
Ana* \n' your witdicraft o’ Beauty’s alarms, 
A* ye wha live by sowps o’ dctul^ . 

Beauteous Rosebud, yotmg and gay, 

Behind yon bills where Lugar flows. 

Behold, my love, how green the groves, . 
Behold the hour, the boat, amve 1 
Below thir stanes he Jamie's banes. 

Bless Jesus Clmst, O Cardoness, 

Blest be M'Murdo to his latest day * 

Blythe hae I been on yon bill, . 

Braw, braw lads on yarrow braes^ . 

Bnght ran tby hue, O Galloway, . 

But latdy seen in gladsome green, . 

But rarely seen smce Nature’s birth, . 
But wanly tent when ye come to court me. 

By AHau stream 1 chanc’d to rove, 

By all 1 lov’d, neglected and forgot. 

By love and % beauty, by law and by duty, 
By Onghtertyre grows the aik. 

By yon Castle wa’ at the dose of the day, > 

Can 1 cease to care, ... 

Cadd blaws the wind frae east to wes^ 

^uld IS the e’emn’ blast, . . • 

Cease, ye prudes, your envious raihng, 
Qannda, mistress of my soul, . 
wUected, Harry stood awee, 
wmo, bumpers high, express your ]oy. 

Come, let me take tnee to my breast, 

Cornin' thro' the rye, poor body. 

Contented wi’ htUe, and cantie wi’ mair, . 
Curs d be the man, the poorest wretch in life, 
Curse on ungratefiu man, that can be please^ 

^^htcr of Chaos’ doting years, . 

— , I’ll gie ye some advice, . 

Sir, at ony time or tide; . 

Dew Srmlh, the slee’st, pawkie thief, 

Deluded swam, the pleasure, . 

Dire ^ the hate at old Harlaw, . 

laughty Gaul invasion threat ’ 

Dost thou not nse, indignant shade,. . 
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Duncan Gray cam here to woo, 
Dweller in yon dungeon dark, . 


484 

34Z 


Earth’d up, here hes an imp o' hell, 
Edina I Scotia's darling scat I 
Expect na, sir, in this narration. 


542 

a6i 

217 


Fair Empress of the poet's soul. 

Fair fa' your honest sonsie lace, 

Fair maid, you need not take the hint. 

Fair the face of onent day, 

Fareiveel to a' our Scothw fame, 

Farewell, dear fnend 1 may gude luck hit you, 
Farewell, old Scotia’s bleak domains,. 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth and ye skies, 
Farewdl, thou stream that winding flows, 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to tlie nortli, 
Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, . 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped, . . 

Fill me with the rosy mne, . . . 

Fintry, my stay in worldly strife, . 

First when Maggie was my care, 

Flow gently, siveet Afton • among thy green braes, 
For lords or kings I dinna mourn, . 

Forlorn, my love, no comfort near, 

Frae the fnends and land I love, 

Fnday first's the day appointed, 

Fnend of the Poet, tned and Ic^ 

From thee, Eliza, I must go, . 

From the white-blossom’d sloe my dear Clilons requested, 
From those drear sohtudes and frowsy cells. 

Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, . 

Fy, let us a' to Kircudbnght, . . . 
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Gane is the day, and mirk's the mght, 

Gat ye me, O gat yc me,. . . 

Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine,. 

Gracic, thou art a man of worth, 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, that I may live, 
Gude pity me, because I'm httle I . 
Gmd-mormn' to your Majesty 1 
Gmd speed and furder to you, johme, . 
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Had I a cave on some wild distant sliore, 
Had I the wyte, bad I the vryte, 

'lail, Poesie I thou Nymph reserv’d I 
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MGE 

Hail, thaum-inspirin', rattlin' 'Willie t . . . 354 

Har^ the mavis e'ening sang, 538 

Has old Kilmarnock seen the dml ’ ... 351 

Ha I whaiir ye gann, ^ crovlin* ierlie ? . . . 187 

Health to the Maxwell's veteran Chief 1 . . . 453 

Hear, Land o’ Cakes, and bnther Scots, . . 366 

He clenched his pamphlets m his fist, . . . 367 

Hee halou, my sweet wee Donald, .... 531 

He looked just as yonr sign-post Lions do, . . 340 

Her daddie forbad, her minme forbad, . . . 3x4 

Her flowing locks, the raven's wing, . . . X07 

Here awa’, there awa', wandenng WiUie, . . 490, 491 

Here Brewer Gabnel’s fire’s extinct, . . . 559 

Here cursing sweanng Burton lies, .... 342 

Here Holy Wilke’s sair worn day, .... 76 

Here is the ejen, and here the bowtt, . . . 524 

Here he Wilke Michie’s banes, . . 277 

Here kes a mock Marquis, whose titles were shamm'd, 543 

Here kes Boghead amang the dead,. ... 52 

Here kes John Bushb}^— honest mio«, . . . 529 

Here kes Johme Pigeon, . ... 117 

Here Sonter Hood m death does sleep, . . 32 

Here Stuarts once in glory reigned, 286 

Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal kves, . 536 

Here's a bottle and an honest friend 1 . . . 276 

Here|s a health to them that's awa’, . . . 485 

Here's to thy health, my borne lass, . . 26 

He who of Rankine sang, hes stiff and dead, . . 600 

Hey the dusty mailer, . . . . 3x3 

His face with smile eternal drest, . . . 340 

Honest Will to Heaven’s awav, . . , 299 

H^ can my poor heart be glad, . . 536 

HOW cold is that bosom which folly once fired, 524 

vJZ parents, . . .580 

H^ dant ye ca' me ’Howlet-face’ ? 458 

Mana leads the dance I 476 

now, liberty j arl, can it be by thee nam’d, 340 

Hw long and ^ary is the mght , . . 312,545 

How Devon, 299 

Hnmirt ***^**i/®^ Folly meet, mix and umte . 334 

“d of soft affections, 

Husband, husband, cease your strife, . . . |i| 

\ am a keeper of the law, 

T “y mammy’s ae bdm, . , 

I bought my wife a staue o’ hnt, . , I i Si 
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I call ao Goddess to inn^ my strains, . 

I coft a stane o' haslock woo, . 

I do confess thou art sae fair, . 

I dream'd I lay where f owets ware sponging, 

I fee'd a man at Michaelmas, . 

If thou should ask my lave, . 

If ye gae up to yon hill-tap, . ... 

If yon rattle along like your Mistress’s tongue 
I ^d a waefu* gate yestreen, 

I gaed up to Dnnse, .... 

I pt your letter, winsome WiUie, . 

I had sax owsen in a plough, . 

I hae a wife o' my am, 

I hae been at Crookieaen, 

I hold it, sm my bounden duly, 

I lang hae twught, my youthfu* fnend, . 

Ilk care and fear, when thou art near, 
lU-fated gemus I Heaven-taught Fer^son, 

I mind it weel in early date, . . . , 

I'm now arrived — ^thanks to the gods > . 

I'm three times doubly o'er your debtor, . 

I murder hate by flood or field. 

In cornin' by the bng o' Dye, . , . 

I never saw a teirer, . . 

Inhuman man I curse on thy barb'rons art 
In Mauchhne there dwells six proper young beUes, 

In Fohtics if thou wouldst mix. 

In se'enteen hunder'n forty-nine. 

In simmer, when the hay was mawn. 

Instead of a song, boys. 111 give you a toast. 

In Tarbolton, ye ken, there are proper young men. 
In this strange land, this uncouth clime, 

In wood and wild, ye warbhng throng, 

I see a form, I see a face, 

I sing of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth. 

Is there a whim-inspited fool,. 

Is there for honest poverty, . 

Is this thy phghted, fond regard, . 

Ithers seek they ken na what,. 

It IS na, Jean, thy borne face, . , . 

It was a' for our nghtfu' long. 

It was in sweet Senegal that my foes did me enthral, 
It was the charming month of May, 

It was npon a Lammas nighty. . . . • 
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Jockey's taen the parting kiss, 
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Jolm Andetson, my jc^ Jbhs, . 


Kemble, thou cnr'st my unb^el^ « 

Ken ye ought o' Captam Grose ? — ^Igo and ago> 
Kilmaniock wabsteis, fidga and claw. 

Kind Sit, I've read your paper through. 

Know thou, O stranger to ue fsme,. ^ . 

Lament hun, Mauddine husbaada a*, 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, . ' 

Last May, a maw wooer cam dou< then lang glen 
Late crippled of an ann, and now a 1^, . 

Let not Woman e'er complain, . . 

Let other heroes boast thw scars, . 

Let other poets raise a fracas,. . » 

Life ne'er exulted m so nch a pnze, 
laght lay the earth on Billy's weast, i 
Lone on the bleahy hills the straying docks. 
Long life, my lord, an' health be>youis, . 


Lord to account who dares Thee c^ . , 

L~<^ we thank, and Thee adore, . . , 

Loud Haw the f ro sty breezes, . , , 

Loms, what reck 1 by thee,. 

, I 

Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion, , . 

Maxwell, if here you merit crave, . , , 

Musmg on the roanng ocean, .... 
My blessings on ye, honest wifel . 

My curse upon your venom'd stang, ; 

My fatter ^ a farmer upon the Siadk border, 
8 Mryi Mie's bmom and gay, . 
f?y fnead— nav. do ivot 


My heart is sair— I dare na tell, . 

hiae, . , 

and free, . ■ 

My W-d Colonel, deep I fed, . . 

My lord a-hunting he is gane, , 

I know your noble w 

Mv rested fnend 

My love she's but a lassie yet, , 

fcl!! ^ red rme, ! 

My Peggy's form, . 

“y aaufly gicd to me a nng, . . , : 
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Nae gentle dames, tibo* ne’er sae fair, 

Nae neathen name shall 1 prefix, . 

No churchman am I for to rail and to mite. 
No cold approach, no altered nuen,. 

No more m your ^ests, be they titied or no^ 
No more, ye war^rs of the wood, no more. 

No scnlptored marble here, nor p^pons lay, 
No song nor dance 1 bnng from yon great city 
No ^artan tube, no Atbc shell, 

No Stewart art thon, Galloway, 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 

Now m her green mantle blythe Nature arrays^ 
Now Kennedy, if foot or horse. 

Now Nature deeds the fiowery lea,. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green, 

Now Robin hes in his last lair, 

Now rosy May comes in wi* flowers. 

Now Simmer ohnks on flowery braes, . 

Now Spring has dad the grove in green, . 

Now westhn' winds and mughtnng gun% 

O a’ ye pious godly floc&s, . 

O borne was yon rosy bner, ... 

O cam ye here the fight to ^un, 

O could I give thee India's wealth,. 

O Death, Imdst thon but spar'd his life, . 

O Death I thon tyrant fell and bloody I . 

Of all the numerous lUs that hurt our peace. 

Of s' the airts the wind can blaw, . . 

Of Lordly acquaintance you boast^. 

O Gowdie, terror dE the Whigs, 

O had each Scot of ancient &nes, . 

O ^d the malt thy strength of mmd, ■ 

Oh I am come to the low Countne, . . 

Oh, open the door, some pity to show, ■ 

O how can 1 be blythe and glad, . 

O bow shall I, nnskilfn* try, . 

O Kemnnre's on and awa', WiUi^ . • 

O krai ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten, 

O Lady Mary Ann looks o'er the CuUe wa', 

O lassie, are ye sleepng yet, . 

Old Winter, with his Irwty beard, . 

O leave novels, ye Mauchhne bdles^ . 

O teeze me on my spinmn'-wheel . 

O Logan, sweetly didst thon ghd^ 

0 Lord, when hunger pinches sore. . 
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0 luve will venture in where it dauma weel be seen, 
0 Mary, at thy window be, . 

0 May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet, 

0 meiMe tiunks my luve o' my beauty, 

0 merry hae I been teethin' a heckle, 

0 mirk, mirk is this midmght hour. 

On a bank of flowers in a summer oay, . 

Once fondly lov'd, and still remember'd dear. 

On Cessnock banks a lassie drrells, . 

One mght as I did wander. 

One Queen Axtemisa, as old stones tell. 

On peace an' rest my mind was bent, 

0 once I lov'd a borne lass, . 

0 Philly, happy be that day,. 

0 poortith cauld, and restless love, 

Oppress'd with gnef, oppress’d with care, 

0 raging Fortune's withering blast, 

0 rattlin' roann* Wilhe, 

0 rough, rude, ready-witted Rankine, 

Orthodox 1 orthodox, who beheve m John Knox, 

0 sad and heavy should I part, 

” saw ye borne Lesley, .... 
saw ye my deane, my Eppie Macnab ? 
saw ye my dear, my Philly ? 
ong a new song to the Lord, 
stay, sweet warbhng woodlark, stay, 
steer her up, an' baud her gaun, . 
that 1 had ne'er been married, . 
ttou, at first, the greatest fnend, 

Thou dread Power, who rcign'st above, 

^on great Being 1 what Thou art, 

_ whom we hve and move, 

O pale orb that silent shines, . 
o TJou unknoivn. Almighty Cause, 
n Si?” whatever title suit thee, . 

heavens does dwdl, 
n Thou who kindly dost provide, . 

OM fhnssles flourish’d fresh and fair. 

Out over the Forth, I look to the north, 

O wat ye wha that lo’es me. . . 

« were I on Parnassus hill, . 

O blast, . 

O « 1^ wy^baby-clouts -wiU buy ? . 

ye that haver-roeal bannock ? 
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O wha will to Saint Stephen's House, 

O when she cam' ben she bobbet fu' low, 

O why the deuce should 1 repine, . 

O WiUie brew'd a peck o* maut, 

O wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 
O ye wha are sae gmd 3 mursel, 

O ye whose cheek the tear of pity stains, 

Peg Hicholson was a good bay mare, 

'I^se Woman still,* his lordslup roars, . 

Raving winds around her blowing . 

Revered defender of beauteous Stuart, . 
Right, sir I your te^rt I'll prove it true, . 
Rustioty's ungainly form. 

Sad thy tale, thou idle page, . 

Sae flaxen were her nnglets, . . . 

Say, sages, what's the charm on earth, . 
Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, . . 

Searching auld wives' barrels, . 
Sensibihty, how charming, 

She's fair and fause that causes my smart. 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 

Shrewd Wilhe ^elhe to Crochallan came. 

Sic a reptile was Wat, sic a miscreant slave. 
Sing on, sweet thrash, upon the leafless bough, 
Sir, as your mandate did request, . 

Sir, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

Sleep'st thou, or ivak'st thou, fairest creature 
So heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Some books are hes frae end to end, 

Spare me thy vengeance, Galloway, 

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me ? 

S^l anxious to secure your partial &vDur, 
'Stop, thief r Dame Nature called to Death, 
Streams that ghde in onent plains,. 

Summer's a pleasant time, 

Sweet are the banks — ^the banks o' Doon, 
Sweet doses the ev'mng on Craigiebum Wood 
Sweet fa's the eve on Craigieburn, . 

Sweet flow'ret, pledge o' meikle love. 

Sweet nsuvet6 m feature, . ' . . 

Talk not to me of savages, . ' . 

That there is a flilsehood in his looks, . 
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The bairns gat out m' an unco' shout, . 

The blude rose at Yule may blaw, 

The cares o' l^ve are sweeter iax, .... 
The Catime woods were yellow seen. 

The Cooper o' Cuddy came here awa’. 

The cnmson blossom dmims the bee|, . ' . . 

The day returns, my bosom bums, .... 
The ded cam fiddlm' thro' the town. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, . 

The flower it blaws, it fades, it fa.%. . . . 

The fnend whom, wiled from Wisdom s way, . 

The gloomy mght is gath'nng fast, 

^ heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn. 
Their groves o' sweet myrue let Foreign Lands reckon, 
^e iGng's most humble servant, I, . . . 

tte Laddies by the Banks o' Nith,. 

%e lamp of day with ill*presaging glare. 

The last time I came o'er the moor, , . 

■ U® I®*y mist hangs from the brow of the Tun, , 

rte lovely lass o' Inverness, 

man, m life wherever j^c'd, . . , , 

^ mght was sbll, and o’er the hill, 

^ noble Maxwells and their powers, . 

poor man weeps — here Gavm ifleeps,. . , 

leevit a carl in Kdly Bum Braes„ . ' . 

Were 8 Auld Rob Moms that wons m yon glen, . 

‘ * a 3routh in this city, it were a great pity, 

1 Ws Death m the cup/so beware ' . . 

there’s pane can guess,, 
news, lasses, news, , . . . ‘ . 

tSf®® eere on ev'ry han’, . 

'■There ™ * 1*^® home lass, 

mere was a lad was bom m Kyle. 

^ ® and she was fcur, 

“■'d her Meg. . ■ 

ig™ ™ ^ 


P^he smiln,; J ereea lea 


young, 


returning, 
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Tliou graybeard, old wisdoml xoay boast of thy treasures, 497 


The Thames flows proudly to Ihe sea, 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills. 

The winter it is past, and the summer comes at last, 
The Wintry west extends his blast, . 

They snodl me sair, and baud me doon, . 

Thi^est mght, surround my dwelbngl . 

Thine am I, my faithful iW, 

Thine be the vmumes, Jessie fair. 

This day, Time winds u' exlmusted chain, 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, . 

Tho' crud fate should bid us paii^ . 

Thou flatt'nng mark of fnendship land, . 

Though fickle Fortune has deceived me. 


Thon has left me ever Jamu^ 

Thon, Liberty, thou art my theme, 

Thon ling'nng star, with less'nmg ray, . 

Thou, Nature, partial nature, 1 arraign, . 

Thou of an independent mind, 

Thou’s welcome, wean; mishanter fa' me, 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 

Thou, who thy honor as thy God rover's^ 

Tho' women's minds, like wmter winds, . 

Though fickle Fortune has deceived me, . 
Through and through th* inspir'd leaves,. 

'Tis Fnendship's pledge, my }roung, fair Fnend, 
To Fidddl, much lamented man, . 

To yoji, sir, this summons I've sent, 

True hearted was he, the sad swam o’ the Yarrow, 
Turn again, thou fair Ehza I . 

'Twas even — ^the dewy fields were green, 

*Twas m that place o' Scotland’s isle, 

'Twas in the seventeen hunder year, 

Twas na her borne blue e’e was my nun, 
i.was on a Monday monung, . 
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Wae IS my heart, and the tear's in my e’e, 
Wae wor& thy power, thou cursed leaf, . 
Weary fa.’ you, Duncan Gray! • • 

We cam na here to view your warks. 

Wee, modest, cnmson-tipped fiow’r. 

Wee sleckel^ cownn’, tun'rous beashe, • 
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Wee Willie Gray, and lus leather wallet, . « 

We giant they're thine, those beauties all, 

Wha, in a bndyie, will, 

Wba IS that at my bower>door ? . 

Where axe yon gaun, by home lass,.' . • 

Whare hae ye b^n sae braw, lad ? . . . 

Whaie hve ye, my borne lass ’ . . . 

What ails ye now, ye lonste bitch. 

What can a young lassie, what shsul a young lasde. 
What dost thou in that mansion fair ’ 

What man could esteem, or what woman could love. 
What needs this dm about the town o' Lon'on, 
What will I do gm my Hoggie die ^ . 

Wha will buy my tw^gin’, fine election ware, . 
When biting Boreas, fell and doure, . . 

When by a generous Pubhc's kind ardann, 

IVhen chapman bilhes leave the street, . . 

When chill l^ovember's surly 'tilast,. . . 

When dear Clannda, matcdd^s fair, . , 

When Death's dark stream I fmiy o'er, . . 

^en first I came to Stewart Kyle, . , 

When first I saw fair Jeame's face,. , 

TOen fimt my brave Johme lad came to the town. 


^en Guildford good our pilot stood, . 

When Tanuar' wind was bmwin' cauld, 

TOen LasceUes thought fit from this world to depart. 
When lyart leaves bestrow the yird. . ’ 

men Mi^e, deceas’d, to the Devil went down, 
Natwe hCT great masterpiece design'd, . 

^ ^ the hill the e’emng star, ® . 

Princes and Prelates . 

in wi’ flowers, 

men the drums do beat, and the cannons rattle 

Where ^ mormng, . 

braving angry winter’s storms, . 

to the sea. 

^e ? ^ shearw's cow, . ! 

mSe flood, i ! 

Whoe’^hf Ben.l.omond blaw, . 



648 INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

Whom tnll you send to London town, . 

Whose IS that noble dauntless brow ? 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene > 

Why, why tell the lover, .... 
Why, ye tenants of the lake, .... 
Wi' brae new branks in. micUe pnde, « 

Wilhe Wastle dwalt on Tivecd, . . ' . 

Will ye go to the Hielands, Lcezie Lindsay, 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, . 

Wilt thou bo my deane ? . . , . 

Wishfully I look and languish, . , 

With Pegasus upon a day, .... 
Wow, but your letter made me.vaunhe I . 

Ye banks and braes and streams around. 

Ye banks and biacs o' borne Doon,. 

Ye flowery banks o* borne Doon, . 

Ye gallants bnght, I rede you nght, . 

Ye h3^ocntes i are tiiese your pranlffi ? . 

Ye lasb lards, ye knights an* Ainires, , 

Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear, 
Ye maggots, feed on Nicol's brain, , 

Ye men of mi and wealth, why aU this sneenng, 
Ye sons of old Killie, assembled by Wilhe, 
Yestreen I had a pint o' wine, . . 

Yestreen 1 met you on the moor, . v 

Ye true 'Loyal Natives,' attend to my song, 

Yon wandering nil that marks the hill, . 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wid^. 
Young Jamie, pnde of a* the plain,. , , . 

Young lockie was the blythest lad, , 

Young Peggy blooms our bomest lass, . 

Your billet, sir, I grant receipt, . 

You’re welcome to despots, Dumouner, . 

Your News and Review, sir, . . ^ 

Yours this moment 1 unseal, . . « 
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